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MY  ENGLISH  ACQUAINTANCE. 

BY  FREDERICK  HARDMAN,  ESQ. 
[  MAGA.    FEBRUARY  18-18.  J 

"T   BELIEVE    I   have   the  pleasure   of   seeing 

J-     Mr ,"   said  a  voice   in   English,  as  I 

paused  for  a  moment,  my  breakfast  concluded, 
before  the  door  of  a  Palais  Koyal  coffeehouse,  plan 
ning  the  disposal  of  my  day. 

I  looked  at  the  person  who  thus  addressed  me ; 
and,  although  I  pique  myself  on  rarely  forgetting 
the  face  of  an  acquaintance,  in  this  instance  my 
memory  was  completely  at  fault.  But  for  his  know 
ledge  of  my  name,  I  should  have  concluded  my 
interlocutor  mistaken  as  to  my  identity.  I  was  at 
least  as  much  surprised  at  the  perfectly  good  Eng 
lish  he  spoke,  as  at  having  my  acquaintance  claimed 
by  a  person  of  his  profession  and  rank.  He  was  a 

A 
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young  man  of  about  five-and-twenty,  attired  in  the 
handsome  and  well-fitting  undress  of  a  sergeant  of 
French  light  dragoons.  His  brown  hair  curled 
short  and  crisp  from  under  his  smart  green  forage 
cap,  cavalierly  placed  upon  one  side  of  his  head  ; 
his  clear  blue  eyes  contrasted  with  the  tawny  colour 
of  his  cheek,  a  tint  for  \vhich  it  was  evidently  in 
debted  to  sun  and  weather ;  his  face  was  clean 
shaven,  save  and  except  small  well- trimmed  mus 
taches  and  a  chin-tuft.  Altogether,  he  was  as 
pretty  a  model  of  a  light  cavalryman  as  I  remember 
to  have  seen  :  square  in  the  shoulder,  slender  in  the 
hip,  well  limbed,  lithe  and  muscular.  His  carriage 
was  soldierly,  without  the  exaggerated  stiffness  and 
swagger  commonly  found  amongst  non-commissioned 
officers  of  dragoons ;  and  altogether  he  had  a  gen 
tlemanly  air  which,  I  doubt  not,  would  have  made 
itself  as  visible  under  the  coarse  drugget  of  a  pri 
vate  soldier,  as  beneath  the  garb  of  finer  materials 
and  more  careful  cut,  which,  in  his  capacity  of 
marechal  des  logis,  or  sergeant,  it  was  permitted  him 
to  wear.  But  my  admiration  of  this  pretty  model 
of  a  man-at-arms  did  not  assist  me  to  recognise 
him,  although,  whilst  gazing  at  him,  and  especially 
when  he  slightly  smiled  at  my  visible  embarrass 
ment,  his  features  seemed  not  totally  unfamiliar 
to  me.  I  looked,  I  have  no  doubt,  considerably 
puzzled.  The  stranger  came  to  my  assistance. 
"  I  see  you  do  not  remember  me,"  he  said.  "Not 
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above  four  years  since  we  met,  if  so  much  ;  but 
four  years,  an  African  sun,  and  a  French  uniform, 
have  made  a  change.  I  met  you  in  Warwickshire, 
at  George  Clinton's.  I  have  seen  you  once  or  twice 
since  ;  but  I  think  the  last  time  we  spoke  was  when 
cantering  over  Harleigh  Downs.  My  name  is 
Frank  Oakley." 

I  immediately  recollected  my  man.  About  four 
summers  previously,  whilst  on  a  flying  visit  at  a 
country  house,  I  had  formed  a  slight  acquaintance 
with  Mr  Frank  Oakley,  who  had  then  just  come  of 
age,  and  into  possession — by  the  death  of  his  father, 
which  had  occurred  a  twelvemonth  previously — of 
a  few  thousand  pounds.  The  interest  of  this  sum, 
which  would  have  been  an  agreeable  and  sufficient 
addition  to  a  subaltern's  pay  or  curate's  stipend,  or 
which  would  have  enabled  a  struggling  barrister  to 
bide  his  briefs,  was  altogether  insufficient  to  supply 
the  wants  and  caprices  of  an  idler,  especially  such 
an  idler  as  Oakley.  Master  Francis  was  what  young 
gentlemen  fresh  from  school  or  at  college,  sucking 
ensigns,  precocious  templars,  et  id  genus  omne,  are 
accustomed  to  call  a  "  fast "  man ;  the  said  fastness 
not  referring,  as  Johnson's  dictionary  teaches  us  it 
might  do,  to  any  particular  strength  or  firmness  of 
character,  but  merely  to  the  singular  rapidity  with 
which  such  persons  get  through  their  money  and 
into  debt.  At  the  time  I  speak  of,  Oakley  was 
going  his  fastest — that  is  to  say,  spending  the  ut- 
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most  amount  of  coin,  for  the  least  possible  value ; 
indeed  he  could  hardly  have  run  madder  riot  with 
his  moderate  patrimony,  had  he  cast  his  sovereigns 
into  bullets  and  made  pipe-lights  of  his  bank-notes. 
But  verily,  he  had  his  reward  in  the  open-mouthed 
admiration  of  three  or  four  younkers  of  his  own 
standing,  then  assembled  at  Harleigh  Hall,  who 
looked  up  to  him  as  something  between  a  hero  and 
an  oracle ;  and  in  the  encouraging  familiarity  and 
approval  of  one  or  two  gentlemen  of  maturer  age, 
who  swore  he  was  a  fine  fellow,  and  proved  they 
thought  so  by  winning  bets  of  him  at  billiards,  and 
by  selling  him  horses  that  would  have  fetched 
"  twice  the  money  at  Tattersall's,"  with  other 
bargains  of  an  equally  advantageous  description. 
Although  we  were  four  days  in  the  same  house, 
meeting  each  evening  at  dinner,  and  occasionally 
riding  and  walking  in  the  same  group,  our  acquain 
tance  continued  of  the  very  slightest  description, 
and  I  took  my  departure  without  anything  approach 
ing  to  intimacy  having  sprung  up  between  us. 
Amongst  the  large  party  of  visitors  at  the  Hall, 
were  not  wanting  persons  of  tastes  more  suited  to 
my  own  than  those  of  Oakley  and  his  little  knot  of 
flatterers  and  admirers ;  and  he,  on  his  part,  was 
far  too  much  taken  up  with  his  newly-inherited 
fortune — which  he  evidently  considered  inexhaus 
tible  —  with  planning  amusements,  and  inhaling 
adulatory  incense,  to  pay  attention  to  a  man  whom, 
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as  fall  fifteen  years  his  senior,  he  doubtless  set  down 
as  an  old  fellow,  a  "  slow  coach,"  and  perhaps  even 
as  a  member  of  that  distinguished  corporation 
known  as  the  "  Fogie  Club."  So  that  when  we 
met  in  London,  during  the  ensuing  season,  occa 
sionally  in  the  street  and  once  or  twice  in  a  ball 
room,  a  slight  bow  or  word  of  recognition  was  all 
that  passed  between  us.  I  could  perceive,  how 
ever,  that  Oakley  still  kept  up  the  rapid  pace  at 
which  he  had  started,  and  lived,  with  a  few  hun 
dreds  a-year,  as  if  he  had  possessed  as  many  thou 
sands.  The  proximity  of  my  quiet  club  to  the 
fashionable  and  expensive  one  into  which  he  had 
obtained  admission,  gave  me  many  opportunities  of 
observing  his  proceedings,  and  those  opportunities, 
in  my  capacity  of  a  student  of  human  nature,  I  did 
not  neglect.  I  had  marked  his  career  and  ultimate 
fate  in  my  mind,  and  was  curious  to  see  my  predic 
tions  verified,  although  I  sincerely  wished  they 
might  not  be,  for  they  were  anything  but  favour 
able  to  the  welfare  of  Oakley,  who,  in  spite  of  his 
follies,  had  generous  and  manly  qualities.  His  pro 
digality  was  not  of  that  purely  egotistical  descrip 
tion  most  commonly  found  in  spendthrifts  of  his 
class.  He  would  give  a  lavish  alms  to  a  whining 
beggar,  as  freely  as  he  would  throw  away  a  handful 
of  gold  on  some  folly  of  the  moment  or  extravagant 
debauch  ;  and  I  had  heard  an  old  one-armed  soldier, 
who  sometimes  held  his  horse  at  the  club  door, 
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utter  blessings,  when  he  had  ridden  out  of  hearing, 
on  his  kind  heart  and  open  hand.  These  and  similar 
little  traits  that  came  under  my  notice,  made  me 
regret  to  see  him  going  post  to  perdition.  That  he 
was  doing  so,  I  could  not  for  one  moment  doubt. 
His  extravagance  knew  no  limit,  and  in  six  months 
he  must  have  got  through  as  many  years'  income. 
Wherever  pleasure  was  to  be  had,  no  matter  at 
what  price,  Oakley  was  to  be  seen. — Upon  a  revenue 
overrated  at  five  hundred  a-year,  he  kept  half  a 
dozen  horses,  a  cab,  and  a  strange  nondescript 
vehicle,  made  after  an  eccentric  design  of  his  own, 
and  which  everybody  turned  to  look  at,  as  he  drove 
down  Piccadilly  of  an  afternoon,  on  his  way  to  the 
Park.  He  had  his  stall  at  the  opera,  of  course,  and 
an  elegant  set  of  apartments  in  the  most  expensive 
street  in  London,  where  he  gave  suppers  and  din 
ners  of  extravagant  delicacy  to  thirsty  friends  and 
greedy  danseuses.  The  former  showed  their  grati 
tude  for  his  good  cheer  by  winning  his  money  at 
cards  ;  the  latter  evinced  their  affection  by  carrying 
off  the  costly  nicknacks  that  strewed  his  rooms,  and 
by  taking  his  diamond  shirt-pins  to  fasten  their 
shawls.  In  short,  he  regularly  delivered  himself 
over  to  the  harpies.  In  addition  to  these  minor 
drafts  upon  his  exchequer,  came  others  of  a  more 
serious  nature.  He  played  high,  and  never  refused 
a  bet.  Like  many  silly  young  men  (and  some  silly 
old  ones),  he  had  a  blind  veneration  for  rank,  and 
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held  that  a  lord  could  do  no  wrong.  Even  a  baron 
etcy  conferred  a  certain  degree  of  infallibility  in  his 
eyes.  No  amount  of  respectable  affidavits  would 
have  convinced  him  that  if  Lord  Eufus  Slam,  who 
not  unfrequently  condescended  to  win  a  cool  fifty  of 
him  at  ecarte,  did  not  turn  the  king  each  time  he 
dealt,  it  was  only  because  he  despised  so  hackneyed 
a  swindle,  and  had  other  ways  of  securing  the 
game,  equally  nefarious  but  less  palpable.  Neither 
would  it  have  been  possible  to  persuade  him  that 
Sir  Tantivy  Martingale,  "  that  prime  fellow  and 
thorough  sportsman,"  as  Frank  admiringly  and  con 
fidingly  styled  him,  was  capable  of  taking  his  bet 
upon  a  horse  which  he,  the  aforesaid  Sir  Tantivy, 
had  just  made  "  safe  to  lose."  In  short,  poor 
Oakley,  who,  during  his  father's  lifetime,  had  been 
little,  if  at  all,  in  London,  thought  himself  exces 
sively  knowing  and  fully  up  to  all  the  wiles  and 
snares  of  the  metropolis.  In  reality  he  was  ex 
ceedingly  raw,  was  victimised  accordingly,  and,  at 
the  end  of  a  few  months  in  town,  found  himself 
minus  a  sum  that  brought  reflection,  I  suspect,  even 
to  his  giddy  head.  I  conjectured  so,  at  least,  when, 
at  the  end  of  the  season,  I  encountered  him  on  a 
Boulogne  steamer,  looking  fagged  and  out  of  spirits. 
It  was  only  a  year  since  we  had  met  at  Harleigh 
Hall,  but  that  year  had  told  upon  him.  Dissipation 
had  driven  the  flush  of  health  from  his  cheek,  and 
his  youthful  brow  was  already  care-loaded.  I  spoke 
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to  him,  arid  made  an  attempt  to  converse  ;  but  he 
seemed  sulky  and  unwilling;  and,  on  reaching 
Boulogne,  I  lost  sight  of  him.  After  a  short  tour, 
I  went  to  winter  at  Paris,  and  there  I  frequently 
saw  him.  He  had  forgotten,  apparently,  the  annoy 
ances  that  weighed  on  him  when  he  left  London, 
and  was  again  the  gayest  of  the  gay ;  living  as  if 
his  purse  were  bottomless,  and  his  Gibus  the  wish 
ing  cap  of  Forturiatus.  Nothing  was  too  hot  or  too 
strong  for  him  :  rated  a  "  fast  man  "  in  England,  in 
France  he  was  held  a  viveur  enrage.  I  did  not  much 
admire  the  society  he  selected.  I  saw  him  alter 
nately  with  the  most  roue  and  dissolute  young 
Frenchmen  of  fashion,  and  with  an  English  set 
which,  if  it  comprised  men  against  whom  nothing 
positively  bad  could  be  proved,  also  included  others 
whose  reputation  was  more  than  doubtful.  At  first 
he  was  chiefly  with  the  French,  whose  language, 
from  long  residence  in  the  country  when  a  boy,  he 
spoke  as  one  of  themselves  ;  then  he  seemed  to 
abandon  them  for  the  English  clique,  and  then  he 
suddenly  disappeared.  I  no  longer  saw  him  pacing 
the  Boulevard  or  riding  in  the  Bois,  or  issuing  at 
night  from  the  Cafe  Anglais,  flushed  with  wine  and 
bent  on  riotous  debauch.  All  his  former  companions 
remained,  pursuing  their  old  amusements,  frequent 
ing  the  same  haunts  ;  but  he  was  no  more  with 
them.  I  could  not  understand  his  leaving  Paris 
just  as  the  best  season  commenced,  and  at  first  I 
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supposed  him  ill.  But  week  after  week  slipped  by, 
and,  no  Oakley  appearing,  I  made  up  my  mind  he 
had  departed,  whither  I  knew  not.  I  was  rather 
vexed  at  this,  for  I  had  proposed  watching  him  to 
the  end  of  his  career.  Moreover,  although  we  never 
spoke,  and  had  almost  left  off  bowing,  my  idle  habit 
of  observing  his  proceedings  had  given  me  a  sort  of 
interest  in  him.  Once  only,  after  his  eclipse,  did  I 
fancy  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  him.  I  was  fond  of 
long  rambles  in  the  low  and  remote  quarters  of 
Paris,  through  those  labyrinths  of  narrow  streets, 
filthy  courts,  and  rickety  houses,  where  the  charac 
ter  and  peculiarities  of  the  humbler  classes  of  Pari 
sians  are  best  to  be  studied.  Eeturning,  after  dark, 
from  an  expedition  of  this  kind,  I  was  surprised  by 
a  violent  shower  in  a  shabby  street  of  the  Faubourg 
St  Antoine,  and  took  refuge  under  a  doorway.  Im 
mediately  opposite  to  me  was  the  wretched  shop  of 
a  traiteur,  in  whose  dingy  window  a  cloudy  white 
bowl  of  mashed  spinach,  a  plate  of  bouilli,  dry  as  a 
deal  plank,  and  some  triangular  fragments  of  pear, 
stewed  with  cochineal  and  exposed  in  a  saucer, 
served  as  indications  of  the  luxurious  fare  to  be 
obtained  within,  On  one  of  the  grimy  shutters, 
whose  scanty  coat  of  green  paint  the  weather  had 
converted  into  a  sickly  blue,  was  the  announce 
ment,  in  yellow  letters,  that  "Fricot,  Traitcur,  donne 
cL  Boire  et  d  Manger ;"  whilst  upon  the  other  the 
hieroglyphical  representation  of  a  bottle  and  glass, 
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flanked  by  the  words  "  Bon  Vin  de  Macon  d  8  et  d 
10  S"  hinted  intelligibly  at  the  well-provided  state 
of  Monsieur  Fricot's  cellar.  It  was  one  of  those 
humble  eating-houses,  abounding  in  the  French 
capital,  where  a  very  hungry  man  may  stave  off 
starvation  for  about  the  price  of  a  tooth-pick  at  the 
Cafe  or  the  Trots  Freres,  and  where  an  exceedingly 
thirsty  one  may  get  intoxicated  upon  potato  brandy 
and  essence  of  logwood  for  a  similar  amount.  It 
needs  a  three  days'  fast  or  a  paviour's  appetite  to 
induce  entrance  into  such  a  place.  I  was  gazing 
with  some  curiosity  at  the  windows  of  this  poor 
tavern,  through  whose  starred  and  patched  panes, 
crowded  with  bottles,  and  backed  by  a  curtain  of 
dirty  muslin,  the  waving  of  iron  forks  and  spoons 
was  dimly  discernible  by  the  light  of  two  nickering 
candles,  when  the  door  suddenly  opened,  a  man 
came  out,  heedless  of  the  rain,  which  fell  in  tor 
rents,  and  walked  rapidly  away.  It  was  but  a 
second,  and  he  was  lost  in  the  darkness  of  the  ill- 
lighted  street,  but  in  that  second  I  thought  I  dis 
tinguished  the  gait  and  features  of  Frank  Oakley. 
But  my  view  of  him  was  very  indistinct,  and  I 
concluded  myself  misled  by  a  resemblance.  Since 
that  day  nothing  had  occurred  to  remind  me  of  him, 
and  for  a  long  time  I  had  entirely  forgotten  the 
good-hearted  but  reckless  scamp,  who  for  a  brief 
period  had  attracted  my  attention. 

Fiank    Oakley,    then,   it   was,   who    now  stood 
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before  me  under  the  arcades  of  the  Palais  Eoyal.  I 
held  out  my  hand,  with  a  word  or  two  of  apology 
for  my  slowness  in  remembering  him. 

"No  excuse,  I  beg,"  was  his  reply.  "Not  one 
in  twenty  of  my  former  acquaintances  recognises 
the  spendthrift  dandy  in  the  humble  sergeant  of 
dragoons,  and  in  the  few  who  do,  I  observe,  upon 
my  approach,  a  strong  partiality  for  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street.  They  give  themselves  unneces 
sary  trouble,  for  I  have  no  wish  to  intrude  upon 
them.  I  have  been  four  months  in  Paris,  and  have 
constantly  met  former  intimates,  but  have  never 
spoken  to  one  of  them.  And  I  cannot  say  what  in 
duced  me  to  address  you,  with  whom  my  acquaint 
ance  is  so  slight,  except  that  I  should  be  very  glad 
to  have  a  talk  about  dear  old  England,  and  if  I  am 
not  mistaken  you  are  a  likely  man  to  grant  it  me." 

"With  pleasure,  Mr  Oakley,"  said  I.  "  lam 
glad  to  see  you,  although  I  confess  myself  surprised 
at  your  present  profession.  For  an  Englishman,  I 
should  have  thought  our  own  service  preferable  to 
a  foreign  one ;  and  doubtless  your  friends  would 
have  got  you  a  commission — that  is — if — " 

I  hesitated,  and  paused,  for  I  felt  that  I  was  upon 
delicate  ground,  getting  run  away  with  by  my  own 
foregone  conclusions,  and  likely,  unintentionally, 
to  wound  my  interlocutor's  feelings.  Oakley  ob 
served  my  embarrassment,  smiled,  and  completed 
my  unfinished  sentence. 
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"  If  I  had  not  money  left  after  my  extravagance, 
to  buy  one  for  myself.  Well,  I  had  not ;  and  more 
over — but  you  shall  hear  all  about  it,  if  you  care  to 
learn  the  adventures  of  a  scapegrace,  now,  I  hope, 
reformed.  And,  in  return,  you  shall  tell  me  if  Lon 
don  is  still  in  the  same  place,  and  as  wicked  and 
pleasant  as  ever ;  and  how  it  fares  with  old  George 
Clinton,  and  all  the  jolly  Warwickshire  lads.  Have 
you  an  hour  to  spare?" 

"  Half  a  dozen,  if  you  like,"  I  replied  warmly, 
for  I  was  greatly  taken  with  the  frank  manly  tone 
of  the  young  man,  whom  I  had  last  known  as  a 
conceited  frivolous  coxcomb.  "  Half  a  dozen. 
Shall  we  walk?" 

"  I  will  not  tax  your  kindness  so  long,"  replied 
Oakley  ;  "and  as  for  walking,"  he  added,  glancing 
from  the  silver  stripe  upon  his  sleeve,  indicative  of 
his  non-commissioned  rank,  to  my  suit  of  civilian 
broadcloth,  "  although  I  am  by  no  means  ashamed 
of  my  position,  that  is  no  reason  for  exposing  you 
to  the  stare  and  wonder  of  your  English  acquaint 
ances,  by  parading  in  your  company  the  public 
promenade.  So,  if  you  have  no  objection,  we  will 
step  up  here.  The  place  is  respectable  ;  but  un 
frequented,  I  dare  say,  by  any  you  know." 

And  without  giving  me  time  to  protest  my  utter 
indifference  to  the  supercilious  criticism  referred  to, 
he  turned  into  a  doorway,  upon  a  pane  of  glass  above 
which  was  painted  a  ship  in  full  sail,  with  the 
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words  "  Cafe  Estaminet  Hollandais/'  Ascending 
a  flight  or  two  of  stairs,  we  entered  a  suite  of  spa 
cious  apartments,  furnished  with  several  billiard 
tables,  with  cue-racks,  chairs,  benches,  and  small 
tables  for  the  use  of  drinkers.  Several  of  the  win 
dows,  which  looked  out  upon  the  garden  of  the 
Palais  Koyal,  were  open,  in  the  vain  hope,  perhaps; 
of  purifying  the  place  from  the  inveterate  odour  of 
tobacco  remaining  there  from  the  previous  night. 
Although  it  was  not  yet  noon,  the  billiard  balls 
rattled  vigorously  upon  more  than  one  of  the  tables, 
and  a  few  early  drinkers,  chiefly  foreigners,  profes 
sional  billiard  players  and  non-commissioned  officers 
of  the  Paris  garrison,  sipped  their  Strasburg  beer 
or  morning  dram  of  brandy.  The  further  end  of 
the  long  gallery,  however,  was  unoccupied,  and 
there  Oakley  drew  a  couple  of  chairs  to  a  window, 
called  for  refreshment  as  a  pretext  for  our  presence, 
and  seating  himself  opposite  to  me,  assailed  me 
with  a  volley  of  questions  concerning  persons  and 
things  in  England.  To  these  I  replied  as  satisfac 
torily  as  I  was  able,  and  allowed  the  stream  of  in 
terrogation  to  run  itself  dry,  before  assuming,  in 
my  turn,  the  character  of  questioner.  At  last,  hav 
ing  in  some  degree  appeased  Oakley's  eager  desire 
for  information  about  the  country  whence  he  had 
been  so  long  absent,  I  intimated  a  curiosity  con 
cerning  his  own  adventures,  and  the  circumstances 
that  had  made  a  soldier  of  him.  He  at  once  took 
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the  hint,  and,  perceiving  that  I  listened  with  friendly 
attention  and  interest,  gave  me  a  detailed  narrative 
of  his  life  since  I  had  first  made  his  acquaintance. 
He  told  his  story  with  a  spirit  and  military  concise 
ness  that  riveted  my  attention  as  much  as  the  real 
pungency  of  the  incidents.  Its  first  portion,  re 
lating  to  his  London  career,  informed  me  of  little 
beyond  what  I  already  knew,  or,  at  least,  had  con 
jectured.  It  was  the  every-day  tale  of  a  heedless, 
inexperienced  youth,  suddenly  cast  without  guide 
or  Mentor  upon  the  ocean  of  life,  and  striking  in 
turn  against  all  the  shoals  that  strew  the  perilous 
waters.  He  had  been  bubbled  by  gentlemanly 
swindlers — none  of  your  low,  seedy  rapscallions, 
but  men  of  style  and  fashion,  even  of  family,  but 
especially  of  honour,  who  would  have  paraded  and 
shot  him,  had  he  presumed  to  doubt  their  word,  but 
made  no  scruple  of  genteelly  picking  his  pocket. 
He  had  been  duped  by  designing  women,  spunged 
upon  by  false  friends,  pillaged  by  unprincipled 
tradesmen.  He  never  thought  of  making  a  calcu 
lation — except  on  a  horse-race,  and  then  he  was 
generally  wrong, — or  of  looking  at  an  account,  or 
keeping  one  ;  but,  when  he  wanted  money,  and  his 
banker  wrote  him  word  he  had  overdrawn,  he  just 
sent  his  autograph  to  his  stockbroker,  prefixing  the 
words,  "  Sell  five  hundred,  or  a  thousand,"  as  the 
case  might  be.  For  some  time  these  laconic  man 
dates  were  obeyed  without  remark,  but  at  last,  to- 
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wards  the  close  of  the  London  season,  the  broker, 
the  highly  respectable  Mr  Cashup,  of  Change  Alley, 
called  upon  his  young  client,  whose  father  he  had 
known  for  many  years,  and  ventured  a  gentle  re 
monstrance  on  such  an  alarming  consumption  of 
capital.  Frank  affected  to  laugh  at  the  old  gentle 
man's  caution,  and  told  an  excellent  story  that 
evening,  after  a  roaring  supper,  about  the  square- 
toed  cit,  the  wise  man  of  the  East,  who  made  a 
pilgrimage  to  St  James's,  to  preach  a  sermon  on 
frugality.  Nevertheless,  the  prodigal  was  startled 
by  the  statements  of  the  man  of  business.  He  was 
unaware  how  deeply  he  had  dipped  into  his  prin 
cipal,  and  felt  something  like  alarm  upon  discover 
ing  that  he  had  got  through  more  than  half  his 
small  fortune.  This,  in  little  more  than  a  year ! 
For  a  moment  he  felt  inclined  to  reform,  abandon 
dissipation,  arid  apply  to  some  profession.  But  the 
impulse  was  only  momentary.  How  could  he,  the 
gay  Frank  Oakley,  the  flower  of  fashion,  and  ad 
miration  of  the  town  (so  at  least  he  thought  him 
self,  bend  his  proud  spirit  to  pore  over  parchments 
in  a  barrister's  chambers,  or  to  smoke  British  Ha- 
vanas,  and  spit  over  the  biidge  of  a  country  town, 
as  ensign  in  a  marching  regiment  ?  Was  he  to  read 
himself  blind  at  college,  to  find  himself  a  curate  at 
thirty,  with  a  hundred  a-year,  and  a  breeding  wife? 
Or  was  he  to  go  to  India,  to  get  shot  by  Sikhs,  or 
carried  off  by  a  jungle  fever  ?  Forbid  it,  heaven  ! 
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What  would  Slam  and  Martingale,  and  Mademoi 
selle  Entrechat,  and  all  his  fast  and  fashionable 
acquaintances,  male  and  female,  say  to  such  declen 
sion  ?  The  thought  was  overwhelming,  and  there 
upon  Oakley  resolved  to  give  up  all  idea  of  earning 
an  honest  living,  to  "  drown  care,"  "  d —  the  con 
sequences,"  and  act  up  to  the  maxim  he  had  fre 
quently  professed,  when  the  champagne  corks  were 
flying  at  his  expense  for  the  benefit  of  a  circle  of 
admiring  friends,  of  "  a  short  life  and  a  merry  one." 
So  he  stopped  in  London  till  the  very  close  of  the 
season,  "  keeping  the  game  alive,"  as  he  expressed 
it,  to  the  last,  and  then  started  for  the  Continent. 
An  attempt  to  recruit  his  finances  at  Baden-Baden 
terminated,  as  might  be  expected,  in  their  further 
reduction,  and  at  last  he  found  his  way  to  Paris. 
Unfortunately  for  him,  his  ruinous  career  in  Eng 
land  had  been  so  short,  and  his  self-conceit,  and 
great  opinion  of  his  own  knowingness,  had  made 
him  so  utterly  reject  the  advice  and  experience  of 
the  very  few  friends  who  cared  a  rush  for  his  wel 
fare,  that  he  was  still  in  the  state  of  a  six-day-old 
puppy,  and  as  unable  to  take  care  of  himself.  More 
than  half-ruined,  he  preserved  his  illusions  ;  still 
believed  in  the  sincerity  of  fashionable  acquaint 
ances,  in  the  fidelity  of  histrionic  mistresses,  in  the 
disinterestedness  of  mankind  in  general,  or  at  least 
of  that  portion  of  it  with  which  he  habitually  asso 
ciated.  The  bird  had  left  half  its  feathers  with  the 
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fowler,  but  was  as  willing  as  ever  to  run  again  into 
the  snare.  And  at  Paris  snares  were  plentiful, 
well-baited  and  carefully  covered  up. 

"  I  can  scarely  define  the  society  into  which  I 
got  at  Paris,"  said  Oakley,  when  he  came  to  this 
part  of  his  history.  "  It  was  of  a  motley  sort, 
gathered  from  all  quarters,  and,  upon  the  whole, 
rather  pleasant  than  respectable.  It  consisted  partly 
of  persons  I  had  known  in  England,  either  English 
men  or  dashing  young  Frenchmen  of  fortune,  whose 
acquaintance  I  had  made  during  their  visits  to 
London  a  few  months  previously.  I  had  also 
several  letters  of  introduction,  some  of  which  gave 
me  entrance  into  the  best  Parisian  circles,  but  these 
I  generally  neglected,  preferring  the  gay  fellows 
for  whom  I  bore  commendatory  scrawls  from  my 
London  associates.  But  probably  my  best  recom 
mendation  was  my  pocket,  still  tolerably  garnished, 
and  the  recklessness  with  which  I  scattered  my 
cash.  I  felt  myself  on  the  high  road  to  ruin,  but 
my  down-hill  course  had  given  such  impetus  to  my 
crazy  vehicle,  that  I.  despaired  of  checking  it,  arid 
shut  my  eyes  to  the  inevitable  smash  awaiting  me 
at  the  bottom. 

"  It  was  not  long  in  corning.  Although  educated 
in  France,  and  consequently  speaking  the  language 
as  a  native,  I  always  took  more  kindly  to  my  own 
countrymen  than  to  Frenchmen,  and  gradually  I 
detached  myself  unconsciously  from  those  with 
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whom  I  had  spent  much  of  my  time  when  first  in 
Paris.  I  exchanged  for  the  worse,  in  making  my 
sole  companions  of  a  set  of  English  scamps,  who 
asked  no  better  than  to  assist  at  the  plucking  of 
such  a  pigeon  as  myself.  At  first  they  treated  me 
with  tenderness,  fearing  to  spoil  their  game  by  a 
measure  of  wholesale  plunder.  They  made  much 
of  me,  frequently  favoured  me  with  their  company 
at  dinner,  occasionally  forgot  their  purses  and  bor 
rowed  from  mine,  forgetting  repayment,  and  got  up 
card  parties,  at  which,  however,  I  was  sometimes 
allowed  to  come  off  a  winner.  But  my  gains  were 
units  and  my  losses  tens.  An  imprudent  revela 
tion  accelerated  the  catastrophe.  My  chosen  inti 
mate  was  one  Harry  Darvel,  a  tall  pale  man,  several 
years  older  than  myself,  who  would  have  been 
good-looking,  but  for  the  unpleasant  shifting  ex 
pression  of  his  grey  eyes,  and  for  a  certain  cold 
rigidity  of  feature,  frequently  seen  in  persons  of  the 
profession  I  afterwards  found  he  exercised.  I  first 
made  his  acquaintance  at  Baden,  met  him  by  ap 
pointment  at  Paris,  and  he  soon  became  my  chief 
associate.  I  knew  little  of  him,  except  that  he  had 
a  large  acquaintance,  lived  in  good  style,  spent  his 
money  freely,  and  was  one  of  the  most  amusing 
companions  I  had  ever  had.  By  this  time  I  began 
to  see  through  flattery,  when  it  was  not  very, 
adroitly  administered,  and  to  suspect  the  real  de 
signs  of  some  of  the  vultures  that  flocked  about  me. 
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Darvel  never  flattered  me  ;  his  manner  was  blunt, 
almost  to  roughness ;  he  occasionally  gave  me 
advice,  and  affected  sincere  friendship  and  anxiety 
for  my  welfare.  *  Yon  are  young  in  the  world,'  he 
would  say  to  me,  *  you  know  a  good  deal  for  the 
time  you  have  been  in  it,  but  I  am  an  old  stager, 
and  have  been  six  seasons  in  Paris  for  your  one.  I 
don't  want  to  dry-nurse  you,  nor  are  you  the  man 
to  let  me,  but  two  heads  are  better  than  one,  and 
you  may  sometimes  be  glad  of  a  hint.  This  is  a 
queer  town,  and  there  are  an  infernal  lot  of  swind 
lers  about.'  I  little  dreamed  that  my  kind  adviser 
was  one  of  the  most  expert  of  the  class  he  de 
nounced,  but  reposed  full  trust  in  him,  and,  by  at 
tending  to  his  disinterested  suggestions,  gradually 
detached  myself  from  my  few  really  respectable 
associates,  and  delivered  myself  entirely  into  his 
hands,  and  those  of  his  assistant  Philistines.  Upon 
an  unlucky  day,  when  a  letter  of  warning  from  my 
worthy  old  stockbroker  had  revived  former  anxieties 
in  my  mind,  I  made  Darvel  my  confidant,  and 
asked  counsel  of  him  to  repair  my  broken  fortunes. 
He  heard  me  without  betraying  surprise,  said  he 
would  think  the  matter  over,  and  that  something 
would  assuredly  turn  up,  talked  vaguely  of  advan 
tageous  appointments  which  he  had  interest  in 
England  to  procure,  assured  me  of  his  sympathy 
and  friendship,  and  bade  me  not  despond,  but  keep 
my  heart  up,  for  that  I  had  plenty  of  time  to  turn 
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in,  and  meanwhile  I  must  limit  my  expenses,  and 
not  be  offended  if  he  occasionally  gave  me  a  friendly 
check  when  he  saw  me  '  outrunning  the  constable.' 
His  tone  and  promises  cheered  me,  and  I  again 
forgot  my  critical  position.  Little  did  I  dream  that 
my  misplaced  confidence  had  sealed  my  doom.  If 
I  had  hitherto  been  spared,  it  was  from  no  excess 
of  mercy,  but  because  my  real  circumstances  were 
unknown,  my  fortune  overrated,  and  a  fear  enter 
tained  of  prematurely  scaring  the  game  by  too  rapid 
an  attack.  It  was  now  ascertained  that  the  goose 
might  be  slaughtered,  without  any  sacrifice  of 
golden  eggs.  Darvel  now  knew  exactly  what  I 
was  worth, — barely  two  thousand  pounds.  That 
gone,  I  should  be  a  beggar.  For  two  days  he 
never  lost  sight  of  me,  accompanied  me  everywhere 
and  kept  me  in  a  whirl  of  dissipation,  exerted  to 
the  utmost  his  amusing  powers,  which  were  very 
considerable,  and  did  all  he  could  to  raise  my 
spirits.  The  third  morning  he  came  to  breakfast 
with  me. 

" '  Dine  at  my  rooms,  to-day,'  said  he,  as  he  sat 
puffing  a  Turkish  pipe,  after  making  me  laugh  to 
exhaustion  at  a  ridiculous  adventure  that  had  be 
fallen  him  the  night  before.  *  Bachelor  fare,  you 
know — brace  of  fowls  and  a  gigot,  a  glass  of  that 
Chambertin  you  so  highly  approve,  and  a  little 
chicken  hazard  afterwards.  Quite  quiet — shan't 
allow  you  to  play  high.  We'll  have  a  harmless, 
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respectable  evening.  I  will  ask  Lowther  and  the 
Bully.  Dine  at  seven,  to  bed  at  twelve.' 

"  I  readily  accepted,  and  we  strolled  out  to  in 
vite  the  other  guests.  A  few  minutes'  walk  brought 
us  to  the  domicile  of  Thomas  Eingwood,  Esq., 
known  amongst  his  intimates  as  the  Bully,  a  sobri 
quet  he  owed  to  his  gruff  voice,  blustering  tone, 
and  skill  as  a  pugilist  and  cudgel-player.  He  was 
member  of  a  well-known  and  highly  respectable 
English  family,  who  had  done  all  in  their  power  to 
keep  him  from  disgracing  their  name  by  his  dis 
reputable  propensities.  In  dress  and  manner  he 
affected  the  plain  bluff  Englishman,  wore  a  blue 
coat,  beaver  gloves  (or  none  at  all),  and  a  hat  broad 
in  the  brim,  spoke  of  all  foreigners  with  supreme 
contempt,  and  of  himself  as  honest  Tom  Ringwood. 
This  lip  honesty  and  assumed  bluntness  were  a 
standing  joke  with  those  who  knew  his  real  cha 
racter,  but  passed  muster  as  perfectly  genuine  with 
ingenious  and  newly  imported  youngsters  like  my 
self,  who  took  him  for  a  wealthy  and  respectable 
English  gentleman,  the  champion  of  fair  play,  just 
as  at  a  race,  or  fair,  boobies  take  for  a  bona-fide 
farmer  the  portly  individual  in  brown  tops,  who  so 
loudly  expresses  his  confidence  in  the  chances  of 
the  thimble  rig,  and  in  the  probity  of  the  talented 
individual  who  manoeuvres  the  '  little  pea.' 

"  Ringwood  was  at  his  rooms,  having  *  half  a 
round  '  with  the  Oxford  Chicken,  a  promising  young 
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bruiser  who,  having  recently  killed  his  man  in  a 
prize-fight,  had  come  over  to  Paris  for  change  of 
air.  There  was  bottled  English  porter  on  the 
table,  sand  upon  the  floor  to  prevent  slipping,  and 
the  walls  were  profusely  adorned  wTith  portraits  of 
well-known  pugilists,  sketches  of  steeple-chases, 
boxing-gloves,  masks,  and  singlesticks.  In  the 
comfortable  embraces  of  an  arm-chair  sat  Archibald 
Lowther,  honest  Tom's  particular  ally,  who,  in 
every  respect,  was  the  very  opposite  of  his  Achates. 
Lowther  affected  the  foreigner  and  dandy  as  much 
as  Kingwood  assumed  the  bluff  and  rustic  Briton  ; 
wore  beard  and  mustaches,  and  brilliant  waistcoats, 
owned  shirt-studs  by  the  score  and  rings  by  the 
gross,  lisped  out  his  words  with  the  aid  of  a  silver 
toothpick,  and  was  never  seen  without  a  smile 
of  supreme  amiability  upon  his  dark,  handsome 
countenance.  Fortunately,  both  these  gentle 
men  were  disengaged  for  the  evening.  The  day 
passed  in  lounging  and  billiard  -  playing,  varied 
by  luncheon  and  a  fair  allowance  of  liquids,  and  at 
half-past  seven  we  sat  down  to  dinner.  It  did  not 
occur  to  me  at  the  time  that,  although  Darvel's 
invitation  had  the  appearance  of  an  impromptu,  he 
did  not  warn  hie  servant  of  expected  guests,  or  re 
turn  home  till  within  an  hour  of  dinner-time.  Never 
theless,  all  was  in  readiness  ;  riot  the  promised 
fowl  and  leg  of  mutton,  but  an  exquisite  repast, 
redolent  of  spices  and  truffles,  witli  wires  of  every 
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description.  I  was  in  high  spirits,  and  drank  freely, 
mixing  my  liquor  without  scruple,  and  towards  ten 
o'clock  I  was  much  exhilarated,  although  not  yet 
drunk,  and  still  tolerably  cognisant  of  my  actions. 
Then  came  coffee  and  liqueurs,  and  whilst  Darvel 
searched  in  an  adjoining  room  for  some  particularly 
fine  cigars  for  my  special  smoking,  Lowther  cleared 
a  table,  and  rummaged  in  the  drawers  for  cards  and 
dice,  whilst  Eingwood  called  for  lemons  and  sugar, 
and  compounded  a  fiery  bowl  of  Klrsch wasser  punch. 
It  was  quite  clear  we  were  to  have  a  night  of  it. 
Darvel's  declaration  that  he  would  have  no  high 
play  in  his  rooms,  and  would  turn  every  one  out  at 
midnight,  was  replied  to  by  me  with  a  boisterous 
shout  of  laughter,  in  which  I  was  vociferously  joined 
by  Lowther,  who,  to  all  appearance,  was  more  than 
half  tipsy.  We  sat  down  to  play  for  moderate 
stakes ;  fortune  favoured  rne  at  the  expense  of 
Eingwood  and  Lowther.  The  former  looked  sulky, 
the  latter  became  peevishly  noisy  and  excited, 
cursed  his  luck,  and  insisted  on  increasing  the 
stakes.  Darvel  strongly  objected ;  as  winner,  I 
held  myself  bound  to  oppose  him,  and  the  majority 
carried  the  day.  The  stakes  were  doubled,  quad 
rupled,  and  at  last  became  extravagantly  high. 
Presently  in  came  a  couple  more  '  friends,'  in  full 
evening  costume,  white-waistcoated  and  gold-but 
toned,  patent  leather,  starch  and  buckram  from  heel 
to  eyebrow.  They  were  on  their  way  to  a  rout  at 
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the  Marchioness  of  Montepulciano's,  but,  seeing 
light  through  Darvel's  windows,  came  up  'just  to 
see  what  was  going  on.'  With  great  difficulty  they 
were  prevailed  upon  to  take  a  cigar  and  a  hand  at 
cards,  and  to  disappoint  the  Marchioness.  It  was 
I  who,  inspired  by  deep  potations  and  unbounded 
good  fellowship,  urged  and  insisted  upon  their 
stopping.  My  three  friends  did  not  seem  nearly 
so  cordial  in  their  solicitations,  and  subsequently, 
when  I  came  to  think  over  the  night's  proceedings, 
I  remembered  a  look  of  vexation  exchanged  between 
them,  upon  the  entrance  of  the  uninvited  vultures 
who  thus  intruded  for  their  share  of  the  spoil. 
Doubtless,  the  worthy  trio  would  rather  have  kept 
me  to  themselves.  They  suppressed  their  discon 
tent,  however;  externally  all  was  honeyed  cordiality 
and  good  feeling ;  the  Bully  made  perpetual  bowls 
of  punch,  and  I  quaffed  the  blazing  alcohol  till  I 
could  scarcely  distinguish  the  pips  on  the  cards. 
But  scenes  like  these  have  been  too  often  described 
for  their  details  to  have  much  interest.  Enough, 
that  at  six  o'clock  the  following  morning  I  threw 
myself  upon  my  bed,  fevered,  frantic,  and  a  beggar. 
I  had  given  orders  upon  my  London  agent  for  the 
very  last  farthing  I  possessed. 

"  Lowther,  to  all  appearance  the  least  sober  and 
worst  player  of  the  party,  had  been  chief  winner. 
Kingwood  had  won  a  little  ;  Madame  Montepul 
ciano's  friends  did  not  make  a  bad  night's  work  of 
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it,  although  they  declared  their  gains  trifling,  but 
as  there  had  been  a  good  deal  of  gold  and  some 
bank-notes  upon  the  table,  it  was  difficult  to  say 
exactly  how  the  thing  had  gone.  Darvel,  who  had 
frequently  made  attempts  to  stop  the  play — attempts 
frustrated  by  Lowther's  drunken  violence,  Ring- 
wood's  dogged  sullenness,  and  my  own  mad  eager 
ness — was  visibly  a  loser  ;  but  what  mattered  that, 
when  his  confederates  won?  There  is  honour 
amongst  thieves,  and  no  doubt  next  day  witnessed 
an  equitable  division  of  the  spoils. 

"  It  was  the  second  day  after  the  debauch  before 
I  again  saw  any  of  my  kind  friends.  I  spent  the 
greater  part  of  the  intervening  one  in  bed,  ex 
hausted  and  utterly  desponding,  revolving  in  my 
mind  my  desperate  position.  I  had  no  heart  to  go 
out  or  see  anybody.  At  last  Darvel  called  upon 
me,  affected  great  sorrow  for  my  losses,  deplored 
my  obstinacy  in  playing  high  against  his  advice, 
and  inveighed  against  Lowther  for  his  drunken 
persistence.  Anxiety  and  previous  excess  had 
rendered  me  really  unwell ;  Darvel  insisted  on 
sending  me  his  physician,  and  left  me  with  many 
expressions  of  kindness,  and  a  promise  to  call  next 
day.  All  this  feigned  sympathy  was  not  lavished 
without  an  object ;  the  gang  had  discovered  I  might 
still  be  of  use  to  them.  In  what  way,  I  did  not 
long  remain  ignorant.  During  a  week  or  more 
that  I  remained  in  the  house,  suffering  from  a  sort 
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of  low  fever,  Darvel  came  daily  to  sit  with  me, 
brought  me  newspapers,  told  me  the  gossip  of  the 
hour,  and  not  unfreqtieiitly  threw  out  hints  of  better 
times  near  at  Land,  when  the  blind  goddess  should 
again  smile  upon  me.  At  last  I  learned  in  what 
way  her  smiles  were  to  be  purchased.  I  was  con 
valescent  ;  my  doctor  had  paid  his  farewell  visit, 
and  pocketed  my  last  napoleon,  when  Darvel  en 
tered  my  room.  After  the  usual  commonplace 
inquiries,  he  sat  down  by  the  fire,  silent,  and  with 
a  gloomy  countenance.  I  could  not  help  noticing 
this,  for  I  was  accustomed  to  see  him  cheerful  and 
talkative  upon  his  visits  to  me  ;  and  I  presently 
inquired  if  any  thing  had  gone  wrong. 

"  '  Yes — no — nothing  with  me  exactly,  but  for 
you.  I  am  disappointed  on  your  account.' 

"  '  On  my  account  ?  ' 

"  '  Yes.  I  wrote  to  England  some  days  ago, 
urging  friends  of  mine  in  high  places  to  get  you  a 
snug  berth,  and  to-day  I  have  received  answers/ 

"'Well?' 

"  '  No,  ill — cold  comfort  enough.  Lots  of  pro 
mises,  but  with  an  unmistakeable  hint  that  many  are 
to  be  served  before  me,  and  that  we  must  wait  several 
months — which  with  those  people  means  several 
years — before  there  will  be  a  chance  of  a  good  wind 
blowing  your  way.  I  am  infernally  sorry  for  it.' 

"  '  And  I  also,'  I  replied,  mournfully.  There 
was  a  short  pause. 
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"  '  How  are  you  off  for  the  sinews  of  war  ?  '  said 
Darvel. 

"  '  You  may  find  some  small  change  on  the 
chimney-piece — my  last  money.' 

"  <  The  devil !  This  won't  do.  We  must  fill 
your  exchequer  somehow.  You  must  be  taken  care 
of,  my  boy.' 

"  '  Easy  to  say,'  I  answered,  '  but  how  ?  Unless 
you  win  me  a  lottery  prize,  or  show  me  a  hidden 
treasure,  my  purse  is  likely  to  continue  empty.' 

"  *  Pshaw  !  hidden  treasure  indeed  !  There  are 
always  treasures  to  be  found  by  clever  seekers. 
Nothing  without  trouble.' 

"  '  I  should  not  grudge  that.' 

"  '  Perhaps  not ;  but  you  young  gentlemen  are 
apt  to  be  proud  and  squeamish.' 

"  *  Pshaw  ! '  said  I  in  my  turn,  '  you  know  I 
can't  afford  to  be  that.  Money  I  must  have,  no 
matter  how.' 

"  I  spoke  thoughtlessly,  and  without  weighing 
my  words,  but  also  without  evil  meaning.  I  merely 
meant  to  express  my  willingness  to  work  for  my 
living,  in  ways  whose  adoption  I  should  have 
scoffed  at  a  fortnight  previously.  Darvel  doubtless 
understood  me  differently — thought  dissipation  and 
reckless  extravagance  had  blunted  my  sense  of 
honour  and  honesty,  and  that  I  was  ripe  for  his 
purpose.  After  a  minute  or  two's  silence — 

"  '  By  the  bye,'  he  said,  c  are  not  you  intimate 
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with  the  young  D s,  sons  of  that  rich  old  bar 
onet  Sir  Marmaduke  D ?  ' 

"  '  Barely  acquainted/  I  replied,  '  I  have  seen 
them  once  or  twice,  but  it  is  a  long  time  back,  and 
we  should  hardly  speak  if  we  met.  They  are  poor 
silly  fellows,  brought  up  by  a  fool  of  a  mother,  and 
by  a  puritanical  private  tutor.' 

"  *  They  have  broken  loose  from  the  apron-string 
then,  for  they  arrived  here  yesterday  on  their  way 
to  Italy,  Greece,  and  the  Lord  knows  where.  Why 
don't  you  call  upon  them.  They  are  good  to  know. 
They  have  swinging  letters  of  credit  on  Paris  and 
half  the  towns  in  Europe.' 

"  '  I  see  no  use  in  calling  on  them,  nor  any  that 
their  letters  of  credit  can  be  to  me.' 

"  '  Pshaw  I  who  knows  ?  They  are  to  be  a  month 
here.  It  might  lead  to  something.' 

"  'To  what?'  I  inquired  indifferently.  A  ges 
ture  of  impatience  escaped  Darvel. 

"  '  You  certainly  are  dull  to-day — slow  of  com 
prehension,  as  I  may  say.  Recollect  what  some 
play-writing  man  has  said  about  the  world  being  an 
oyster  for  clever  fellows  to  open.  Now  these 

D s  are  just  the  sort  of  natives  it  is  pleasant  to 

pick  at,  because  their  shells  are  lined  with  pearls. 
Well,  since  you  won't  take  a  hint,  I  must  speak 
plainly.  Dine  to-day  at  the  table-d'hute  of  the 

Hotel  W .  The  D s  are  staying  there,  and 

you  are  safe  to  fall  in  with  them.  Renew  your 
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acquaintance,  or  strike  up  a  fresh  one,  whichever 
you  please.  You  are  a  fellow  of  good  address,  and 
will  have  no  difficulty  in  making  friends  with  two 
such  Johnny  Newcomes.  Ply  them  with  Bur 
gundy,  bring  them  here  or  to  my  rooms,  we  will 
get  Lowther  and  Eingwood,  and  it  shall  be  a  hun 
dred  pounds  in  your  pocket/ 

"  I  must  have  been  a  fool  indeed,  had  I  doubted 
for  another  instant  the  meaning  and  intentions  of 
my  respectable  ally.  As  by  touch  of  enchanter's 
wand,  the  scales  fell  from  my  eyes ;  illusions  va 
nished,  and  I  saw  myself  and  my  associates  in  the 
right  colours,  myself  as  a  miserable  dupe,  them  as 
vile  sharpers.  So  confounded  was  I  by  the  sud 
denness  of  the  illumination,  that  for  a  moment  I 
stood  speechless  and  motionless,  gazing  vacantly 
into  the  tempter's  face.  He  took  my  silence  for 
acquiescence,  and  opened  his  lips  to  continue  his 
base  hints  and  instructions.  Eoused  into  vehement 
action  by  the  sound  of  his  odious  voice,  I  grasped 
his  collar,  and  seizing  a  horsewhip  that  lay  oppor 
tunely  near,  I  lashed  the  miscreant  round  the  room 
till  my  arm  could  strike  no  longer,  and  till  the 
inmates  of  the  house,  alarmed  by  Lis  outcries, 
assembled  at  the  door  of  my  apartment. .  Too  in 
furiated  to  notice  them,  I  kicked  the  fellow  out  and 
remained  alone,  to  meditate  at  leisure  upon  my  past 
folly  and  present  embarrassments.  The  former  was 
irreparable,  the  latter  were  speedily  augmented.  I 
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know  not  what  Darvel  told  the  master  of  the  house 
(I  subsequently  found  he  had  had  an  interview  with 
him  after  his  ejection  from  my  room),  but  two  days 
later,  the  month  being  at  an  end,  I  received  a  heavy 
bill,  with  an  intimation  that  my  apartments  were 
let  to  another  tenant,  and  a  request  for  my  speedy 
departure.  I  was  too  proud  to  take  notice  of  this 
insolence,  and  too  poor,  under  any  circumstances, 
to  continue  in  so  costly  a  lodging.  Money  I  had 
none,  and  it  took  the  sacrifice  of  my  personal  effects, 
including  even  much  of  my  wardrobe,  to  satisfy  my 
landlord's  demand.  I  settled  it,  however,  and  re 
moved,  with  a  heavy  heart,  a  light  portmanteau, 
and  a  hundred  francs  in  my  pocket,  to  a  wretched 
garret  in  a  cheap  faubourg. 

"  You  will  think,  perhaps,  that  I  acted  rashly, 
and  should  have  sought  temporary  assistance  from 
friends  before  proceeding  to  such  extremities.  But 
the  very  few  persons  who  might  have  been  disposed 
to  help  me,  I  had  long  since  neglected  for  the 
society  of  the  well-dressed  thieves  by  whom  I  had 
been  so  pitilessly  fleeced.  And  had  it  been  other 
wise,  I  knew  not  how  to  beg  or  borrow.  My  prac 
tice  had  been  in  giving  and  lending.  The  first 
thing  I  did,  when  installed  in  my  sixieme  at  twenty 
francs  a-month,  was  to  write  to  my  uncle  in  Eng 
land,  informing  him,  without  entering  into  details, 
of  the  knavery  of  which  I  had  been  victim,  express 
ing  my  penitence  for  past  follies,  and  my  desire  to 
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atone  them  by  a  life  of  industry.  I  craved  his 
advice  as  to  the  course  I  should  adopt,  declared  a 
preference  for  the  military  profession,  and  entreated, 
as  the  greatest  of  favours,  and  the  only  one  T  should 
ever  ask  of  him,  that  he  would  procure  me  a  com 
mission,  either  in  the  British  service  or  Indian 
array.  I  got  an  answer  by  return  of  post,  and,  be 
fore  opening  it,  augured  well  from  such  promptitude. 
Its  contents  bitterly  disappointed  me  My  uncle's 
agent  informed  me,  by  his  employer's  command, 
that  Mr  Oakley,  of  Oakley  Manor,  was  not  disposed 
to  take  any  notice  of  a  nephew  who  had  disgraced 
him  by  extravagance  and  evil  courses,  and  that  any 
future  letters  from  me  would  be  totally  disregarded. 
I  felt  that  I  deserved  this ;  but  yet  I  had  hoped 
kinder  words  from  my  dead  father's  elder  brother. 
The  trifling  assistance  I  asked  would  hardly  have 
been  missed  out  of  his  unencumbered  income  of  ten 
thousand  a-year.  This  was  my  first  advertisement 
of  the  wide  difference  that  sometimes  exists  be 
tween  relatives  and  friends.  Gradually  I  gathered 
experience,  paid  for,  in  advance,  at  a  heavy  rate. 

"  Of  course,  I  did  not  dream  of  renewing  an  ap 
plication  thus  cruelly  repulsed,  but  resolved  to  rely 
on  myself  alone,  and  to  find  some  occupation,  how 
ever  humble,  sufficient  for  my  subsistence.  I  had 
no  idea,  until  I  tried,  of  the  immense  difficulty  of 
procuring  such  occupation.  Master  of  no  trade  or 
handicraft,  I  knew  not  which  way  to  turn,  or  what 
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species  of  employment  to  seek.  I  was  a  good 
swordsman,  and  once  I  had  a  vague  notion  of  teach 
ing  fencing;  but  even  had  I  had  the  means  to 
establish  myself,  the  profession  was  already  over 
stocked  ;  and  not  a  regiment  of  the  Paris  garrison 
but  could  turn  out  a  score  of  prevots  to  button  me 
six  times  for  my  once.  I  could  ride,  which  quali 
fied  me  for  a  postilion,  and  had  sufficient  knowledge 
of  billiards  to  aspire  to  the  honourable  post  of  a 
marker ;  but  even  to  such  offices — could  I  have 
stooped  to  compete  for  them — I  should  have  been 
held  ineligible  without  certificates  of  character. 
And  to  whom  was  I  to  apply  for  these  ?  To  my 
gay  acquaintances  of  the  Cafe  de  Paris  ?  To  the 
obsequious  banker  to  whom  I  had  come  handsomely 
accredited,  and  who  had  given  me  a  sumptuous  din 
ner  in  his  hotel  of  the  Eue  Bergere  ?  To  the  noble 
and  fashionable  families  to  whom  I  had  brought 
letters  of  recommendation,  and  whom  I  had  ne 
glected  after  a  single  visit?  To  which  of  these 
should  I  apply  for  a  character  as  groom  ?  And  how 
was  I  to  exist  without  condescending  to  some  such 
menial  office  ?  To  aught  better,  gentleman  though 
I  was,  I  had  no  qualifications  entitling  me  to  aspire. 
It  was  a  sharp  but  wholesome  lesson  to  my  vanity 
and  pride,  to  find  myself,  so  soon  as  deprived  of  my 
factitious  advantage  of  inherited  wealth,  less  able 
to  provide  for  my  commonest  wants  than  the  fustian- 
coated  mechanic  and  hob-nailed  labourer,  whom  I 
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had  been  wont  to  splash  with  my  carriage-wheel 
and  despise  as  an  inferior  race  of  beings.  Bitter 
were  my  reflections,  great  was  my  perplexity,  dur 
ing  the  month  succeeding  my  sudden  change  of 
fortune.  I  passed  whole  days  lying  upon  the  bed 
in  my  melancholy  lodging,  or  leaning  out  of  the 
window,  which  looked  over  a  dreary  range  of  roofs, 
ruminating  my  forlorn  position,  and  endeavouring, 
but  in  vain,  to  find  a  remedy.  This  was  urgent ; 
but  no  cudgelling  of  my  brain  suggested  one,  and 
at  last  I  saw  myself  on  the  brink  of  destitution.  A 
score  of  five-franc  pieces  had  constituted  my  whole 
fortune  after  satisfying  my  former  extortionate  land 
lord.  These  were  nearly  gone,  and  I  knew  not  how 
to  obtain  another  shilling;  for  my  kit  was  reduced 
to  linen  and  the  most  indispensable  necessaries.  I 
now  learned  upon  how  little  a  man  may  live,  and 
even  thrive  and  be  healthy.  During  that  month,  I 
contrived  to  keep  my  expenses  of  food  and  lodging 
within  two  francs  a- day,  making  the  whole  month's 
expenditure  considerably  less  than  I  had  commonly 
thrown  away  on  an  epicurean  breakfast  or  dinner. 
And  I  was  all  tjie  better  for  the  coarse  regimen  to 
which  I  thus  suddenly  found  myself  reduced. 
Harassed  in  mind  though  I  was,  my  body  felt  the 
benefit  of  unusual  abstinence  from  deep  potations, 
late  hours,  and  sustained  dissipation.  The  large 
amount  of  foot-exercise  I  took  during  these  few 
weeks,  doubtless  contributed  also  to  restore  tone 
7  c 
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and  vigour  to  a  constitution  wliich  my  dissolute 
career,  however  mad  and  reckless,  had  not  been 
long  enough  seriously  to  impair.  When  weary  of 
my  lonesome  attic,  I  would  start  through  the  nearest 
barrier,  avoiding  the  streets  and  districts  where  I 
might  encounter  former  acquaintances,  and  take 
long  walks  in  the  environs  of  Paris,  returning  with 
an  appetite  that  gave  a  relish  even  to  the  tough 
and  unsavoury  viands  of  a  cheap  traiteur. 

"  It  chanced,  upon  a  certain  day,  when  striding 
along  the  road  to  Orleans,  that  I  met  a  regiment  of 
hussars  changing  their  quarters  from  that  town  to 
Paris.  The  morning  sun  shone  brightly  on  their 
accoutrements ;  the  hoofs  of  their  well-groomed 
horses  rang  upon  the  frosty  road ;  the  men,  closely 
wrapped  in  their  warm  pelisses,  looked  cheerful,  in 
good  case,  and  in  high  spirits  at  the  prospect  of  a 
sojourn  in  the  capital.  I  seated  myself  upon  a  gate 
to  see  them  pass,  and  could  not  avoid  making  a  com 
parison  between  my  position  and  that  of  a  private 
dragoon,  which  resulted  considerably  to  my  disadvan 
tage.  I  was  not  then  so  well  aware  as  I  have  since 
become,  of  all  the  hardships  and  disagreeables  of  a 
soldier's  life ;  and  it  appeared  to  me  that  these 
fellows,  well  clothed,  well  mounted,  and  with  their 
daily  wants  provided  for,  were  perfect  kings  com 
pared  to  a  useless,  homeless,  destitute  being  like 
myself.  Their  profession  was  an  honourable  one  ; 
their  regiment  was  their  home  ;  they  had  comrades 
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and  friends ;  and  their  duty  as  soldiers  properly 
done,  none  could  reproacli  or  oppress  them.  The 
column  marched  by,  and  was  succeeded  by  the  rear 
guard,  half-a-dozen  smart,  sunburned  hussars,  with 
carbine  on  thigh ;  one  of  whom  sang,  in  a  mellow 
tenor  voice,  and  with  considerable  taste,  the  well- 
known  soldier's  song  out  of  La  Dame  Blanche.  In 
their  turn  they  disappeared  behind  a  bend  of  the 
road ;  but  the  spirited  burthen  of  the  ditty  still 
reached  my  ears  after  they  were  lost  to  my  view — 

'  Ah,  quel  plaisir  !  ah,  quel  plaisir  ! 
Ah,  quel  plaisir  d'etre  soldat ! ' 

I  repeated  to  myself,  as  the  last  notes  died  in  the 
distance,  and  jumping  off  the  gate,  I  turned  my 
steps  towards  Paris,  my  mind  strongly  inclining  to 
the  sabre  and  worsted  lace. 

"My  half- formed  resolution  gathered  strength 
from  reflection,  and  on  reaching  Paris  I  proceeded 
straight  to  the  Champ  de  Mars.  The  spectacle 
that  there  met  my  eyes  was  of  a  nature  to  encour 
age  my  inclination  to  embrace  a  military  career, 
even  in  the  humble  capacity  of  a  private  trooper. 
It  was  a  cavalry  field-day,  and  a  number  of  squad 
rons  manoeuvred  in  presence  of  several  general 
officers  and  of  a  brilliant  staff,  whilst  soldiers  of 
various  corps, — dragoons,  lancers,  cuirassiers  and 
hussars,  stood  in  groups  watching  the  evolutions  of 
their  comrades.  Veterans  from  the  neighbouring 
Hotel  des  Invalides  —  scarred  and  mutilated  old 
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warriors,  who  had  shared  the  triumphs  and  reverses 
of  the  gallant  French  armies  from  Valmy  to  Water 
loo — talked  of  their  past  campaigns  and  criticised 
the  movements  of  their  successors  in  the  ranks. 
Several  of  these  parties  I  approached  within  ear 
shot,  and  overheard,  with  strong  interest,  many  a 
stirring  reminiscence  of  those  warlike  days  when 
the  Corsican  firebrand  set  Europe  in  a  flame,  and 
spread  his  conquering  legions  from  Moscow  to  An 
dalusia.  At  last  I  came  to  a  group  of  younger 
soldiers,  who  discussed  more  recent  if  less  glorious 
deeds  of  arms.  The  words  Bedouins,  razzia,  Algdrie, 
recurred  frequently  in  their  discourse.  I  started  at 
the  sounds.  They  reminded  me  of  what  I  had  pre 
viously  forgotten,  that  there  was  still  a  battle-field 
in  the  world  where  danger  might  be  encountered 
and  distinction  won.  True,  I  might  have  wished 
more  civilised  foes  than  the  tawny  denizens  of  the 
desert,  and  a  more  humane  system  of  warfare  than 
that  pursued  by  the  French  in  Africa.  But  my 
circumstances  forbade  over-nicety,  and  that  day  I 
enlisted  as  volunteer  in  the  light  cavalry,  merely 
stipulating  that  I  should  be  placed  in  a  corps  then 
serving  in  Africa. 

"  Should  you  care  to  hear,  I  will  give  you  at  a 
future  time  some  details  of  my  military  novitiate 
and  African  adventures.  The  former  was  by  no 
means  easy,  the  latter  had  little  to  distinguish 
tlh  in  from  those  of  thousands  of  my  comrades.  A 
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foreign  service  is  rarely  an  agreeable  refuge,  and 
that  of  France  is  undoubtedly  the  very  worst  an 
Englishman  can  enter.  The  old  antipathy  to  Eng 
land,  weakened  in  the  breasts  of  French  civilians, 
still  exists  to  a  great  extent  amongst  the  military 
classes  of  the  population.  A  traditionary  feeling 
of  hatred  and  humiliation  has  been  handed  down 
from  the  days  of  our  Peninsular  victories,  and 
especially  from  that  of  the  crowning  triumph  at 
Waterloo, — the  battle  won  by  treachery,  as  many 
Frenchmen  affirm,  and  some  positively  believe.  A 
French  barrack-room,  I  can  assure  you,  is  anything 
but  a  bed  of  roses  to  a  British  volunteer.  I  was 
better  off,  however,  than  most  of  my  countrymen 
would  have  been  under  similar  circumstances. 
Speaking  the  language  like  a  native — better,  in 
deed,  than  the  majority  of  those  with  whom  I  now 
found  myself  associated — I  escaped  the  mockery 
and  annoyances  which  an  English  accent  would 
inevitably  have  perpetuated.  My  country  was 
known,  however  ;  it  was  moreover  discovered  that 
in  birth  and  education  I  was  superior  to  those  about 
me,  and  these  circumstances  were  sufficient  to  draw 
upon  me  envy  and  insult.  Of  the  former  I  took  no 
heed,  the  latter  I  promptly  and  fiercely  resented, 
feeling  that  to  do  so  was  the  only  means  of  avoid 
ing  a  long  course  of  molestation.  Two  or  three 
duels,  whence  my  skill  with  the  foils  brought  mo 
out  unscathed  and  with  credit,  made  me  respected 
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in  my  regiment,  and  whilst  thus  establishing  my 
reputation  for  courage,  I  did  my  best  to  conciliate 
the  good-will  of  those  amongst  whom  I  was  hence 
forward  to  live.  To  a  great  extent  I  was  successful. 
My  quality  of  an  Englishman  gradually  ceased  to 
give  umbrage  or  invite  aggression,  and,  if  not  for 
gotten,  was  rarely  referred  to. 

"I  was  found  an  apt  recruit,  and  after  far  less 
than  the  usual  amount  of  drill  I  was  dismissed  to 
my  duty  in  the  ranks  of  my  present  regiment,  with 
which  I  returned  from  Africa  at  the  beginning  of 
this  winter,  and  am  now  in  garrison  at  Paris.  My 
steady  attention  to  my  duties,  knowledge  of  writing 
and  accounts,  and  conduct  in  one  or  two  sharply- 
contested  actions,  obtained  me  promotion  to  the 
grades  of  corporal  and  fourrier.  For  my  last  ad 
vancement,  to  the  highest  non-commissioned  rank, 
I  am  indebted  to  an  affair  that  occurred  a  few  weeks 
before  we  left  Africa.  A  small  division,  consisting 
of  three  battalions  and  as  many  squadrons,  includ 
ing  mine,  moved  from  Oran  and  its  neighbourhood, 
for  the  purpose  of  a  reconnoissance.  After  marching 
for  a  whole  day,  we  halted  for  the  night  near  a  lonely 
cistern  of  water.  The  only  living  creature  we  saw 
was  a  wretched  little  Arab  boy,  taking  care  of  three 
lean  oxen,  who  told  us  that,  with  the  exception  of 
his  parents,  the  whole  tribe  inhabiting  that  district 
had  fled  on  news  of  our  approach,  and  were  now  far 
away.  This  sounded  rather  suspicious,  and  all  pre- 
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cautions  were  taken  to  guard  against  surprise. 
Pickets  and  outposts  were  established,  the  bivouac 
fires  blazed  cheerily  up,  rations  were  cooked  and 
eaten,  and,  wrapped  in  our  cloaks,  we  sought  repose 
after  the  day's  fatigue.  Tired  though  we  were, 
sleep  was  hard  to  obtain,  especially  for  us  cavalry 
men,  by  reason  of  the  uneasiness  of  our  horses, 
which  scarcely  ceased  for  a  moment  to  neigh  and 
kick  and  fight  with  each  other.  Troopers  always 
look  upon  this  as  a  bad  omen,  and  more  than  one 
old  soldier,  whilst  caressing  and  calming  his  rest 
less  charger,  muttered  a  prediction  of  danger  at 
hand.  For  once,  these  military  prophets  were  not 
mistaken.  About  two  hours  after  midnight,  the 
bivouac  was  sunk  in  slumber,  the  horses  had  be 
come  quieter,  and  the  silence  was  rarely  broken, 
save  by  the  warning  cry  of  '  Sentinelle,  garde  d, 
vous!'  when  suddenly  a  few  dropping  shots  were 
heard,  the  drum  of  a  picket  rattled  a  loud  alarm, 
and  a  shout  arose  of  lLes  Ardbes!"1  In  an  instant, 
the  encampment,  so  still  before,  swarmed  like  a 
hive  of  bees.  Luckily  we  had  all  laid  down  fully 
accoutred,  with  our  weapons  beside  us,  so  that, 
as  we  sprang  to  our  feet,  we  found  ourselves  ready 
for  action.  The  general,  who  alone  had  a  small 
tent,  rushed  half-dressed  from  under  his  canvass. 
Our  veteran  colonel  was  on  foot  with  the  first,  cool 
as  on  parade,  and  breathing  defiance.  *  Chasseurs, 
to  your  horses ! '  shouted  he  in  stentorian  tones, 
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hoarse  from  tlie  smoke  of  many  battles.  At  the 
word  we  were  in  the  saddle.  On  every  side  we 
heard  wild  and  savage  shouts,  and  volleys  of  small 
arms,  and  the  pickets,  overpowered  by  numbers, 
came  scampering  in,  with  heavy  loss  and  in  much 
confusion.  There  was  no  moon,  but  by  the  star 
light  we  saw  large  bodies  of  white  shadowy  figures 
sweeping  around  and  towards  our  encampment. 
Our  infantry  had  lain  down  in  order,  by  companies 
and  battalions,  according  to  a  plan  of  defence  pre 
viously  formed,  and  now  they  stood  in  three  com 
pact  squares,  representing  the  three  points  of  a 
triangle ;  whilst  in  the  intervals  the  squadrons 
manoeuvred,  and  the  artillerymen  watched  oppor 
tunities  to  send  the  contents  of  their  light  mountain- 
howitzers  amongst  the  hostile  masses.  With  whoop 
and  wild  hurrah,  and  loud  invocations  of  Allah  and 
the  Prophet,  the  Bedouin  hordes  charged  to  the 
bayonet's  point,  but  recoiled  again  before  well- 
directed  volleys,  leaving  the  ground  in  front  of  the 
squares  strewed  with  men  and  horses  dead  and  dying. 
Then  the  artillery  gave  them  a  round,  and  we  cav 
alry  dashed  after  them,  pursuing  and  sabring  till 
compelled  to  retire  before  fresh  and  overwhelming 
masses.  This  was  repeated  several  times.  There 
were  many  thousand  Arabs  collected  around  us, 
chiefly  horsemen ;  and  had  their  discipline  equalled 
their  daring,  our  position  would  have  been  perilous 
indeed.  Undismayed  by  their  heavy  loss,  they 
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returned  again  and  again  to  the  attack.  At  last  the 
general,  impatient  of  the  protracted  combat,  wheeled 
up  the  wings  of  the  squares,  reserved  the  fire  till 
the  last  moment,  and  received  the  assailants  with 
so  stunning  a  discharge  that  they  fled  to  return  no 
more.  The  cavalry  of  course  followed  them  up, 
and  our  colonel,  Monsieur  de  Bellechasse,  an  old 
soldier  of  Napoleon's,  ever  foremost  where  cut  and 
thrust  are  passing,  headed  the  squadron  to  which 
I  belong.  Carried  away  by  his  impetuosity,  and 
charging  home  the  flying  Bedouins,  he  lost  sight  of 
prudence,  and  we  soon  found  ourselves  surrounded 
by  a  raging  host,  who,  perceiving  how  few  we 
were,  stood  at  bay,  and  in  their  turn  assumed  the 
offensive.  Seen  in  the  dim  starlight,  with  their 
tawny  faces,  gleaming  eyes,  white  burnous,  and 
furious  gesticulations,  the  Arabs  seemed  a  legion 
of  devils  let  loose  for  our  destruction.  Our  ranks 
were  disordered  by  the  pursuit,  and  we  thus  lost 
one  of  our  chief  advantages ;  for  the  Bedouins, 
unable  to  resist  the  charge  in  line  of  disciplined 
cavalry,  are  no  despicable  opponents  in  a  hand-to- 
hand  melee.  And  this  the  combat  soon  became. 
Greatly  outnumbered,  we  fought  for  our  lives,  and 
of  course  fought  our  best.  I  found  myself  near 
the  colonel,  who  was  assailed  by  two  Arabs  at  one 
time.  He  defended  himself  like  a  lion,  but  his 
opponents  were  strong  and  skilful,  and  years  have 
impaired  the  activity  and  vigour  which  procured 
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him,  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  the  reputation  of 
one  of  the  most  efficient  dragoons  in  Buonaparte's 
armies.  There  were  none  to  aid  him,  for  all  had 
their  hands  full,  and  I  myself  was  sharpset  with  a 
brawny  Bedouin,  who  made  excellent  use  of  his 
scimitar.  At  last  I  disabled  him  by  a  severe  cut 
on  the  sword  arm ;  he  gnashed  his  teeth  with  rage, 
turned  his  beautiful  horse  with  lightning  swiftness, 
and  fled  from  the  fight  before  I  had  time  to  com 
plete  my  work.  I  was  glad  to  be  quit  of  him  at 
any  price,  as  I  was  now  able  to  strike  in  by  the 
colonel's  side.  The  old  warrior  was  hard  put-to ;  a 
sabre  cut  had  knocked  off  his  shako,  and  inflicted 
a  wound  on  his  high,  bald  forehead,  slight  indeed, 
but  the  blood  from  which,  trickling  into  his  eyes, 
nearly  blinded  him,  and  he  was  fain  to  leave  go  his 
reins  to  dash  it  away  with  his  hand.  The  Arabs 
perceived  their  advantage,  and  pressed  him  hard, 
when  I  charged  one  of  them  in  the  flank,  bringing 
the  breast  of  my  horse  against  the  shoulder  of  his, 
and  cutting  at  the  same  time  at  his  head.  Man 
and  beast  rolled  upon  the  ground.  M.  de  Belle- 
chasse  had  scarcely  time  to  observe  from  whom  the 
timely  succour  came,  when  I  dashed  in  before  him, 
and  drew  upon  myself  the  fury  of  his  remaining  foe. 
Just  then,  to  my  infinite  relief,  I  heard  at  a  short 
distance  a  steady  regular  fire  of  musketry.  It  was 
the  infantry,  advancing  to  our  support.  The  Arabs 
heard  it  also,  and  having  had,  for  one  day,  a 
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sufficient  taste  of  French  lead,  beat  a  precipitate 
retreat,  scouring  away  like  phantoms,  and  dis 
appearing  in  the  gloom  of  the  desert.  I  was  triply 
recompensed  for  my  share  in  this  action,  by  hon 
ourable  mention  in  general  orders,  by  promotion 
to  the  rank  of  marechal  des  logis  —  equivalent  to 
troop  sergeant-major  in  the  English  service — and 
by  the  personal  thanks  of  my  excellent  old  colonel, 
who  shook  me  heartily  by  the  hand,  and  swore 
1  Mille  millions  de  sabres!'  that  after  successfully 
guarding  his  head  against  Kussian,  Prussian,  and 
Austrian,  Englishman  and  Spaniard,  he  would  have 
been  ignomirnously  cut  to  pieces  by  a  brace  of 
black-faced  heathens,  but  for  my  timely  interposi 
tion.  Since  then  he  has  shown  me  unvarying 
kindness,  for  which  I  am  indebted  chiefly  to  my 
preservation  of  his  life,  but  partly  also  to  his  high 
approval  of  the  summary  manner  in  which  I  upset, 
by  a  blow  of  my  sabre  and  bound  of  my  horse,  one 
of  his  swarthy  antagonists,  reminding  him,  as  he 
always  mentions  when  telling  the  story,  of  a  similar 
feat  of  his  own  when  attacked  on  the  Kussian 
retreat  by  three  gigantic  Tartars  from  the  Ukraine. 
Since  we  have  been  in  garrison  here,  he  has  fre 
quently  had  me  at  his  house,  nominally  to  assist  in 
the  arrangement  of  regimental  accounts  and  orders, 
but  in  reality  to  take  opportunities  of  rendering  me 
small  kindnesses ;  and  latterly,  1  am  inclined  to  think, 
a  little  for  the  pleasure  of  talking  to  me  of  his  old 
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campaigns.  He  soon  discovered,  what  he  previously 
had  some  inkling  of,  that  my  original  position  in 
the  world  was  superior  to  my  present  one ;  and  I 
am  not  without  hopes,  from  hints  he  has  let  fall, 
that  he  will,  at  no  very  distant  day,  procure  my 
promotion  to  a  cornetcy.  These  hopes  and  allevia 
tions  enable  me  to  support,  with  tolerable  patience 
and  cheerfulness,  the  dull  ordeal  of  a  garrison  life, 
seldom  so  pleasantly  varied  as  by  my  meeting  with 
you.  And  now,  that  I  have  inflicted  my  whole 
history  upon  you,"  added  Oakley,  with  a  smile, 
"I  must  bid  you  good -by,  for  duty  calls, — no 
longer,  it  is  true,  to  action  in  the  field,  but  to  the 
monotonous  routine  of  barrack  ordinances." 

Thanking  Oakley  for  his  interesting  narrative,  I 
gave  him  my  address,  arid  begged  him  to  visit  me. 
This  he  promised  to  do,  and  we  parted.  Three 
days  later  he  called  upon  me ;  I  kept  him  to  dine 
with  me  at  my  lodgings,  and  had  reason,  during  an 
evening  of  most  agreeable  conversation,  to  be  more 
than  ever  pleased  with  the  tone  of  his  mind  and 
tenor  of  his  discourse.  The  unthinking  rake  of 
former  days  must  have  learned  and  reflected  much 
during  his  period  of  adversity  and  soldiering,  to 
convert  himself  into  the  intelligent,  well-informed, 
and  unaffected  man  he  had  now  become.  One  thing 
that  struck  me  in  him,  however,  was  an  occasional 
absence  of  mind  and  proneness  to  reverie.  If  there 
was  a  short  pause  in  the  conversation,  his  thoughts 
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seemed  to  wander  far  away ;  and  at  times  an  ex 
pression  of  perplexed  uneasiness,  if  not  of  care, 
came  over  his  countenance.  I  had  only  to  address 
him,  however,  to  dissipate  these  clouds,  whence- 
soever  they  came,  and  to  recall  his  usual  animated 
readiness  of  manner. 

A  fortnight  now  elapsed  without  my  again  seeing 
him.  I  was  to  return  to  England  in  a  couple  of 
days,  and  was  busy  one  evening  writing  letters  and 
making  preparations  for  departure,  when  the  bell 
at  the  door  of  my  apartment  was  hastily  rung.  I 
opened,  and  Oakley  entered.  At  first  I  hardly 
recognised  him,  for  he  was  in  plain  clothes,  which 
had  the  effect  of  converting  the  smart  sergeant  into 
an  exceedingly  handsome  and  gentlemanlike  civi 
lian.  It  struck  me  he  looked  paler  than  usual,  and 
grave,  almost  anxious.  His  first  words  were  an 
apology  for  his  intrusion  at  so  late  an  hour,  which 
I  cut  short  by  an  assurance  of  my  gladness  to  see 
him,  and  an  inquiry  if  I  could  do  anything  for  him 
in  England. 

"  When  do  you  go?"  said  he. 

"  The  day  after  to-morrow." 

"I  want  nothing  there,"  was  his  reply;  tl  but 
before  you  go  you  can  render  me  a  great  service,  if 
you  will." 

"  If  I  can,  be  sure  that  I  will" 

"  You  may  perhaps  hesitate, -when  you  hear  what 
it  is.  I  want  you  to  be  my  second  in  a  duel." 
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"  In  a  duel !"  I  repeated,  greatly  astonished,  and 
not  over-pleased  at  the  idea  of  being  mixed  up  in 
some  barrack-room  quarrel.  "  In  a  duel !  and  with 
whom?" 

"  With  an  officer  of  my  regiment." 

"  Of  your  own  rank,  I  presume?"  said  I,  a  little 
surprised  at  the  sort  of  assumption  by  which  he 
called  a  sergeant  an  officer. 

"  In  that  case  I  need  not  have  troubled  you/'  he 
replied ;  "I  could  have  found  a  dozen  seconds. 
But  my  antagonist  is  a  commissioned  officer — a 
lieutenant  of  the  same  regiment  with  myself,  al 
though  in  a  different  squadron/' 

"  The  devil  he  is!"  I  exclaimed.  "  That  be 
comes  a  case  for  court-martial." 

"  Undoubtedly/'  replied  Oakley,  "  for  me,  but  no 
harm  can  accrue  to  you.  I  am  your  countryman  ; 
I  come  to  you  in  plain  clothes  and  ask  you  to  be 
my  second  in  a  duel.  You  consent;  we  go  on  the 
ground  and  meet  another  man,  apparently  a  civi 
lian,  of  whose  military  quality  or  grade  you  are  in 
no  way  supposed  cognisant.  Duels  occur  daily  in 
France,  as  you  know,  and  no  notice  is  taken  of 
them,  even  when  fatal.  I  assure  you  there  is  no 
danger  for  you/' 

"  I  was  not  thinking  of  myself.  But  if  you  escape 
unhurt  from  the  encounter,  you  will  be  shot  for  at 
tempting  the  life  of  your  superior." 

Oakley  shrugged  his  shoulders,  as  if  to  say,  "  I 
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know  that,  but  must  take  my  chance  ;  "  but  made 
no  other  reply  to  my  remark. 

"  I  will  tell  you  the  circumstances,"  he  said, 
"  and  you  shall  judge  for  yourself  if  I  can  avoid  the 
duel.  When  talking  to  you  of  my  kind  old  colonel, 
I  did  not  tell  you  of  his  only  daughter,  Bertha  de 
Bellechasse,  the  most  beautiful  and  fascinating  of 
her  sex.  On  our  return  from  Africa,  the  colonel, 
in  his  gratitude  for  the  man  who  had  saved  his  life, 
presented  me  to  his  wife  and  child,  pronouncing  at 
the  same  time  an  exaggerated  encomium  on  my 
conduct.  The  ladies  gave  me  their  hands  to  kiss, 
and  had  I  shed  half  my  blood  in  saving  that  of  the 
colonel,  I  should  have  been  more  than  repaid  by 
Bertha's  gracious  smile,  and  by  her  warm  expres 
sion  of  thanks  to  her  father's  preserver.  Madame 
de  Bellechasse,  I  suspect,  was  about  to  give  me 
her  purse,  but  was  checked  by  a  sign  from  her 
husband,  who  doubtless  told  them,  after  my  depar 
ture,  as  much  as  he  knew  of  my  history, — that  I 
was  a  foreigner  and  a  gentleman,  whom  circum 
stances  had  driven  to  don  the  coarse  vest  of  the 
private  dragoon.  He  may  perhaps  have  added 
some  of  the  romantic  stories  current  in  the  regi 
ment  when  I  first  joined.  I  had  never  been  com 
municative  concerning  my  past  life,  which  I  felt 
was  nothing  to  boast  of;  and  regimental  gossips 
had  drawn  upon  their  invention  for  various  strange 
tales  about  the  Milord  Anglais.  When  I  became 
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domesticated  in  the  corps,  and  my  country  was 
almost  forgotten,  these  fictitious  histories  ceased  to 
be  repeated,  and  fell  into  oblivion ;  but  some  of 
them  were  revived  for  the  benefit  of  the  colonel, 
when,  after  the  action  near  Oran,  he  instituted  in 
quiries  concerning  me  amongst  his  officers.  It  was 
not  till  some  weeks  later  that  he  asked  and  re 
ceived  from  me  a  plain  unvarnished  account  of  my 
very  commonplace  career.  It  is  possible  that  the 
sort  of  mystery  previously  attaching  to  me,  com 
bined  with  her  father's  glowing  eulogiunis  and  her 
own  gratitude  for  his  preservation,  worked  upon 
Bertha's  ardent  and  susceptible  imagination,  pre 
possessing  her  in  my  favour.  For  my  part,  I  had 
been  struck  to  the  heart  by  the  very  first  glance 
from  the  dark  eyes  that  sparkled  like  diamonds  be 
neath  their  lashes  of  sable  silk ;  I  had  been  capti 
vated  and  fettered  on  the  instant,  by  the  smile  of 
enchanting  sweetness  that  played  round  her  grace 
ful  lips.  For  a  while  I  struggled  steadfastly  against 
the  passionate  impulse  ;  its  indulgence  I  felt  would 
be  madness,  and  could  result  but  in  misery.  What 
folly  for  the  penniless  soldier,  even  though  time 
and  her  father's  protection  should  convert  him  into 
an  equally  penniless  officer,  to  raise  his  eyes  to  the 
rich,  the  beautiful,  the  brilliant  daughter  of  the 
Count  de  Bellechasse  !  Eejection,  ridicule,  con 
tempt,  could  be  the  sole  recompense  of  such  pre 
sumption.  M.  de  Bellechasse,  although  an  officer 
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of  Napoleon's,  is  of  old  French  nobility  ;  his  wealth 
is  very  great ;  and  if  he  still  continues  to  serve,  it 
is  solely  from  enthusiastic  love  of  his  profession. 
His  daughter  is  a  match  for  the  first  in  the  land. 
All  these  arid  many  more  such  arguments  did  I 
again  and  again  repeat  to  myself ;  but  when  had 
reason  a  chance  against  love  ?  Kepeatedly  did  I 
vow  to  forget  the  fair  vision  that  had  crossed  my 
path  and  troubled  my  repose,  or  to  think  of  her 
only  as  the  phantom  of  a  dream,  unsubstantial  and 
unattainable.  But  the  resolution  was  scarcely 
formed,  when  I  found  myself  dwelling  on  her  per 
fections,  recapitulating  the  few  gentle  words  she 
had  addressed  to  me,  recalling  her  voice,  her  look, 
her  gesture.  One  moment,  in  view  of  the  precipice 
on  whose  brink  I  stood,  I  swore  to  shun  her  peril 
ous  presence,  and  to  avert  my  eyes  should  I 
again  find  myself  in  it :  not  an  hour  afterwards  I 
eagerly  seized  a  pretext  that  led  me  to  her  father's 
house,  and  afforded  me  the  possibility  of  another 
glimpse  of  my  idol.  Such  glimpses  were  not  diffi 
cult  to  obtain.  The  colonel's  partiality  to  me 
daily  increased,  arid  when  I  went  to  him  on  regi 
mental  matters,  and  he  was  alone  with  his  wife 
and  daughter,  he  would  receive  me  in  the  drawing- 
room  in  their  presence,  and  waiving  for  the  time  the 
difference  of  grade,  would  converse  with  me  as 
affably  as  with  an  equal,  and  make  me  repeat,  for 
the  amusement  of  the  ladies,  some  of  our  African 
7  D 
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skirmishes  and  adventures.  Doubtless  I  should 
have  avoided  these  dangerous  interviews,  but  how 
was  it  to  be  done  without  an  appearance  of  ingra 
titude  and  discourtesy  ?  Truth  to  tell,  I  taxed  my 
invention  but  little  for  means  of  escaping  them. 
I  continued  to  see  Bertha,  and  at  each  interview 
my  passion  gathered  strength.  She  listened  with 
marked  attention  to  my  anecdotes  of  our  campaigns. 
These  I  always  addressed  to  her  father  or  mother ; 
but  without  looking  at  her,  I  could  feel  her  eyes 
fixed  upon  me  with  an  expression  of  interest,  and, 
I  at  last  ventured  to  think,  of  a  more  tender  feeling. 
About  this  time  the  colonel  frequently  kept  me  for 
hours  together  at  his  house,  arranging  regimental 
papers  and  accounts,  in  a  room  upon  the  ground 
floor,  set  apart  for  the  purpose.  Within  this  room 
is  another,  used  as  a  library  ;  and  thus  it  happened 
that  one  day,  when  immersed  in  states  and  muster- 
rolls,  I  beheld  the  door  open,  and  the  fairy  form  of 
Bertha  upon  the  threshold.  She  appeared  confused 
at  seeing  me  ;  I  rose  and  bowed  in  silence  as  she 
passed  through  the  apartment,  but  I  was  taken  too 
much  by  surprise  to  have  full  command  over  my 
self,  and  doubtless  my  eyes  said  something  of  what 
my  lips  would  gladly  have  spoken,  for  before  Bertha 
reached  the  outer  door,  her  cheeks  were  suffused 
with  blushes.  Again  and  again  these  meetings, 
sweet  as  transient,  occurred.  But  I  will  not  weary 
you  by  dwelling  upon  such  passages. 
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"  We  abandoned  ourselves  to  the  charm  of  our 
attachment,  sadly  embittered  by  its  hopelessness. 
Since  then,  I  have  had  almost  daily  occupation  at 
the  colonel's  house,  and  Bertha  has  found  means  to 
afford  me  brief  but  frequent  interviews.  At  these 
we  discussed,  but  ever  in  vain,  the  possibility  of 
breaking  our  secret  to  M.  de  Bellechasse.  Frank 
and  affable  though  he  be,  the  colonel's  pride  of 
birth  is  great,  and  we  were  well  assured  that  the 
disclosure  of  our  correspondence  would  produce  a 
terrific  explosion  of  fury,  consign  Bertha  to  the 
seclusion  of  a  convent,  and  draw  upon  me  his  hatred 
and  revenge.  This  morning  Bertha  came  into  the 
room,  upon  the  usual  pretext  of  seeking  a  book 
from  the  library,  and  the  painful  and  perplexing 
topic  that  has  long  and  unceasingly  occupied  our 
thoughts  was  again  resumed.  For  the  first  time, 
she  had  heard  her  father  state  his  intention  of  re 
commending  me  in  the  strongest  terms  for  a  com 
mission.  This  let  in  a  ray  of  hope  upon  our  de 
spondency  ;  and  we  resolved  that,  so  soon  as  the 
epaulet  was  on  my  shoulder,  I  should  hazard  a 
confession  to  the  colonel.  The  prospect  of  a  ter 
mination  to  our  cruel  state  of  suspense,  and  the 
possibility,  faint  though  it  indeed  was,  of  a  result 
favourable  to  our  wishes,  brought  a  joyful  gleam 
over  Bertha's  lovely  features,  which  have  lately 
grown  pale  with  anxiety.  On  my  part,  I  did  my 
utmost  to  inspire  her  with  hopes  I  myself  scarce 


52  TALES  FROM    "BLACKWOOD." 

dared  to  entertain ;  when,  as  she  stood  beside  me, 
her  hand  clasped  in  mine,  a  smile  of  affection  upon 
her  countenance,  the  door  suddenly  opened,  and, 
before  we  had  time  to  separate,  Victor  de  Berg,  a 
lieutenant  in  my  regiment,  and  a  suitor  of  Bertha's, 
made  a  step  into  the  room.  For  an  instant  he 
stood  like  one  thunderstruck,  and  then,  without 
uttering  a  word,  abruptly  turned  upon  his  heel  and 
went  out.  The  next  minute  the  sound  of  his  step 
in  the  court  warned  us  that  he  had  left  the  house. 

"  Overwhelmed  with  terror  and  confusion  to  an 
extent  that  precluded  reflection,  Bertha  fled  to  her 
apartment,  leaving  me  to  deliberate  on  the  best 
course  to  adopt.  My  mind  was  presently  made  up. 
The  only  plan  was  to  seek  Monsieur  de  Berg,  in 
form  him  of  our  mutual  attachment,  and  appeal  to 
his  honour  and  generosity  to  preserve  inviolate  the 
secret  he  had  surprised.  I  hurried  to  his  quarters, 
which  were  at  no  great  distance.  He  had  already 
arrived  there,  and  was  pacing  his  apartment  in 
manifest  agitation.  Since  our  return  from  Africa, 
he  had  been  a  declared  admirer  of  Bertha's  ;  by 
family  and  fortune  he  was  an  eligible  suitor,  and 
her  father  favoured  his  pretensions,  contingent, 
however,  upon  his  daughter's  consent.  Dismissing 
the  servant  who  ushered  me  in,  he  addressed  me 
before  I  had  time  to  enter  upon  the  object  of  my 
visit. 

** '  It  is  unnecessary,'  he  said,  in  a  voice  choked 
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with  passionate  emotion,  as  I  was  about  to  speak. 
* 1  can  guess  all  you  would  say.  A  single  instant 
informed  me  of  the  state  of  affairs ;  the  half  hour 
that  has  elapsed  since  then,  has  sufficed  to  mark 
out  my  lino  of  conduct.  Mr  Oakley,  I  know  that 
by  birth  and  breeding  you  are  above  your  station. 
You  have  forgotten  your  present  position;  I  will 
follow  your  example  so  far  as  to  waive  our  differ 
ence  of  military  rank.  As  the  friend  of  Colonel  de 
Bellechasse,  I  ought,  perhaps,  instantly  to  tell  him 
what  I  have  this  day  learned;  as  his  daughter's 
suitor,  and  the  son-in-law  of  his  choice,  I  select 
another  course.  Your  secret  is  safe  with  me.  To 
night  you  shall  receive  a  leave  of  absence,  entitling 
you  to  quit  your  uniform  ;  and  to-morrow  we  will 
meet  in  the  wood  of  Vincennes,  not  as  officer  and 
sergeant,  but  as  private  gentlemen,  with  arms  in 
our  hands.  The  man  whom  Bertha  de  Bellechasse 
distinguishes  by  her  preference,  cannot  be  un 
worthy  the  proposal  I  now  make  to  you.  Do  you 
accept  it  ? ' 

"  I  was  astounded  by  the  words.  Accustomed 
to  the  iron  rigidity  of  military  discipline,  and  to 
the  broad  gulf  placed  between  officer  and  soldier 
by  the  king's  commission,  the  possibility  of  a  duel 
between  M.  de  Berg  and  myself,  although  it  would 
have  been  no  unnatural  occurrence  between  rivals 
of  equal  rank,  had  never  occurred  to  me.  For  a 
moment  I  could  not  comprehend  the  singular  and 


54  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

unheard-of  proposal;  but  a  glance  at  my  chal 
lenger's  countenance,  on  which  the  passions  agitat 
ing  him  were  plainly  legible,  solved  the  mystery  of 
his  motives.  He  was  a  prey  to  jealous  fury  ;  and, 
moreover,  the  chivalrous  generosity  of  his  char 
acter,  combined,  perhaps,  with  the  fear  of  irretriev 
ably  offending  Bertha,  prevented  his  pursuing  the 
course  most  persons,  in  his  place,  would  have 
adopted,  and  revealing  to  Colonel  de  Bellechasse 
his  daughter's  predilection  for  an  inferior.  By  a 
duel  he  hoped  to  rid  himself  of  a  favoured  rival, 
whom  he  might  replace  in  Bertha's  heart.  It  was 
not  necessary  she  should  know  by  whose  hand  I 
had  fallen.  Such  were  the  reasons  that  flashed 
across  me,  explaining  his  strange  offer  of  a  personal 
encounter.  Doubtless,  I  defined  them  more  clearly 
than  he  himself  did.  I  believe  he  spoke  and  acted 
upon  the  first  vague  impulse  of  a  passionate  nature, 
racked  by  jealousy,  and  thirsting  for  revenge  upon 
its  cause.  I  saw  at  once,  however,  that  by  accept 
ing  the  duel  I  virtually  secured  his  silence  ;  and 
overjoyed  to  preserve  my  secret,  and  shield  Bertha 
from  her  father's  wrath  at  so  cheap  a  price  as  the 
exposure  of  my  life,  I  eagerly  accepted  M.  de 
Berg's  proposal,  thanking  him  warmly  for  his 
generosity  in  thus  repudiating  the  stern  prejudices 
of  military  rank. 

"  After  fixing  hour  and  weapons,  I  left  him,  and 
then  only   did  the   difficulty  of  finding  a  second 


MY   ENGLISH    ACQUAINTANCE.  55 

occur  to  me.  For  obvious  reasons  I  could  not  ask 
the  assistance  of  a  comrade ;  and  out  of  my  regi 
ment  I  had  not  a  single  friend  in  Paris.  In  my 
difficulty  I  thought  of  you.  Our  brief  acquaintance 
scarcely  warrants  my  request ;  but  the  kindness 
you  have  already  shown  me  encourages  the  hope 
that  you  will  not  refuse  me  this  service..  M.  de 
Berg  is  a  man  of  strict  honour,  and  you  may  depend 
on  your  name  and  share  in  the  affair  remaining 
undivulged.  Even  were  they  known,  you,  as  a 
foreigner  and  civilian,  would  in  no  way  be  com 
promised  by  the  relative  position  of  my  opponent 
and  myself,  which  renders  me  liable,  should  the 
affair  get  wind,  to  a  court-martial  and  severe 
punishment." 

Although  opposed  to  duelling,  except  under  cir 
cumstances  of  extraordinary  aggravation,  I  had 
been  more  than  once  unavoidably  mixed  up  in 
affairs  of  the  kind ;  and  the  apprehension  of  un 
pleasant  results  from  accession  to  Oakley's  request 
did  not  for  an  instant  weigh  with  me.  I  was 
greatly  struck  by  the  chivalrous  conduct  of  M.  de 
Berg,  and  felt  strong  sympathy  with  Oakley,  in 
the  painful  and  most  peculiar  position  into  which 
his  early  follies  and  unfortunate  attachment  had 
brought  him.  Very  brief  deliberation  was  neces 
sary  to  decide  me  to  act  as  his  second.  There  was 
no  time  to  lose,  and  I  begged  him  to  put  me  at 
once  in  possession  of  the  details  of  the  affair,  and 
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to  tell  me  where  I  could  find  De  Berg's  second.  I 
was  not  sorry  to  learn  that  it  was  unnecessary  for 
me  to  see  him,  and  that  all  preliminaries  were  in 
fact  arranged.  The  duel  not  being  one  of  those 
that  the  intervention  of  friends  may  prevent,  and 
Oakley  having  already  fixed  time  and  place  with 
his  antagonist,  my  functions  became  limited  to 
attending  him  on  the  ground.  It  grew  late,  and 
Oakley  left  me  for  the  night.  In  order  to  preserve 
my  incognito  in  the  business — for  I  had  no  desire  to 
figure  in  newspaper  paragraphs,  or  to  be  arraigned 
before  a  criminal  tribunal,  even  with  certainty  of 
acquittal — \ve  agreed  to  meet  at  eight  o'clock  the 
next  morning,  at  a  certain  coffee-house,  a  consider 
able  distance  from  my  lodgings,  whence  a  cabriolet 
would  convey  us  to  the  place  of  rendezvous. 

It  was  a  fresh  and  beautiful  spring  morning, 
when  Oakley  and  myself  descended  from  our  hack 
vehicle,  near  the  little  village  of  St  Mande,  and 
struck  into  the  Bois  de  Vincennes.  There  had 
been  rain  during  the  night,  and  the  leaves  and 
grass  were  heavy  with  water  drops.  The  sky  was 
bright  blue,  and  the  sun  shone  brilliantly ;  but  over 
the  ground  and  between  the  tree  trunks  floated  a 
light  mist,  like  the  smoke  of  a  skirmish,  growing 
thinner  as  it  ascended,  and  dissipated  before  it 
reached  the  topmost  branches.  At  some  distance 
within  the  wood,  we  turned  into  a  secluded  glade, 
sealed  ourselves  upon  a  fallen  tree,  and  waited. 
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We  had  come  faster  than  we  expected,  and  were 
fully  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  our  time  ;  but  in 
less  than  five  minutes  we  heard  the  sound  of  steps 
and  voices,  soon  succeeded  by  the  appearance  of 
three  gentlemen,  one  of  whom,  by  his  military  gait 
and  aspect,  I  conjectured  to  be  the  officer  of  Chas 
seurs.  In  one  of  his  companions  I  recognised,- after 
a  brief  puzzle  of  memory,  a  well-known  and  popular 
litterateur ;  doubtless  M.  de  Berg,  from  motives  of 
delicacy,  had  not  chosen  to  ask  the  aid  of  a  brother 
officer  in  his  duel  with  a  military  inferior.  The 
black  coat  and  grave  aspect  of  the  third  stranger 
sufficiently  indicated  the  doctor,  who,  on  reaching 
the  ground,  separated  himself  from  his  companions 
and  retired  a  little  to  one  side.  The  others  bowed 
to  Oakley  and  myself.  M.  de  Berg's  second  stepped 
forward,  and  I  advanced  to  meet  him.  I  was  par 
ticularly  pleased  with  the  appearance  of  Oakley's 
antagonist.  He  was  a  young  man  of  six  or  seven 
and  twenty,  of  very  dark  complexion,  with  flashing 
black  eyes  and  a  countenance  expressive  of  daring 
resolution  and  a  fiery  temperament.  I  should  have 
taken  him  for  an  Italian,  and  I  afterwards  learned 
that  he  was  a  native  of  Provence,  born  within  a 
stone's-throw  of  Italy.  I  never  saw  an  ardent  and 
enthusiastic  character  more  strongly  indicated  by 
physiognomy,  than  in  the  case  of  this  young  officer ; 
and  I  began  to  understand  and  explain  to  myself 
the  feelings  that  had  impelled  him  to  challenge  the 
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man  preferred  by  the  mistress  of  his  choice,  even 
although  that  man's  position  was  such  as,  in  the 
eyes  of  society,  forbade  the  encounter. 

More  as  a  matter  of  duty  than  with  expectation 
of  success,  I  asked  De  Berg's  second  if  there  were 
no  chance  of  this  meeting  terminating  peaceably. 
He  shook  his  head  with  a  decided  gesture. 

"  Impossible,"  he  said.  u  I  am  ignorant  of  the 
cause  of  quarrel :  I  know  not  even  your  principal's 
name.  My  friend,  who  may  possibly  be  equally 
unknown  to  you,  has  asked  my  assistance,  pledging 
himself  that  the  duel  is  a  just  and  honourable  one, 
which  cannot  be  avoided,  but  whose  motive  he  has 
reasons  to  conceal  even  from  me.  Satisfied  with 
this  assurance,  reposing  implicit  confidence  in  his 
word,  I  inquire  no  further.  Moreover,  once  upon 
the  ground,  it  is  difficult  creditably  to  arrange  an 
affair  of  this  kind." 

I  bowed  without  replying.  The  ground  was 
measured,  the  pistols  loaded,  the  men  placed.  The 
toss-up  of  a  five-franc  piece  gave  the  first  fire  to 
M.  de  Berg.  His  bullet  grazed  Oakley's  cheek, 
but  so  slightly  as  scarcely  to  draw  blood.  Oakley 
fired  in  return.  The  officer  staggered,  turned  half 
round,  and  fell  to  the  ground,  the  bone  of  his  right 
leg  broken.  His  second,  the  doctor,  and  I,  ran 
forward  to  his  assistance.  As  we  did  so,  three 
soldiers,  who  it  afterwards  appeared  had  witnessed, 
from  their  concealment  amongst  the  trees,  the 
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whole  of  the  proceedings,  emerged  from  the  shelter 
of  the  foliage,  and  walked  across  one  end  of  the 
open  space  where  the  duel  had  taken  place,  casting 
curious  and  astonished  glances  in  our  direction. 
They  had  not  yet  disappeared,  when  De  Berg, 
whom  we  had  raised  into  a  sitting  posture,  caught 
sight  of  them.  He  started,  and  uttered  an  exclama 
tion  of  vexation,  then  looked  at  Oakley,  who  had 
left  his  ground  and  stood  near  to  the  wounded 
man. 

"Do  you  see  that?"  said  De  Berg,  hurriedly, 
wincing  as  he  spoke,  under  the  hands  of  the  sur 
geon,  who  by  this  time  had  cut  off  boot  and 
trousers,  and  was  manipulating  the  damaged  limb. 

The  soldiers  were  now  again  lost  to  view  in  the 
thick  wood.  It  occurred  to  me  that  two  of  them 
wore  dragoon  uniforms. 

Oakley  bowed  his  head  assentingly. 

"  You  had  better  be  off,  and  instantly,"  said  the 
lieutenant.  "  Go  to  England  or  Germany.  You 
have  leave  for  a  week.  I  will  procure  you  a  pro 
longation  ;  but  be  off  at  once,  and  get  away  from 
Paris.  Those  fellows  have  recognised  us,  and  will 
not  be  prevented  talking." 

He  spoke  in  broken  sentences,  and  with  visible 
effort,  for  the  surgeon  was  all  the  while  poking  and 
probing  at  the  leg  in  a  most  uncomfortable  manner, 
and  De  Berg  was  pale  from  pain  and  loss  of  blood. 
Oakley  looked  on  with  an  expression  of  regret,  and 
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showed  no  disposition  to  the  hasty  flight  recom 
mended  him. 

"  Well,  doctor,"  said  the  officer,  with  a  painful 
smile,  "  my  dancing  is  spoilt,  eh  ?  " 

"  Bagatelle!  "  replied  the  man  of  lancets.  "  Clean 
fracture,  neat  wound,  well  as  ever  in  a  month. 
Your  blood's  too  hot,  mon  lieutenant;  you'll  be  all 
the  better  for  losing  a  little  of  it." 

"  There,  there,"  said  De  Berg  kindly  to  Oakley, 
"  no  harm  done,  you  see — to  me  at  least.  I  should 
be  sorry  that  any  ensued  to  you.  Away  with  you 
at  once.  Take  him  away,  sir/'  he  added  to  me ; 
"  he  risks  his  life  by  this  delay." 

I  took  Oakley's  arm,  and  led  him  unresistingly 
away.  He  was  deep  in  thought,  and  scarcely  re 
plied  to  one  or  two  observations  I  addressed  to  him 
whilst  walking  out  of  the  wood.  Our  cabriolet  was 
waiting;  we  got  in,  and  took  the  road  to  Paris. 
"  I  hope  you  intend  following  M.  de  Berg's  advice," 
said  I,  "  and  leaving  the  country  for  a  while,  until 
you  are  certain  this  affair  does  not  become  known. 
He  evidently  fears  its  getting  wind  through  those 
soldiers." 

"  And  he  is  right,"  said  Oakley.  "  Two  of  them 
are  of  my  squadron,  and  of  those  two,  one  is  a  bad 
character  whom  I  have  frequently  had  to  punish.  He 
will  assuredly  not  lose  this  opportunity  of  revenge." 

"  Then  you  must  be  off  at  once  to  England.  My 
passport  is  already  countersigned,  and  you  can 
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have  it.  There  is  not  much  similarity  in  our  age 
and  appearance,  but  that  will  never  be  noticed." 

"  A  thousand  thanks.  But  I  think  I  shall  remain 
in  Paris/' 

"  And  be  brought  to  a  court-martial  ?  To  what 
punishment  are  you  liable  ?  " 

"  Death,  according  to  the  letter  of  the  law.  The 
French  articles  of  war  are  none  of  the  mildest. 
But,  under  the  circumstances,  I  daresay  I  should 
get  off  with  a  few  years'  imprisonment,  followed, 
perhaps,  by  serving  in  a  condemned  regiment." 

"  A  pleasant  alternative,  indeed,"  said  I. 

"  I  am  no  way  anxious  to  incur  it/'  replied  Oak 
ley  ;  u  but,  in  fact,  I  am  as  safe  in  Paris  as  any 
where,  at  least  for  a  day  or  two  ;  and  possibly  M. 
de  Berg  may  find  means  of  securing  the  silence  of 
the  witnesses.  At  any  rate,  it  will  be  time  enough 
to-morrow  or  the  next  day  to  make  a  run  of  it.  I 
cannot  go  upon  the  instant.  There  is  one  person 
I  must  see  or  communicate  with  before  I  leave." 

I  guessed  whom  he  meant,  and  saw,  from  his 
manner,  he  was  resolved*  to  remain,  so  used  no 
farther  arguments  to  dissuade  him.  Before  enter 
ing  Paris,  we  dismissed  our  vehicle  and  separated ; 
he  betook  himself  to  a  small  retired  lodging,  where 
he  had  taken  up  his  quarters  since  the  previous  even 
ing,  and  I  went  home  to  resume  my  preparations 
for  departure.  I  remained  in-doors  till  after  dinner, 
and  then  repaired  to  a  well-known  coffee-house, 
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frequented  chiefly  by  military  men.  As  I  had 
feared,  the  strange  duel  between  Victor  de  Berg 
and  a  sergeant  of  his  regiment  was  already  the  talk 
of  the  town.  It  had  been  immediately  reported  by 
the  soldiers  who  had  seen  it;  M.  de  Berg  was 
tinder  close  arrest,  and  the  police  were  diligently 
seeking  his  antagonist.  I  left  the  cafe,  jumped 
into  a  cabriolet,  and  made  all  speed  to  Oakley's 
lodging.  He  was  out.  I  went  again,  as  late  as 
eleven  o'clock,  but  still  he  was  absent ;  and  I  was 
obliged  to  content  myself  with  leaving  a  note,  con 
taining  a  word  of  caution  and  advice,  which  I  pru 
dently  abstained  from  signing.  I  then  went  home 
and  to  bed,  not  a  little  uneasy  about  him.  The 
next  morning  I  breakfasted  at  the  coffee-house,  in 
order  to  get  the  news ;  and  the  first  thing  I  heard 
was  intelligence  of  Oakley's  capture.  He  had  been 
taken  the  previous  evening,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  colonel's  house,  around  which  he  doubtless 
hovered  in  hopes  to  obtain  sight  or  speech  of 
Bertha. 

Few  courts-martial  ever  excited  a  stronger  in 
terest  in  the  French  military  world  than  those  held 
upon  Lieutenant  Victor  de  Berg  and  the  marechal 
des  logis  Francis  Oakley.  The  case  was  one  almost 
unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  military  offences.  A 
duel  between  an  officer  and  a  sergeant  was  a  thing 
previously  unheard  of;  and  the  mystery  in  which 
its  causes  were  enveloped  aggravated  the  universal 


MY   ENGLISH   ACQUAINTANCE.  03 

curiosity  and  excitement.  The  offenders  resolutely 
refused  to  throw  light  upon  the  subject ;  it  had 
been  vainly  endeavoured  to  ascertain  their  seconds  ; 
the  surgeon  who  attended  on  the  ground  had  been 
sought  for  equally  in  vain ;  after  placing  the  first 
dressings  he  had  disappeared,  and  another  had  been 
summoned  to  the  sufferer's  bedside.  The  wound 
proved  of  little  importance,  and,  with  the  assist 
ance  of  crutches,  De  Berg  was  soon  able  to  get  out. 
Upon  their  trials,  he  and  Oakley  persisted  in  the 
same  system  of  defence.  When  off  duty,  they  said, 
they  had  met  in  society,  and  had  had  a  dispute  on 
a  subject  unconnected  with  the  service ;  the  result 
had  been  an  agreement  to  settle  their  difference 
with  pistols.  Oakley  refused  to  state  from  whom 
the  challenge  proceeded ;  but  Lieutenant  de  Berg 
proclaimed  himself  the  aggressor,  and,  aware  that 
the  sentence  would  weigh  far  more  heavily  on  Oak 
ley  than  on  himself,  generously  assumed  a  large 
share  of  blame.  As  to  the  cause  of  quarrel,  names 
of  the  seconds,  and  all  other  particulars,  both  cul 
prits  maintained  a  determined  silence,  which  no 
endeavours  of  friends  or  judges  could  induce  them 
to  break.  Colonel  de  Bellechasse  and  various 
other  officers  visited  Oakley  in  his  prison,  and  did 
their  utmost  to  penetrate  the  mystery.  Their  high 
opinion  both  of  him  and  De  Berg,  convinced  them 
there  was  something  very  extraordinary  and  un 
usual  at  the  bottom  of  the  business,  and  that  its 
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disclosure  would  tell  favourably  for  the  prisoners. 
But  nothing  could  be  got  out  of  the  obstinate 
duellists,  who  called  no  witnesses,  except  to  cha 
racter.  Of  these  a  host  attended,  for  both  Oakley 
and  De  Berg ;  and  nothing  could  be  stronger  than 
the  laudatory  testimonials  given  them  by  their 
superiors  and  comrades.  These,  doubtless,  had 
weighed  with  the  court,  for  its  sentence  was  con 
sidered  very  lenient.  Oakley  was  condemned  to 
five  years'  imprisonment,  for  attempting  the  life  of 
his  officer ;  De  Berg  was  reprimanded  for  his  for- 
getfulness  of  discipline,  in  provoking  or  consenting 
to  a  personal  encounter  with  a  subordinate,  was 
removed  from  his  regiment  and  placed  in  non- 
activity,  which,  under  the  circumstances,  was  equi 
valent  to  dismissal  from  the  service,  less  the  dis 
grace. 

I  remained  in  Paris  till  the  sentence  of  the  court 
was  known.  Although  by  no  means  desirous  to  be 
brought  forward  in  the  business,  I  was  willing  to 
waive  my  repugnance,  if  by  so  doing  I  could  benefit 
Oakley.  With  some  difficulty  I  obtained  access  to 
him,  begged  him  to  prescribe  a  course  for  my  adop 
tion,  and  frankly  to  tell  me  if  my  evidence  could 
be  of  service.  He  assured  me  it  could  not ;  there 
was  no  question  of  the  fairness  of  the  duel,  and  the 
sole  crime  was  in  the  breach  of  military  discipline. 
This  crime  my  testimony  could  in  no  way  palliate. 
He  requested  me  to  see  M.  de  Berg,  and  to  tell 
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him  that,  to  avoid  the  possibility  of  the  cause  of 
the  duel  becoming  faiown,  he  should  refuse  to 
answer  questions,  plead  guilty  to  the  charge,  arid 
state,  as  sole  extenuation,  that  the  quarrel  occurred 
off  duty,  and  had  no  connection  with  military  mat 
ters.  This  commission  I  duly  executed.  Another 
which  he  intrusted  to  me  I  found  greater  difficulty 
in  performing.  It  was  to  procure  information,  con 
cerning  Bertha  de  Bellechasse.  After  some  unsuc 
cessful  attempts,  I  at  last  ascertained  that  she  had 
been  for  some  clays  confined  to  her  bed  by  indispo 
sition.  This  was  sad  news  for  Oakley,  and  I  was 
loth  to  convey  them  to  him,  but  I  had  promised 
him  the  exact  truth.  Fortunately  I  was  able  to 
tell  him  at  the  same  time  that  the  young  lady's  ill 
ness  was  not  of  a  dangerous  character,  although 
the  species  of  nervous  languor  which  had  suddenly 
and  unaccountably  seized  her,  caused  great  alarm 
to  her  parents,  and  especially  to  the  colonel,  who 
idolised  his  only  child.  Oakley  was  sadly  de 
pressed  on  learning  the  effect  upon  Bertha  of  his 
imprisonment  and  dangerous  position,  and  made 
me  promise  to  keep  him  informed  of  the  variations 
in  her  state  of  health.  This  I  did,  but  the  bulletins 
were  not  of  a  very  satisfactory  nature,  and  in  Oak 
ley's  pale  and  haggard  countenance  upon  the  clay 
of  trial,  attributed  by  the  spectators  to  uneasiness 
about  his  own  fate,  I  read  the  painful  and  wearing 
anxiety  the  illness  of  his  mistress  occasioned  him. 
7  E 
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The  sentence  was  no  sooner  published,  than 
every  effort  was  made  to  procure  Oakley's  pardon, 
or,  failing  that,  a  commutation  of  his  punishment. 
Colonel  de  Bellechasse  used  all  the  interest  he 
could  command ;  Monsieur  de  Berg  set  his  friends 
to  work ;  and  I,  on  my  part,  did  everything  in  my 
power  to  obtain  mercy  for  the  unfortunate  young 
man.  All  our  endeavours  were  fruitless.  The 
minister  of  war  refused  to  listen  to  the  applica 
tions  by  which  he  was  besieged.  In  a  military 
view,  the  crime  was  flagrant,  subversive  of  disci 
pline,  and  especially  dangerous  as  a  precedent  in 
an  army  where  promotion  from  the  ranks  continu 
ally  placed  between  men,  originally  from  the  same 
class  of  society  and  long  comrades  and  equals,  the 
purely  conventional  barrier  of  the  epaulet.  The 
court-martial,  taking  into  consideration  the  peculiar 
character  of  the  offence,  had  avoided  the  infliction 
of  an  ignominious  punishment.  Oakley  was  not 
sentenced  to  the  boulet,  or  to  be  herded  with  com 
mon  malefactors ;  his  doom  was  to  simple  im 
prisonment.  And  that  doom  the  authorities  refused 
to  mitigate. 

Some  days  had  elapsed  since  Oakley's  con 
demnation.  Eeturning  weary  and  dispirited  from 
a  final  attempt  to  interest  an  influential  personage 
in  his  behalf,  I  was  startled  by  a  smart  tap  upon 
the  shoulder,  and  looking  round,  beheld  the  shrewd, 
good-humoured  countenance  of  Mr  Anthony  Scriv- 
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ington,  a  worthy  man  and  excellent  lawyer,  who 
had  long  had  entire  charge  of  my  temporal  affairs. 
Upon  this  occasion,  however,  I  felt  small  gratifica 
tion  at  sight  of  him,  for  I  had  a  lawsuit  pending, 
on  account  of  which  I  well  knew  I  ought  to  have 
been  in  England  a  month  previously,  and  should 
have  been  but  for  this  affair  of  Oakley's,  which 
had  interested  and  occupied  me  to  the  exclusion  of 
my  personal  concerns.  My  solicitor's  unexpected 
appearance  made  me  apprehend  serious  detriment 
from  my  neglect.  He  read  my  alarm  upon  my 
countenance. 

"Ah!"  said  he,  "conscience  pricks  you,  I  see. 
You  know  I  have  been  expecting  you  these  six 
weeks.  No  harm  done,  however ;  we  shall  win 
the  day,  not  a  doubt  of  it." 

"  Then  you  are  not  come  about  my  business?" 

"  Not  the  least,  although  I  shall  take  you  back 
writh  me,  now  I  have  found  you.  A  very  dif 
ferent  affair  brings  me  over.  By  the  by,  you  may 
perhaps  help  me.  You  know  all  Paris.  I  am  come 
to  look  for  an  Englishman." 

"  You  need  not  look  long,"  said  I,  glancing  at  a 
party  of  unmistakable  Britons,  who  stood  talking 
broad  Cockney  on  the  Boulevard. 

"  Ay,  but  not  any  Englishman.  I  want  one  in 
particular,  the  heir  to  a  pretty  estate  of  eight  or 
ten  thousand  a-year.  He  was  last  heard  of  in 
Paris  three  years  ago,  and  since  then  all  trace  of 
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liim  is  lost.  "Tis  an  odd  affair  enough.  No  one 
could  have  expected  his  coming  to  the  estate.  A 
couple  of  years  since,  there  were  two  young  healthy 
men  in  his  way.  Both  have  died  off, — and  he  is 
the  owner  of  Oakley  Manor." 

"  Of  what?"  I  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  voice  that 
made  Scrivington  stagger  back,  and  for  a  moment 
drew  the  eyes  of  the  whole  street  upon  us.  "  What 
did  you  say?" 

u  Oakley  Manor,"  stammered  the  alarmed  at 
torney,  settling  his  well-brushed  hat,  which  had 
almost  fallen  from  his  head  with,  the  start  he  had 
given.  "  Old  Valentine  Oakley  died  the  other  day, 
and  his  nephew  Francis  comes  into  the  estate. 
But  what  on  earth  is  the  matter  with  you?" 

For  sole  reply  I  grasped  his  arm,  and  dragged 
him  into  my  house,  close  to  which  we  had  arrived. 
There,  five  minutes  cleared  up  everything,  and 
convinced  Scrivington  and  myself  that  the  man  he 
sought  now  languished,  a  condemned  criminal,  in  a 
French  military  prison. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  dwell  upon  what  all  will 
conjecture ;  superfluous  to  detail  the  active  steps 
that  were  at  once  taken  in  Oakley's  behalf,  with 
very  different  success,  now  that  the  unknown  ser 
geant  had  suddenly  assumed  the  character  of  an 
English  gentleman  of  honourable  name  and  ample 
fortune.  Persons  of  great  influence  and  diplomatic 
weight,  who  before  had  refused  to  espouse  the 
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cause  of  an  obscure  adventurer  in  a  foreign  ser 
vice,  siiffered  themselves  to  be  prevailed  upon,  and 
interceded  efficaciously  for  the  master  of  Oakley 
Manor.  It  was  even  said  that  a  letter  was  written 
on  the  subject  by  an  English  general  of  high  dis 
tinction  to  an  old  opponent  in  arms.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  all  difficulties  were  at  length  overcome,  and 
Oakley  received  his  free  pardon  and  discharge  from 
the  French  service.  And  that  equal  measure  of 
clemency  might  be  shown,  De  Berg,  upon  the 
same  day,  was  allowed  to  resume  his  place  in  his 
regiment. 

I  would  tell  how  the  news  of  her  lover's  pardon 
proved  more  potent  than  all  the  efforts  of  the  faculty 
to  bring  back  joy  to  Bertha's  heart  and  the  roses 
to  her  cheek ;  how  Colonel  Count  de  Bellechasse, 
on  being  informed  of  the  attachment  between  his 
daughter  and  Oakley,  and  of  the  real  cause  of  the 
duel,  at  first  stormed  and  was  furious,  but  gradu 
ally  allowed  himself  to  be  mollified,  and  finally 
gave  his  consent  to  their  union;  how  De  Berg 
exchanged  into  a  regiment  serving  in  Africa,  and 
has  since  gained  laurels  and  high  rank.  But  I 
have  no  time  to  expatiate  upon  any  of  these  in 
teresting  matters,  for  I  leave  town  to-morrow  morn- 
ing  for  Oakley  Manor,  to  pay  my  annual  visit  to 
MY  ENGLISH  ACQUAINTANCE. 
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BY  THOMAS  DOUBLEDAY,  ESQ. 
[MAGA.    JUNE  1829.J 

"  T  ET  him,  to  whom  experience  hath  been  al- 
-L*  lotted,  think  it  a  duty  to  impart  it.  We 
know  not  of  how  long  a  growth  goodness  is ;  nor 
how  slow  an  approach  even  a  protracted  culture 
makes  towards  perfection.  A  life  of  holiness  may 
end  in  an  apostle.  As  the  tree,  that  hath  felt  all 
the  winds  of  heaven,  strikes  root  in  that  direction 
whence  they  oftenest  blow,  so  goodness  must  have 
known  vicissitude,  to  know  when  to  resist  and 
when  to  bend.  To  know  ourselves  is  to  have  en 
dured  much  and  long.  We  must  trace  and  limn 
out  the  map  of  our  whole  nature  to  be  sure  where 
it  is  desert,  and  where  it  is  fruitful — to  know  the 
1  stony  ground,' — to  discover  which  needeth  the 
plough,  and  which  doth  not.  That  piety,  which 
is  built  on  ignorance,  holds  up  the  shield  where 
the  arrow  comes  not ;  and  sleeps  unmailed  when 
the  enemy  is  at  the  gate.  It  dismounts  to  pursue 
tin  Parthian;  and  would  dig  a  deep  trench  around 
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the  tents  of  the  Nomades.  It  is  long  ere  we  root 
out  the  weaknesses  of  our  nature,  or  know  the 
art  to  preserve  the  virtue  we  have  attained.  For 
goodness,  by  over  earnestness,  may  unwittingly  be 
changed  from  its  own  essence,  as  he  who  knoweth 
not  the  vintage  shall  make  vinegar  of  wine.  When 
we  have  stubbed  up  and  consumed  the  first  growth 
of  our  sinfulness,  there  ariseth  a  second  crop  from 
the  ashes  of  that  which  was  destroyed.  Even  as 
1  the  flax  and  the  barley  were  smitten ;  for  the  bar 
ley  was  in  the  ear,  and  the  flax  was  boiled :  but 
the  wheat  and  the  rye  were  not  smitten,  for  they 
were  not  grown  up; '  so  will  SELF-SATISFACTION  arise, 
after  worldly  pride  and  vanity  have  been  withered 
up.  Let  him  who  has  found  inward  peace  content 
himself  that  he  is  arrived  at  the  Pillars  of  Hercules, 
beyond  which  there  is  no  safe  way.  That  self- 
integrity  which  deems  itself  immaculate  is  dan 
gerous.  Well  hath  it  been  said,  '  Make  no  sup- 
pletories  to  thyself  when  thou  art  disgraced  or 
slighted,  by  pleasing  thyself  with  the  supposition 
that  thou  didst  deserve  praise — neither  do  thou 
get  thyself  a  private  theatre  and  flatterers,  in  whose 
vain  noises  and  fantastic  praises  thou  mayst  keep 
up  thy  good  opinion  of  thyself.'  Be  the  act  never 
so  good,  yet  if  it  be  performed  rather  with  reference 
to  him  who  does  than  to  that  which  is  done,  there 
is  a  taint  in  it  for  which  Eve  is  hardly  answerable. 
It  is  but  as  a  fair  tower  which  the  builder  has  set 
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on  an  unknown  quicksand,  and  wliicli  the  floods 
shall  damage  or  carry  away.  Oh  !  whosoever  thou 
art  that  readest  this,  forget  not  these  words,  but 
grave  them  as  on  marble,  arid  in  golden  letters. 
'  While  the  altar  sends  up  a  holy  flame,  have  a  care 
thou  dost  not  suffer  the  birds  to  come  and  carry 
away  the  sacrifice — and  let  not  that  which  began 
well  end  in  thine  own  praise  or  temporal  satisfac 
tion,  or  a  sin  ! ' ' 

****** 

Until  my  twenty-seventh  year  I  resided  in  the 

small  cathedral  town  of  C r  in  which  I  was 

born.  My  parents — especially  my  mother — were  of 
a  serious  cast.  She  had  been  educated  as  a  Quaker, 
but  following  her  own  notions  as  to  religion,  she 
in  the  latter  part  of  her  life  became  attached  to  the 
tenets  of  that  sect  known  by  the  name  of  Moravians, 
and  last  of  all  to  those  which,  when  held  in  con 
nection  with  the  ritual  of  the  Church  of  England, 
are  termed  "Evangelical;"  or,  in  dissent  from  it, 
"  Methodistical." 

She  was  warm  and  fanciful  in  her  devotional 
practice  ;  for  which  the  belief  as  to  the  palpable 
and  plenary  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit  upon  the 
human  mind,  in  which  she  was  bred,  may  help  to 
account.  Of  these  aspirations  I,  an  ardent  and 
sensitive  boy,  soon  learned  to  partake.  My  mind 
was  never  naturally  prone  to  vice ;  and  my  ima 
gination,  though  forward,  was  pure.  I  was  brought 
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up  by  iny  excellent  parents  in  the  practice  of  virtue ; 
and  I  loved  it.  With  an  outward  conduct  thus 
guaranteeing  inward  persuasions — with  professions 
borne  out  by  an  unquestioned  and  pure,  if  not  alto 
gether  unostentatious  piety  of  behaviour,  what  won 
der  that  I  soon  became  a  distinguished  votary  of 
the  peculiar  principles  to  which  I  had  attached 
myself.  It  is  difficult  for  a  young  man  to  know 
himself  looked  up  to — be  the  cause  what  it  may — 
without  his  feelings  and  his  conduct  being  affected 
by  such  homage.  Nature  had  endowed  me,  if  not 
with  eloquence,  at  least  with  considerable  fluency 
of  speech ;  and  as  my  natural  diffidence — which 
at  first  was  great — wore  away,  whether  by  extem 
pore  prayer  or  seasonable  exhortation,  the  effects  I 
produced  exceeded  those,  the  fruits  of  zeal,  of  those 
about  me.  I  became  admired  as  one  more  than 
usually  gifted,  and  was  gradually  exalted  into  a 
leader.  The  occasional  tendency  to  gloom  and 
nervous  irritability  to  which  my  temperament  in 
clined  me,  was  yet  only  marked  enough  to  throw 
no  unbecoming  seriousness  and  gravity  into  the 
features  of  so  young  an  apostle.  It  was  strange  to 
see  persons  of  all  ages  and  both  sexes  admiring  at 
the  innate  seriousness  of  so  early  a  preacher,  and 
owning  the  sometimes  really  fervid  earnestness  of 
my  appeals,  my  warnings,  or  my  denunciations.  I 
began  more  and  more  to  feel  myself  in  a  station 
above  that  of  my  fellows,  and  that  I  had  now  a 
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character  to  sustain  before  the  eyes  of  men.  Young 
as  I  was,  could  it  well  have  been  otherwise  ?  Let 
me,  however,  speak  the  truth.  Spiritual  pride  at 
last  crept  upon  me.  Devotion  by  insensible  degrees 
became  tainted  with  self,  and  the  image  of  God 
was,  I  fear,  sometimes  forgotten  for  that  of  His  frail 
and  unworthy  creature.  True  it  was,  I  still,  with 
out  slackening,  spoke  comfort  to  the  ear  of  suffer 
ing  or  repentant  sin — I  still  exhorted  the  weak  and 
strengthened  the  strong.  I  still  warned  the  be 
sotted  in  corruption  that  the  fruits  of  vice,  blossom 
as  she  will,  are  but  like  those  of  the  shores  of  the 
Dead  Sea,  seeming  gay,  but  only  emptiness  and 
bitter  ashes.  But  alas  !  the  bearer  of  the  blessed 
message  spoke  as  if  the  worm  that  bore,  could  add 
grace  to  the  tidings  he  conveyed  to  his  fellow- 
worm.  I  was  got  upon  a  precipice,  but  knew  it 
not — that  of  self- worship  and  conceit — the  worst 
creature-idolatry.  It  was  bitterly  revealed  to  me 
at  last. 

About    the    year   1790,   at   the   Assizes  for  the 

county  of  which  the  town  of  C r  is  the  county 

town,  was  tried  and  convicted  a  wretch  guilty  of 
one  of  the  most  horrible  murders  upon  record.  He 
was  a  young  man,  probably  (for  he  knew  not  his 
own  years)  of  about  twenty-two  years  of  age — one 
of  those  wandering  and  unsettled  creatures,  who 
seem  to  be  driven  from  place  to  place,  they  know 
not  why.  Without  home,  without  name,  without 
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companion,  without  sympathy,  without  sense,  — 
heartless,  friendless,  idealess,  almost  soulless !  and 
so  ignorant,  as  not  even  to  seem  to  know  whether 
he  had  ever  heard  of  a  Kedeemer,  or  seen  His 
written  Word.  It  was  on  a  stormy  Christmas  eve 
when  he  begged  shelter  in  the  hut  of  an  old  man, 
whose  office  it  was  to  regulate  the  transit  of  con 
veyances  upon  the  road  of  a  great  mining  estab 
lishment  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  old  man  had 
received  him,  and  shared  with  him  his  humble 
cheer  and  his  humble  bed ;  for  on  that  night  the 
wind  blew,  and  the  sleet  drove,  after  a  manner  that 
would  have  made  it  a  crime  to  have  turned  a 
stranger  dog  to  the  door.  The  next  day  the  poor 
old  creature  was  found  dead  in  his  hut — his  brains 
beaten  out  with  an  old  iron  implement  which  he 
used,  and  his  little  furniture  rifled  and  in  confu 
sion.  The  wretch  had  murdered  him  for  the  sup 
posed  hoard  of  a  few  shillings.  The  snow,  from 
which  he  afforded  his  murderer  shelter,  had  drifted 
in  at  the  door,  which  the  miscreant,  when  he  fled, 
had  left  open,  and  was  frozen  red  with  the  blood  of 
his  victim.  But  it  betrayed  a  footstep  hard  frozen 
in  the  snow  and  blood ;  and  the  nails  of  the  mur 
derer's  shoe  were  counted,  even  as  his  days  were 
soon  to  be.  He  was  taken  a  few  days  after  with  a 
handkerchief  of  the  old  man's  upon  his  neck.  So 
blind  is  blood-guiltiness. 

Up  to  the   hour  of  condemnation  he  remained 
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reckless  as  the  wind — unrepenting  as  the  flint — 
venomous  as  the  blind  worm.  With  that  deep  and 
horrible  cunning  which  is  so  often  united  to  un 
principled  ignorance,  he  had  almost  involved  in  his 
fate  another  vagrant  with 'whom  he  had  chanced  to 
consort,  and  to  whom  he  had  disposed  of  some  of 
the  blood-bought  spoils.  The  circumstantial  evi 
dence  was  so  involved  and  interwoven,  that  the 
jury,  after  long  and  obvious  hesitation  as  to  the 
latter,  found  both  guilty ;  and  the  terrible  sentence 
of  death,  within  forty-eight  hours,  was  passed  upon 
both.  The  culprit  bore  it  without  much  outward 
emotion ;  but  when  taken  from  the  dock,  his  com 
panion,  infuriated  by  despair  and  grief,  found 
means  to  level  a  violent  blow  at  the  head  of  his 
miserable  and  selfish  betrayer,  which  long  deprived 
the  wretch  of  sense  and  motion,  and,  for  some  time, 
was  thought  to  have  anticipated  the  executioner. 
Would  it  had  done  so  !  But  let  me  do  my  duty  as 
I  ought — let  me  repress  the  horror  which  one  scene 
of  this  dreadful  drama  never  fails  to  throw  over  my 
spirit — that  I  may  tell  my  story  as  a  man — and  my 
confession  at  least  be  clear.  When  the  felon  awoke 
out  of  the  death-like  trance  into  which  this  assault 
had  thrown  him,  his  hardihood  was  gone ;  and  he 
was  reconveyed  to  the  cell,  in  which  he  was  destined 
agonisingly  to  struggle  out  his  last  hideous  and 
distorted  hours,  in  a  state  of  abject  horror  which 
cannot  be  described.  He  who  felt  nothing,  knew 
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nothing,  had  now  his  eyes  opened  with  terrible 
clearness  to  one  object — the  livid  phantasm  a  of  a 
strangling  death.  All  the  rest  was  convulsive 
despair  and  darkness.  Thought  shudders  at  it — 
but  let  me  go  on. 

The  worthy  clergyman,  whose  particular  duty  it 
was  to  smooth  and  soften,  and,  if  possible,  illu 
minate  the  last  dark  hours  of  the  dying  wretch, 
was  not  unwilling  to  admit  the  voluntary  aid  of 
those  whom  religious  predispositions  and  natural 
commiseration  excited  to  share  with  him  in  the 
work  of  piety.  The  task  was  in  truth  a  hard  one. 
The  poor  wretch,  for  the  sake  of  the  excitement 
which  such  intercourse  naturally  afforded  him,  and 
which  momentarily  relieved  his  sick  and  fainting 
spirit,  groaned  out  half -articulate  expressions  of 
acquiescence  in  the  appeals  that  were  made  to 
him  ;  but  the  relief  was  physical  merely.  The 
grasp  of  the  friendly  hand  made  waver  for  a  moment 
the  heavy  shadow  of  death  which  hung  upon  him — 
and  he  grasped  it.  The  voice  breathing  mercy 
and  comfort  in  his  ear,  stilled  for  a  second  the 
horrid  echo  of  doom — and  he  listened  to  it.  It  was 
as  the  drowning  man  gasps  at  the  bubble  of  air 
which  he  draws  down  with  him  in  sinking — or  as  a 
few  drops  of  rain  to  him  at  the  stake,  around  whom 
the  fire  is  kindled  and  hot.  This,  alas !  we  saw 
not  as  we  ought  to  have  done ;  but  when  the  sink 
ing  wretch,  at  the  word  "  mercy,"  laid  his  head 
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upon  our  shoulder  and  groaned,  we,  sanguine  in 
enthusiasm,  deemed  it  deep  repentance.  When  his 
brow  seemed  smooth  for  a  space  at  the  sound  of 
eternal  life,  we  thought  him  as  "  a  brand  snatched 
from  the  burning/'  In  the  forward  pride  (for  pride 
it  was)  of  human  perfectibility,  we  took  him — him 
the  murderer — as  it  were  under  our  tutelage  and 
protection.  We  prayed  with  him,  we  read  to 
him,  we  watched  with  him,  we  blessed  his  miser 
able  sleeps,  and  met  his  more  wretched  awakings. 
In  the  presumption  of  our  pity,  we  would  cleanse 
that  white,  in  the  world's  eye,  which  God  had,  for 
inscrutable  purposes,  ordained  should  seem  to  the 
last  murky  as  hell.  We  would  paint  visibly  upon 
him  the  outward  and  visible  sign  of  sin  washed 
away,  and  mercy  found.  That  that  intended  triumph 
may  not  have  helped  to  add  or  to  retain  one  feather's 
weight  in  the  balance  against  him,  let  me  humbly 
hope  and  trust.  That  I  was  a  cause,  and  a  great 
one,  of  this  unhappy  delusion,  let  me  not  deny. 
God  forgive  me,  if  I  thought  sometimes  less  of  the 
soul  to  be  saved  than  of  him  who  deemed  he  might 
be  one  of  the  humble  instruments  of  grace.  It  is 
but  too  true  that  I  fain  would  have  danced,  like 
David,  before  the  ark.  Within  and  without  was  I 
assailed  by  those  snares  which,  made  of  pride,  are 
seen  in  the  disguise  of  charity.  The  aspirations  of 
my  friends,  the  eyes  of  mine  enemies,  the  wishes  of 
the  good,  and  the  sneers  of  the  mistrustful,  were 
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about  rne,  and  upon  me ;  and  I  undertook  to  pass 
with  the  murderer — HIS  LAST  NIGHT — such  a  last ! — 
but  let  me  compose  myself. 

****** 

It  was  about  the  hour  of  ten,  on  a  gusty  and  some 
what  raw  evening  of  September,  that  I  was  locked 
up  alone  with  the  murderer.  It  was  the  evening  of 
the  Sabbath.  Some  rain  had  fallen,  and  the  sun 
had  not  been  long  set  without  doors ;  but  for  the 
last  hour  and  a  half  the  dungeon  had  been  dark, 
and  illuminated  only  by  a  single  taper.  The  clergy 
man  of  the  prison,  and  some  of  my  religious  friends, 
had  sat  with  us  until  the  hour  of  locking-lip,  when, 
at  the  suggestion  of  the  gaoler,  they  departed.  I 
must  confess  their  "  good-night,"  and  the  sound  of 
the  heavy  door,  which  the  gaoler  locked  after  him 
when  he  went  to  accompany  them  to  the  outer  gate 
of  the  gaol,  sounded  heavily  on  my  heart.  I  felt  a 
sudden  shrink  within  me,  as  their  steps  quickly 
ceased  to  be  heard  upon  the  stone  stairs ;  and  when 
the  distant  prison-door  was  finally  closed,  I  watched 
the  last  echo.  I  had  for  a  moment  forgotten  my 
companion.  When  I  turned  round  he  was  sitting 
on  the  side  of  his  low  pallet,  towards  the  head 
of  it,  supporting  his  head  by  his  elbow  against 
the  wall,  apparently  in  a  state  of  half  stupor.  He 
was  motionless,  excepting  a  sort  of  convulsive 
movement,  between  sprawling  and  clutching  of  the 
fingers  of  the  right  hand,  which  was  extended  on 
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his  knee.  His  shrunk  cheeks  exhibited  a  deadly 
ashen  paleness,  with  a  slight  tinge  of  yellow,  the 
effect  of  confinement.  His  eyes  were  glassy  and 
sunken,  and  seemed  in  part  to  have  lost  the  power 
of  gazing.  They  were  turned  with  an  unmeaning 
and  vacant  stare  upon  the  window,  where  the  last 
red  streak  of  day  was  faintly  visible,  which  they 
seemed  vainly  endeavouring  to  watch.  The  sense 
of  my  own  situation  now  recoiled  strongly  upon  me ; 
and  the  sight  of  the  wretch  sitting  stiffened  in  quiet 
agony  (for  it  was  no  better),  affected  me  with  a 
faint  sickness.  I  felt  that  an  effort  was  necessary, 
and,  with  some  difficulty,  addressed  a  few  cheering 
and  consolatory  phrases  to  the  miserable  creature 
I  had  undertaken  to  support.  My  words  might 
not,r — but  I  fear  my  tone  was  too  much  in  unison 
with  his  feelings,  such  as  they  were.  His  answer 
was  a  few  inarticulate  mutterings,  between  which 
the  spasmodic  twitching  of  his  fingers  became  more 
apparent  than  before.  A  noise  at  the  door  seemed 
decidedly  to  rouse  him  ;  and  as  he  turned  his  head 
with  a  sudden  effort,  I  felt  relieved  to  see  the  gaoler 
enter.  He  was  used  to  such  scenes  ;  and  with  an 
air  of  commiseration,  but  in  a  tone  which  lacked 
none  of  the  firmness  with  which  he  habitually 
spoke,  he  asked  the  unhappy  man  some  question 
of  his  welfare,  and  seemed  satisfied  with  the  head- 
shake  and  inarticulately  muttered  replies  of  the 
again  drooping  wretch,  as  if  they  were  expected, 
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and  of  course.  Having  directed  the  turnkey  to 
place  some  wine  and  slight  refreshments  on  the 
table,  and  to  trim  the  light,  he  told  me  in  a  whisper 
that  my  friends  would  be  at  the  prison,  with  the 
clergyman,  at  the  hour  of  six ;  and  bidding  the 
miserable  convict  and  myself,  after  a  cheering  word 
or  two,  "  good-night,"  he  departed — the  door  was 
closed — and  the  murderer  and  I  were  finally  left 
together. 

It  was  now  past  the  hour  of  ten  o'clock ;  and  it 
became  my  solemn  duty  to  take  heed  that  the  last 
few  hours  of  the  dying  sinner  passed  not  without 
such  comfort  to  his  struggling  soul  as  human  help 
might  hold  out.  After  reading  to  him  some  pas 
sages  of  the  gospel,  the  most  apposite  to  his  trying 
state,  and  some  desultory  and  unconnected  conver 
sation — for  the  poor  creature  at  times  seemed  to  be 
unable,  under  his  load  of  horror,  to  keep  his  ideas 
connected  further  than  as  they  dwelt  upon  his  own 
nearing  and  unavoidable  execution — I  prevailed 
upon  him  to  join  in  prayer.  He  at  this  time  ap 
peared  to  be  either  so  much  exhausted,  or  labour 
ing  under  so  much  lassitude  from  fear  and  want  of 
rest,  that  I  found  it  necessary  to  take  his  arm  and 
turn  him  upon  his  knees  by  the  pallet-side.  The 
hour  was  an  awful  one.  No  sound  was  heard  save 
an  occasional  ejaculation  between  a  sigh  and  a 
smothered  groan  from  the  wretched  felon.  The 
candle  burned  dimly ;  and  as  I  turned  I  saw,  though 
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I  scarcely  noticed  it  at  the  moment,  a  dim  insect  of 
the  moth  species  fluttering  hurriedly  round  it,  the 
sound  of  whose  wings  mournfully  filled  up  the 
pauses  of  myself  and  my  companion.  When  the 
nerves  are  strained  to  their  uttermost,  by  such 
trifling  circumstances  are  we  affected.  Here  (thought 
I)  there  has  been  no  light,  at  such  an  hour,  for 
many  years  ;  and  yet  here  is  one  whose  office  it 
seems  to  be  to  watch  it  1  My  spirit  felt  the  neces 
sity  of  some  exertion  ;  and,  with  an  energy  for 
which  a  few  minutes  before  I  had  hardly  dared  to 
hope,  I  poured  out  my  soul  in  prayer.  I  besought 
mercy  upon  the  blood-stained  creature  who  was 
grovelling  beside  me  ;  I  asked  that  repentance  and 
peace  might  be  vouchsafed  him  j  I  begged,  for  our 
Redeemer's  sake,  that  his  last  moments  might  know 
that  untasted  rapture  of  sin  forgiven,  and  a  cleansed 
soul,  which  faith  alone  can  bring  to  fallen  man ;  I 
conjured  him  to  help  and  aid  me  to  call  upon  the 
name  of  Christ ;  and  I  bade  him  put  off  life  and 
forget  it,  and  to  trust  in  that  name  alone  ;  I  inter 
ceded  that  his  latter  agony  might  be  soothed,  and 
that  the  leave-taking  of  body  and  soul  might  be  in 
quietness  and  peace.  But  he  shook  and  shivered, 
and  nature  clung  to  the  miserable  straw  of  exist 
ence  which  yet  floated  upon  the  wide  and  dismal 
current  of  oblivion,  and  he  groaned  heavily  and 
muttered,  "  No  1  no  !  no  1 "  as  if  the  very  idea  of 
death  was  unbearable,  even  for  a  moment ;  and 
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"  to  die,"  even  to  him  that  must,  were  a  thing  im 
possible,  and  not  to  be  thought  of  or  named.  And 
as  I  wrestled  with  the  adversary  that  had  dominion 
over  him,  he  buried  his  shrunk  and  convulsed  fea 
tures  in  the  covering  of  his  miserable  pallet ;  while 
his  fingers  twisted  and  writhed  about,  like  so  many 
scotched  snakes,  and  his  low  sick  moans  made  the 
very  dungeon  darker. 

When  I  lifted  him  from  his  kneeling  position,  he 
obeyed  my  movement  like  a  tired  child,  and  again 
sat  on  the  low  pallet,  in  a  state  of  motionless  and 
unresisting  torpor.  The  damp  sweat  stood  on  my 
own  forehead,  though  not  so  cold  as  on  his  ;  and  I 
poured  myself  out  a  small  portion  of  wine,  to  ward 
off  the  exhaustion  which  I  began  to  feel  unusually 
strong  upon  me.  I  prevailed  upon  the  poor  wretch 
to  swallow  a  little  with  me  ;  and,  as  I  broke  a  bit 
of  bread,  I  thought,  and  spoke  to  him,  of  that  last 
repast  of  Him  who  came  to  call  sinners  to  repent 
ance  ;  and  methought  his  eye  grew  lighter  than  it 
was.  The  sinking  frame,  exhausted  and  worn  down 
by  anxiety,  confinement,  and  the  poor  allowance  of 
a  felon's  gaol,  drew  a  short  respite  from  the  cordial; 
and  he  listened  to  my  words  with  something  of 
self-collectedness — albeit  slight  tremblings  might 
still  be  seen  to  run  along  his  nerves  at  intervals ; 
and  his  features  collapsed,  ever  and  anon,  into  that 
momentary  vacuity  of  wildness  which  the  touch  of 
despair  never  fails  to  give.  I  endeavoured  to  im- 
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prove  the  occasion.  I  exhorted  him,  for  his  soul's 
sake,  and  the  relief  of  that  which  needed  it  too 
much,  to  make  a  full  and  unreserved  confession, 
not  only  to  God,  who  needed  it  not,  but  to  man, 
who  did.  I  besought  him,  for  the  good  of  all,  and 
as  he  valued  his  soul's  health,  to  detail  the  particu 
lars  of  his  crime,  but  his  eye  fell.  That  dark  enemy, 
who  takes  care  to  leave  in  the  heart  just  hope 
enough  to  keep  despair  alive,  tongue-tied  him,  and 
he  would  not — even  now,  at  the  eleventh  hour — 
give  up  the  vain  imagination  that  the  case  of  his 
companion  might  yet  be  confounded  with  his,  to 
the  escape  of  both — and  vain  it  was.  It  had  not 
been  felt  advisable  so  far  to  make  him  acquainted 
with  the  truth,  that  this  had  already  been  sifted 
and  decided ;  and  I  judged  this  to  be  the  time. 
Again  and  again  I  urged  confession  upon  him.  I 
put  it  to  him  that  this  act  of  justice  might  now  be 
done  for  its  own  sake,  and  for  that  of  the  cleansing 
from  spot  of  his  stained  spirit.  I  told  him,  finally, 
that  it  could  no  longer  prejudice  him  in  this  world, 
where  his  fate  was  written  and  sealed,  for  that  his 
companion  was  reprieved.  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 
Whether  the  tone  of  my  voice,  untutored  in  such 
business,  had  raised  a  momentary  hope,  I  know 
net,  but  the  revulsion  was  dreadful.  He  stared 
with  a  vacant  look  of  sudden  horror — a  look  which 
those  who  never  saw  cannot  conceive,  and  which 
(the  remembrance  is  enough)  I  hope  never  to  see 
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again — and  twisting  round,  rolled  upon  his  pallet 
with  a  stifled  moan  that  seemed  tearing  him  in 
pieces.  As  he  lay,  moaning  and  writhing  back 
wards  and  forwards,  the  convulsions  of  his  legs, 
the  twisting  of  his  fingers,  and  the  shiverings  that 
ran  through  his  frame  were  terrible. 

To  attempt  to  rouse  him  seemed  only  to  increase 
their  violence,  as  if  the  very  sound  of  the  human 
voice  was,  under  his  dreadful  circumstances,  in 
tolerable,  as  renewing  the  sense  of  reality  to  a 
reason  already  clouding,  and  upon  the  verge  of 
temporary  delirium.  He  was  the  picture  of  despair. 
As  he  turned  his  face  to  one  side,  I  saw  that  a  few, 
but  very  few  hot  tears  had  been  forced  from  his 
glassy  and  blood-shot  eyes  ;  and  in  his  writhings 
he  had  scratched  one  cheek  against  his  iron  bed 
stead,  the  red  discoloration  of  which  contrasted 
sadly  with  the  deathly  pallidness  of  hue  which  his 
visage  now  showed  :  during  his  struggles,  one  shoe 
had  come  off,  and  lay  unheeded  on  the  damp  stone- 
floor.  The  demon  was  triumphant  within  him ;  and 
when  he  groaned,  the  sound  seemed  scarcely  that 
of  a  human  being,  so  much  had  horror  changed  it. 
I  kneeled  over  him, — but  in  vain.  He  heard  no 
thing — he  felt  nothing — he  knew  nothing,  but  that 
extremity  of  prostration  to  which  a  moment's  re 
spite  would  be  Dives'  drop  of  water,  and  yet,  in 
such  circumstances,  anything  but  a  mercy.  He 
could  not  bear  for  a  moment  to  think  upon  his  own 
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death — a  moment's  respite  would  only  have  added 
new  strength  to  the  agony  :  he  might  be  dead,  but 
could  not  " — die  ;  "  and  in  the  storm  of  my  agita 
tion  and  pity,  I  prayed  to  the  Almighty  to  relieve 
him  at  once  from  sufferings  which  seemed  too  hor 
rible  even  to  be  contemplated. 

How  long  this  tempest  of  despair  continued,  I 
do  not  know.  All  that  I  can  recall  is,  that  after 
almost  losing  my  own  recollection  under  the  agita 
tion  of  the  scene,  I  suddenly  perceived  that  his 
moans  were  less  loud  and  continuous,  and  that  I 
ventured  to  look  at  him,  which  I  had  not  done  for 
some  space.  Nature  had  become  exhausted,  and 
he  was  sinking  gradually  into  a  stupor,  which 
seemed  something  between  sleep  and  fainting. 
This  relief  did  not  continue  long — and  as  soon  as  I 
saw  him  begin  to  revive  again  to  a  sense  of  his 
situation,  I  made  a  strong  effort,  and  lifting  him 
up,  seated  him  again  on  the  pallet,  and,  pouring  out 
a  small  quantity  of  wine,  gave  it  him  to  drink,  not 
without  a  forlorn  hope  that  even  wine  might  be 
permitted  to  afford  him  some  little  strength  to  bear 
what  remained  of  his  misery,  arid  collect  his  ideas 
for  his  last  hour.  After  a  long  pause  of  returning 
recollection,  the  poor  creature  got  down  a  little  of 
the  cordial,  and  as  I  sat  by  him  and  supported  him, 
I  began  to  hope  that  his  spirits  calmed.  He  held 
the  glass  and  sipped  occasionally,  and  appeared  in 
some  sort  to  listen,  and  to  answer  to  the  words  of 
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consolation  I  felt  collected  enough  to  offer.  At  this 
moment  the  low  and  distant  sound  of  a  clock  was 
heard,  distinctly  striking  one.  The  ear  of  despair 
is  quick ;  and  as  he  heard  it,  he  shuddered,  and  in 
spite  of  a  strong  effort  to  suppress  his  emotion,  the 
glass  had  nearly  fallen  from  his  hand.  A  severe 
nervous  restlessness  now  rapidly  grew  upon  him, 
and  he  eagerly  drank  up  one  or  two  small  portions 
of  wine,  with  which  I  supplied  him.  His  fate  was 
now  evidently  brought  one  degree  nearer  to  him. 
He  kept  his  gaze  intently  and  unceasingly  turned 
to  the  window  of  the  dungeon.  His  muttered  re 
plies  were  incoherent  or  unintelligible,  and  his  sunk 
and  weakened  eye  strained  painfully  on  the  grated 
window,  as  if  he  momentarily  expected  to  see  the 
first  streak  of  the  dawn  of  that  morning,  which  to 
him  was  to  be  night.  His  nervous  agitation  gra 
dually  became  horrible,  and  his  motions  stronger. 
He  seemed  not  to  have  resolution  enough  to  rise 
from  his  seat  and  go  to  the  window,  and  yet  to 
have  an  overpowering  wish  or  impulse  to  do  so. 
The  lowest  sound  startled  him — but  with  this  ter 
rible  irritation,  his  muscular  power,  before  debili 
tated,  seemed  to  revive,  and  his  action,  which  was 
drooping  and  languid,  became  quick  and  angular. 
I  began  to  be  seized  with  an  undefined  sense  of 
fear  and  alarm.  In  vain  I  combated  it ;  it  grew 
upon  me ;  and  I  had  almost  risen  from  my  seat  to 
try  to  make  myself  heard,  and  obtain,  if  possible, 
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assistance.  The  loneliness  of  the  goal,  however, 
rendered  this,  even  if  attempted,  almost  desperate 
— the  sense  of  duty,  the  dread  of  ridicule,  came 
across  me,  and  chained  me  to  my  seat  by  the  mi 
serable  criminal,  whose  state  was  becoming  every 
minute  more  dreadful  and  extraordinary. 


Let  us  not  scorn  or  distrust  our  obscurest  mis 
givings,  for  we  are  strangely  constituted ;  and 
though  the  evidence  for  such  conclusions  often  be 
in  a  manner  unknown  to  ourselves,  they  are  not  the 
less  veritable  and  just.  Exhausted  by  the  wearing 
excitement  and  anxiety  of  my  situation,  I  had  for  a 
moment  sunk  into  that  confused  absence  of  mind 
with  which  those  who  have  been  in  similar  circum 
stances  cannot  be  unacquainted,  when  my  miser 
able  companion,  with  a  convulsive  shudder,  grasped 
my  arm  suddenly.  I  was  for  a  few  seconds  unaware 
of  the  cause  of  this  emotion  and  movement,  when 
a  low  indistinct  sound  caught  my  ear.  It  was  the 
rumbling  of  a  cart,  mingled  with  two  or  three  sup 
pressed  voices ;  and  the  cart  appeared  to  be  leaving 
the  gate  of  the  dismal  building  in  which  we  were. 
It  rolled  slowly  and  heavily  as  if  cumbrously  laden, 
under  the  paved  gateway  ;  and  after  a  few  minutes, 
all  was  silent.  The  agonised  wretch  understood  its 
import  better  than  I  did.  A  gust  of  the  wildest 
despair  came  suddenly  over  him.  He  clutched 


THE  MURDERER'S  LAST  NIGHT.  89 

with  his  hands  whatever  met  his  grasp.  His  knees 
worked.  His  frame  became  agitated  with  one  con 
tinued  movement,  swaying  backwards  and  forwards, 
almost  to  falling,  and  his  inarticulate  complaints 
became  terrific.  I  attempted  to  steady  him  by  an 
exertion  of  strength  ;  I  spoke  kindly  to  him,  but 
he  writhed  in  my  grasp  like  an  adder,  and  as  an 
adder  was  deaf — grief  and  fear  had  horrible  posses 
sion  :  myself  almost  in  a  state  of  desperation — for 
the  sight  was  pitiful.  I  at  last  endeavoured  to  awe 
him  into  a  momentary  quiescence,  and  strongly 
bade  him  at  last  to  die  like  a  man ;  but  the  word 
"  Death"  had  to  him  only  the  effect  it  may  be  sup 
posed  to  have  upon  a  mere  animal  nature  and  under 
standing  :  how  could  it  have  any  other?  He  tried 
to  bear  it,  and  could  not,  and  uttering  a  stifled  noise, 
between  a  yell  and  a  moan,  he  grasped  his  own 
neck :  his  face  assumed  a  dark-red  colour,  and  he 
fell  into  a  state  of  stifled  convulsion. 


When  despair  had  wrought  with  him,  I  lifted  him 
with  difficulty  from  the  floor  on  which  he  had 
fallen.  His  relaxed  features  had  the  hue  of  death, 
and  his  parched  lips,  from  a  livid  blue,  became  of 
an  ashy  whiteness.  In  appearance  he  was  dying ; 
and  in  the  agitation  of  the  moment  I  poured  a  con 
siderable  portion  of  the  wine  which  had  been  left 
with  us  into  a  glass,  and,  after  wetting  his  temples, 
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held  it  to  his  lips.  He  made  an  effort  to  swallow, 
and  again  revived  to  consciousness ;  and  holding 
the  vessel  firmly  in  his  hands,  got  down  with  diffi 
culty  and  at  intervals  the  entire  draught.  When 
he  found  it  totally  exhausted,  the  glass  fell  from 
his  hands  ;  but  he  seized  and  held  one  of  mine  with 
a  grasp  so  firm  and  iron-like  that  the  contrast  startled 
me.  He  seemed  to  be  involved  in  a  confused  whirl 
of  sensations.  He  stared  round  the  cell  with  a  wild- 
ness  of  purpose  that  was  appalling ;  and  after  a 
time  I  began  to  see,  with  deep  remorse,  that  the 
wine  I  had  unguardedly  given  was,  as  is  always 
the  case,  adding  keenness  to  his  agony  and  strength 
to  his  despair.  He  half  rose  once  or  twice  and 
listened ;  all  was  silent — when,  after  the  pause  of  a 
minute  or  two,  a  sudden  fit  of  desperation  seemed 
to  seize  upon  him.  He  rushed  to  the  window,  and 
hurriedly  surveying  the  grates,  wrenched  at  them 
with  a  strength  demoniac  and  superhuman,  till  the 
iron  bars  shook  in  their  imbedments. 

From  this  period  my  recollections  are  vague  and 
indistinct.  I  remember  strongly  remonstrating 
with  the  poor  creature,  and  being  pushed  away  by 
hands  which  were  now  bleeding  profusely  with  the 
intense  efforts  of  his  awful  delirium.  I  remember 
attempting  to  stop  him,  and  hanging  upon  him, 
until  the  insane  wretch  clutched  me  by  the  throat, 
and  a  struggle  ensued,  during  which  I  suppose  I 
must  at  length  have  fainted  or  become  insensible ; 
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for  the  contest  was  long,  and,  while  consciousness 
remained,  terrible  and  appalling.  My  fainting,  I 
presume,  saved  my  life,  for  the  felon  was  in  that 
state  of  maniacal  desperation  which  nothing  but  a 
perfect  unresistingness  could  have  evaded. 

After  this,  the  first  sensation  I  can  recall  is  that 
of  awakening  out  of  that  state  of  stupor  into  which 
exhaustion  and  agitation  had  thrown  me.  Shall  I 
ever  forget  it  ?  The  anxiety  of  some  of  my  friends 
had  brought  them  early  to  the  gaol ;  and  the  unusual 
noises  which  had  been  heard  by  some  of  its  miser 
able  inmates  occasioned,  I  believe,  the  door  of  the 
cell  in  which  we  were  to  be  unlocked  before  the 
intended  hour.  Keenly  do  I  recollect  the  strug 
gling  again  into  painful  consciousness,  the  sudden 
sense  of  cheering  daylight,  the  sound  of  friendly 
voices,  the  changed  room,  and  the  strange  looks  of 
all  around  me.  The  passage  was  terrible  to  me ; 
but  I  had  yet  more  to  undergo.  I  was  recovered 
just  in  time  to  witness  the  poor  wretch,  whose  prop 
and  consolation  I  had  undertaken  to  be,  carried, 
exhausted  and  in  nerveless  horror,  to  the  ignomi 
nious  tree — his  head  drooping  on  his  breast,  his 
eyes  opening  mechanically  at  intervals,  and  only 
kept  from  fainting  and  utter  insensibility  by  the 
unused  and  fresh  morning  air,  which  breathed  in  his 
face  as  if  in  cruel  mockery.  I  looked  once,  but 
looked  no  more. — Let  me  hasten  to  conclude.  I 
was  ill  for  many  weeks,  and  after  recovering  from  a 
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nervous  fever,  was  ordered  by  my  physicians  into 
the  country.  This  was  the  first  blessing  and  relief 
I  experienced,  for  the  idea  of  society  was  now 
terrible  to  rne.  I  was  secluded  for  many  months. 
Time,  however,  who  ameliorates  all  things,  at 
length  softened  and  wore  away  the  sharper  parts  of 
these  impressions,  but  to  this  hour  I  dare  not  dwell 
upon  the  events  of  that  awful  night.  If  I  dream  of 
them,  although  the  horrors  fall  far  short  of  the 
appalling  reality,  yet  for  the  next  sun  I  am  discom 
posed,  and  can  only  seek  for  rest  from  that  Almighty 
Power,  who,  in  his  inscrutable  providence,  thought 
fit  I  should  read  a  lesson  so  hideous,  but — so  salu 
tary. — Reader,  farewell. 


NAEEATION 


CERTAIN  UNCOMMON  THINGS  THAT  DID  FORMERLY  HAPPEN 
TO  ME,  HERBERT  WILLIS,  B.D. 

[MAG  A.    JUNE  1844.  | 

IT  had  pleased  Heaven  in  the  year  1672,  when  I 
had  finished  my  studies  in  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford,  whereof  I  was  a  Demy,  and  had  taken  my 
degree  of  bachelor  of  arts  in  the  preceding  term,  to 
visit  me  with  so  severe  an  affliction  of  fever,  which 
many  took  at  first  for  the  commencement  of  the 
small-pox,  that  I  was  recommended  by  the  physi 
cians,  when  the  malady  had  abated,  to  return  to  my 
father's  house  and  recover  my  strength  by  diet  and 
exercise.  This  I  was  fain  to  do  ;  and  having  hired 
a  small  horse  of  Master  John  Nayler  in  the  corn- 
market,  to  take  me  as  far  as  to  the  mansion  of  a 
gentleman,  an  ancient  friend  of  my  father's,  who 
had  a  house  near  unto  Beading  in  Berkshire,  and  in 
those  troubled  times,  when  no  man  knew  whereunto 
things  might  turn  from  day  to  day,  did  keep  him- 
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self  much  retired, — I  bade  adieu  to  the  university 
with  a  light  heart  but  a  weakened  habit  of  body, 
and  turned  my  horse's  head  to  the  south.  I  per 
formed  the  journey  without  accident  in  one  day ; 
but  the  exertion  thereof  had  so  exhausted  my 
strength,  that  Mr  Waller  (which  was  the  name  of 
my  father's  friend,  and  of  kin  to  the  famous  poet, 
Edmund  Waller,  Esquire,  who  hath  been  ever  in 
such  favour  with  our  governors  and  kings),  perceiv 
ing  I  was  nigh  discomfited,  did  press  me  to  go  to 
my  chamber  without  delay.  He  was  otherwise  very 
gracious  in  his  reception  of  me,  and  professed  great 
amity  to  me,  as  being  the  son  of  his  fast  friend  and 
companion ;  but  yet  I  marked,  as  it  were,  a  cloud 
that  lay  obscure  behind  his  external  professions,  as 
if  he  was  uneasy  in  his  mind,  and  was  not  alto 
gether  pleased  with  having  a  stranger  within  his 
gates.  Howbeit  I  thanked  him  very  heartily  for 
his  hospitality,  and  betook  myself  to  the  chamber 
that  was  assigned  for  my  repose.  It  was  a  pretty, 
small  room,  whereof  I  greatly  admired  the  fashion  ; 
and  the  furnishing  thereof  was  extreme  gay,  for  the 
bed  hangings  were  of  bright  crimson  silk,  and  on  a 
table  was  placed  a  mirror  of  true  Venetian  glass. 
Also,  there  were  chests  of  mahogany  wood,  and 
other  luxurious  devices,  which  my  weariness  did 
not  hinder  me  from  observing ;  but  finally  I  was 
overcome  by  my  weakness,  and  I  threw  myself  on  the 
bed  without  removing  my  apparel,  and  sustained,  as 
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I  believe,  though  I  have  no  certain  warranty  thereof, 
an  access  of  deliquium  or  fainting.  When  I  did 
recover  my  senses  after  this  interval  of  suspended 
faculty  (whether  proceeding  from  sleep  or  the  other 
cause  above  designated),  I  lay  for  many  minutes 
revolving  various  circumstances  in  my  mind.  I  re 
solved,  if  by  any  means  my  bodily  powers  were  there 
unto  sufficient,  to  depart  on  the  morrow,  and  borrow 
one  of  Mr  Waller's  horses  to  convey  me  on  my  way, 
for  I  was  uneasy  to  be  thought  an  intruder ;  but 
when  I  had  settled  upon  this  in  my  mind,  a  new 
incident  occurred  which  altered  the  current  of  my 
thoughts,  for  I  perceived  a  slight  noise  at  the  door 
of  my  chamber  as  of  one  stealthily  turning  the 
handle,  and  I  lay,  without  making  any  motion,  to 
watch  whereunto  this  proceeding  would  tend.  The 
door  was  put  gently  open,  and  a  figure  did  enter 
the  room,  so  disguised  with  fantastical  apparel  that 
I  was  much  put  to  it  to  guess  what  the  issue  would 
be.  It  was  of  a  woman,  tall  and  majestical,  with  a 
red  turbaund  round  her  head,  and  over  her  shoulders 
a  shawl  much  bedizened  with  needlework.  Her 
gown  was  of  green  cloth,  and  I  was  made  aware  by 
the  sound,  as  she  passed  along  the  floor,  that  the 
heels  of  her  shoes  were  more  than  commonly  high. 
With  this  apparition,  of  which  I  took  only  a  very 
rapid  observation  through  my  half-closed  eyelids,  I 
was  greatly  astonished ;  for  she  was  an  exact  re 
semblance  to  those  bold  Egyptian  queans  who  were 
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at  first  called  Bohemians,  but  are  nothing  better 
than  thieves  and  vagabonds,  if  indeed  they  be  not 
the  chosen  people  of  the  prince  of  darkness  himself. 
She  looked  carefully  all  round  the  room,  and  after 
opening  one  of  the  drawers  of  mahogany  wood,  and 
taking  something  therefrom  which  I  could  not  dis 
cern,  she  approached  to  the  side  of  my  bed,  and 
looked  earnestly  upon  me  as  T  lay.  I  could  not 
keep  up  the  delusion  any  longer,  and  opened  my 
eyes.  She  continued  gazing  steadfastly  upon  me 
without  alteration  of  her  countenance  or  uttering 
any  word,  whether  of  apology  or  explanation  ;  and 
T  was  so  held  in  by  the  lustre  of  her  large  eyes, 
and  the  fixed  rigidity  of  her  features,  that  for  some 
time  I  was  unable  to  give  utterance  to  my  thoughts. 

"  Woman,"  I  said  at  last,  "  what  want  you  with 
me?" 

"  Your  help,  if  you  will  be  gracious  to  poor 
mourners  such  as  we." 

I  interrogated  her  much  and  curiously  as  to  what 
service  she  required  at  my  hands  j  for  I  had  a 
scrupulosity  to  promise  anything  to  one  whose 
external  made  me  think  her  a  disciple  of  Mahomet, 
as  those  gypsies  are  said  to  be.  After  much  hesita 
ting,  she  could  not  conceal  from  rne  that  she  was  in 
this  disguise  for  some  special  and  extraordinary 
purpose ;  nevertheless,  she  condescended  on  no 
particulars  of  her  state  or  condition  ;  but  when  I 
finally  promised  to  satisfy  her  demand,  if  it  might 
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be  done  by  a  Christian  gentleman,  and  a  poor  can 
didate  for  the  holy  ministry,  she  cautioned  me  not 
to  be  startled  by  whatever  I  should  see,  and  beck 
oned  me  to  follow  her — the  which  I  did  in  no  easy 
frame  of  mind.  Opening  a  little  door  which  I  had 
not  seen  when  I  took  observation  of  the  apartment, 
she  disappeared  down  two  or  three  steps,  where  I 
pursued  the  slight  sound  of  her  footfall ;  for  there 
was  great  darkness,  so  that  I  could  see  nothing. 
We  went,  as  I  conjectured,  through  several  passages 
of  some  length,  till  finally  she  paused,  and  knocked 
very  gently  three  times  at  a  door.  The  door  was 
speedily  opened ;  and  in  answer  to  a  question  of  my 
guide,  whether  godly  Mr  Lees  was  yet  arrived,  a 
voice  answered  that  he  was  there,  and  expecting  us 
with  impatience.  When  I  passed  through  the  door, 
I  found  myself  in  a  small  chamber,  dimly  lighted 
by  one  small  lamp,  which  was  placed  upon  a  table 
by  the  side  of  a  bed  ;  and  when  I  looked  more 
fixedly,  I  thought  I  perceived  the  figure  of  a  person 
stretched  on  the  bed,  but  lying  so  fixed  and  still 
that  I  marvelled  whether  it  was  alive  or  dead.  At 
the  foot  of  the  bed  stood  a  venerable  old  man,  in 
the  dress  of  a  clergyman  of  our  holy  church,  with  a 
book  open  in  his  hand ;  and  my  strange  guide  led 
me  up  to  where  he  was  standing,  and  whispered  to 
him,  but  so  that  I  could  hear  her  words,  "  This 
gentleman  hath  promised  to  assist  us  in  this 
matter." 
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But  hereupon  I  interposed  with  a  few  words  to 
the  same  reverend  divine.  "Sir,"  I  said,  "  I  would 
be  informed  wherefore  I  am  summoned  hither,  and 
in  what  my  assistance  is  needful?" 

"  He  hath  not  then  been  previously  informed?" 
he  said  to  the  Egyptian  ;  and  receiving  some  sign 
of  negation  from  her,  he  closed  the  book,  and  lead 
ing  me  apart  into  a  corner  of  the  apartment,  dis 
covered  the  matter  in  a  very  pious  and  edifying 
manner. 

"  It  is  to  be  godfather  in  the  holy  rite  of  baptism, 
to  one  whom  it  is  our  duty,  as  Christian  men,  to 
rescue  from  the  dangerous  condition  of  worse  than 
unregenerate  heathenism." 

"  The  child  of  that  Egyptian  woman  ?  "  I  asked ; 
but  he  said,  "  No.  She  who  is  now  disguised  in 
that  attire  is  no  Egyptian,  but  a  true  Samaritan,  who 
hath  been  the  means  of  working  much  good  in  the 
evil  times  past,  and  is  likely  to  be  a  useful  instru 
ment  in  the  troubled  tim.es  yet  to  come.  If  this 
dissolute  court,  and  Popish  heir-presumptive,  do 
proceed  in  their  attempts  to  overthrow  our  pure 
Reformed  church,  depend  on  it,  young  man,  that 
that  woman  will  not  be  found  wanting  in  the  hour 
of  trial.  But  for  the  matter  in  hand,  will  you  be 
godfather  to  the  person  now  to  be  received  into  the 
ark?" 

I  told  him  I  could  not  burden  my  conscience  with 
so  great  and  important  duties,  without  some  assur- 
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ance  that  I  should  be  able  to  fulfil  them.  Whereto 
he  replied,  that  such  scrupulosities,  however  praise 
worthy  in  calmer  times,  ought  now  to  yield  to  the 
paramount  consideration  of  saving  a  soul  alive. 

A  faint  voice,  proceeding  from  the  bed,  was  here 
heard  mournfully  asking  if  the  ceremony  was  now 
to  begin,  for  death  was  near  at  hand. 

I  went  up  to  the  bed  and  saw  the  face  of  a  pale 
dying  woman,  whose  eyes,  albeit  they  encountered 
mine,  had  no  sense  of  sight  in  them,  for  the  shadows 
of  the  Great  King  were  already  settled  upon  her 
countenance.  "  Begin  then,"  I  said  to  the  clergy 
man  ;  and  on  a  motion  from  him,  the  woman  who 
had  conducted  me  went  out,  and  shortly  returned, 
leading  by  the  hand  a  child  of  two,  or  haply  three 
years  of  age,  exceeding  beautiful  to  look  on,  and 
dressed  in  the  same  style  of  outlandish  apparel  as 
her  conductor.  I  had  little  time  to  look  attentively 
at  her,  for  her  hand  was  put  into  mine,  while  the 
other  was  held  by  the  Egyptian  (as  I  still  call  her, 
notwithstanding  I  knew  she  was  a  devout  woman), 
and  another  person,  whom  I  guessed  to  be  an  at 
tendant  on  the  sick  lady,  stationed  herself  near ; 
whereupon  the  clergyman  commenced  from  our 
book  of  common  prayer  the  form  of  baptism.  The 
lady  seemed  to  acquire  strength  at  the  sound  of  his 
low  solemn  voice,  and  half  raised  herself  in  the 
bed,  and  looked  anxiously  towards  where  we  were ; 
when  the  name  was  given,  which  was  Lucy 
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Hesseltine,  she  stretched  herself  back  on  her  pillow 
with  a  faint  smile.  The  ceremony  was  soon  over, 
and  the  Egyptian  took  the  new  Christian  to  the 
side  of  the  bed,  and  whispered  in  the  lady's  ear, 
"  Jessica,  the  child  is  now  one  of  the  Christian 
flock ;  she  prays  your  blessing."  She  waited  for 
an  answer,  during  which  time  the  clergyman  took 
me  apart,  and  had  again  entered  into  discourse. 
But  the  Egyptian  came  to  us.  "  Hush !  "  she 
said,  "  the  ways  of  God  are  inscrutable  ;  our  friend 
is  gone  to  her  account."  Hereupon  she  hurried  me 
through  the  same  passages  by  which  we  had  come, 
and  bidding  me  God-speed  at  the  hidden  door  of 
my  chamber,  told  me  to  keep  what  I  had  seen  a 
secret  from  all  men,  yea,  if  possible,  to  forget  it 
myself,  as  there  might  be  danger  in  having  it 
spread  abroad. 

Tormented  with  many  thoughts,  and  uneasy  at 
the  great  risk  I  ran  of  bringing  guilt  on  my  own 
soul  by  having  made  sponsorial  promises  which  I 
could  not  execute,  I  rested  but  indifferently  that 
night.  The  next  day  I  pursued  my  journey  home 
in  the  manner  I  had  proposed,  and  was  glad  to 
avoid  the  chance  of  being  interrogated  by  Mi- 
Waller  as  to  what  had  occurred.  In  a  short  time 
my  good  constitution  and  home  restored  me  to  my 
former  strength,  and  the  memory  of  that  strange 
incident  grew  more  faint  as  other  things  came  to 
pass  which  made  deeper  impressions  on  my  heart 
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and  mind.  Among  these  is  not  to  be  forgotten  the 
death  of  my  father,  which  happened  on  the  14th  of 
June  in  the  following  year,  videlicet  1673 ;  and  the 
goodness  of  the  lord  bishop  of  Oxford  in  giving  me 
priests'  orders  on  my  college  Demy  ship,  whereby  I 
was  enabled  to  present  myself  to  this  living,  and 
hold  it,  having  at  that  time  attained  the  canonical 
age.  My  courtship  also  and  marriage,  which  be 
fell  in  the  year  1674,  had  great  effect  in  obliterating 
past  transactions.  I  was  married  on  Thursday,  the 
24th  day  of  June. 

***** 

(Here  several  pages  are  omitted  as  irrelevant, 
containing  family  incidents  for  some  years.) 

Howbeit  things  did  not  prosper  with  us  so  much 
as  we  did  expect ;  for  the  payers  of  tithes  were  a 
stiff-necked  generation,  as  were  the  Jews  of  old, 
and  withheld  their  offerings  from  the  priest  at  the 
very  time  when  Providence  sent  a  plentiful  supply 
of  mouths  to  which  the  offerings  would  have  been 
of  use.  Charles  was  our  only  son,  and  was  now  in 
his  third  year — the  two  girls,  Henrietta  and  Sophia, 
were  six  and  seven — my  eldest  girl  was  nine  years 
past,  and  I  had  named  her,  in  commemoration  of 
my  father's  ancient  friend,  by  the  prenomen  of 
Waller.  It  hath  been  remarked  by  many  wise  men 
of  old,  and  also  by  our  present  good  bishop,  that 
industry  and  honesty  are  the  two  Herculeses  that 
will  push  the  heaviest  waggon  through  the  mire  j 
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and  more  particularly  so,  if  the  waggoner  aids  also 
by  putting  his  shoulder  to  the  wheel.  And  easy 
was  it  to  see,  that  the  wheel  of  the  domestic 
plaustrum — wherein,  after  the  manner  of  the  ancient 
Parthians,  I  included  all  my  family,  from  the  full 
beauty  of  my  excellent  wife  to  the  sun-lighted  hair 
of  my  prattling  little  Charles  (the  which  reminds 
me  of  those  beautiful  lines  which  are  contained  in 
a  translation  of  the  Iliad  of  Homer  by  Mr  Hobbes, 
descriptive  of  the  young  Astyanax  in  his  mother 
Andromache's  arm — 

"  And  like  a  star  upon  her  bosom  lay 

His  beautiful  and  shining  golden  head  ") — 

It  was  easy,  I  say,  to  see  that,  with  such  an  addi 
tional  number  of  passengers,  the  domestic  plaustrum 
would  sink  deeper  and  deeper  in  the  miry  ways  of 
the  world.  And  consultations  many  and  long  did 
my  excellent  wife  and  I  hold  over  the  darkening 
prospect  of  our  future  life.  At  last  she  bethought 
her  of  going  to  take  counsel  of  her  near  friend  and 
most  kind  godfather,  Mr  William  Snowton  of  Wilts, 
which  was  a  managing  man  for  many  of  the  nobility, 
and  much  renowned  for  probity  and  skilful  discern 
ment.  He  was  steward  on  many  great  estates,  and 
gave  plentiful  satisfaction  to  his  employers,  with 
out  neglecting  his  own  interest,  which  is  a  thing 
that  does  always  go  with  the  other,  namely,  a  care 
for  your  master's  affairs  ;  for  how  shall  a  man  pre- 
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tend  to  devote  liis  time  and  services  to  another 
man's  estate,  and  take  no  heed  for  himself?  The 
thing  is  contra  the  nature  of  man,  and  the  assertion 
thereof  is  fit  only  for  false  patriots  and  other  evil 
men.  It  was  with  much  weariness  of  heart  and 
anxious  tribulation  that  I  parted  from  that  excellent 
woman,  even  for  so  short  a  period  of  time ;  but 
Master  George  Sprowles  of  this  parish  having  it  in 
mind  to  travel  into  the  village  where  the  said  Mr 
William  Snowton  kept  his  abode,  I  availed  myself 
of  his  friendly  offer  to  conduct  my  wife  thither  upon 
a  pillion ;  and  thereupon  having  sent  forward  her 
luggage  two  days  before  by  a  heavy  waggon  which 
journeyeth  through  Sarum,  I  took  leave  of  the  ex 
cellent  woman,  commending  her  heartily  unto  the 
care  of  Providence  and  Master  George,  which  (Pro 
vidence  I  mean)  will  not  let  a  sparrow  fall  to  the 
ground,  much  less  the  mother  of  a  family,  which 
moreover  was  riding  on  a  strong  sure-footed  horse, 
which  also  was  bred  in  our  parish,  and  did  some 
times  pasture  on  the  glebe.  It  was  the  first  time 
we  had  been  separated  since  our  wedding-day.  I 
took  little  Charles  into  my  room  that  night,  and  did 
carefully  survey  the  other  children  before  I  went  to 
rest.  They  did  all  sleep  soundly,  and  some  indeed 
did  wear  a  smile  upon  their  innocent  faces  as  I 
looked  upon  them,  and  I  thought  it  was,  perhaps, 
the  reflection  of  the  prayers  which  their  mother, 
I  well  knew,  was  pouring  out  for  them  at  that 
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hour.  That  was  on  a  Tuesday,  and  as  the  dis 
tance  was  nearly  sixty  miles,  I  could  not  hear 
of  her  safe  arrival  till  the  return  of  Master  George, 
which  could  not  be  till  the  following  Monday ; 
for  he  was  a  devout  man,  and  had  imbibed  his 
father's  likings  in  his  youth,  which  was  a  champion 
for  the  late  Man,  and  would  rather  have  done  a 
murder  on  a  Thursday  than  have  travelled  on  the 
Sabbath-day.  "  Better  break  heads,"  he  was  used 
to  say,  "than  break  the  Sabbath."  I  did  always 
find  him — the  father  I  mean — a  sour  hand  at  a  bar 
gain  ;  and  when  he  was  used  to  drive  me  hard  upon 
his  tithes  and  agistments,  I  could  fancy  he  took  me 
for  one  of  the  Amalekites,  or  one  of  the  Egyptians, 
whom  he  thought  it  a  meritorious  Christian  deed  to 
spoil.  The  Monday  came  at  last,  and  Master 
George  Sprowles,  before  he  rode  to  his  own  home, 
trotted  his  horse  up  our  church  avenue,  and  de 
livered  into  my  hands  a  packet  of  writing  carefully 
sealed  with  a  seal,  whereof  the  device  was  a  true- 
love  knot.  Great  was  my  delight  and  great  my 
anxiety  to  read  what  was  written  therein,  and  all 
that  evening  I  pored  over  the  manuscript,  on  which 
she  had  bestowed  great  pains,  and  crossed  all  the 
<'s  without  missing  one.  But  it  is  never  an  easy 
task  to  decipher  a  woman's  meaning,  particularly 
when  not  addicted  to  penmanship ;  and  although 
my  excellent  wife  had  attended  a  penman's  instruc 
tions,  and  had  acquired  the  reputation,  in  her  native 
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place,  of  being  an  accomplished  clerk,  still,  since 
her  marriage,  she  had  applied  her  genius  to  the 
making  of  tarts  and  other  confections,  rather  than 
to  the  parts  of  scholarship,  and  it  was  difficult  for 
me  to  make  out  the  significance  of  her  epistle  in 
its  whole  extent.  Howbeit,  it  was  a  wonderful 
effort  of  calligraphy,  considering  she  had  only  had 
two  days  wherein  to  compose  and  write  it,  and  she 
had  been  so  little  used  to  this  manner  of  communica 
tion,  and  it  consisted  of  three  whole  sides  of  a  large 
sheet  of  paper.  She  said  therein  that  Mr  Snowton 
was  a  father  unto  her  in  his  affection  and  urbanity; 
and  that  he  highly  approved  the  motion  for  us  to 
make  provision  of  the  meat  that  perishes,  seeing  it 
is  indispensable  for  young  children  and  also  for 
adults  ;  and  that  he  had  already  bethought  him  of 
a  way  wherein  he  might  be  serviceable  to  us — viz. 
in  procuring  for  me  certain  youth  of  the  upper 
kinds,  to  be  by  me  instructed  in  the  learned 
tongues,  and  such  other  branches  as  I  had  profi 
ciency  in  ;  and,  in  addition  thereto,  he  said,  that 
peradventure  he  might  obtain  a  similar  charge  for 
my  excellent  wife  in  superintending  the  perfection- 
ment  of  certain  young  ladies  of  his  acquaintance  in 
samplers,  and  millinery,  and  cookery,  and  such 
other  of  the  fine  and  useful  arts  as  she  was  known 
to  excel  in;  and  he  subjoined  thereto,  that  the 
charges  for  each  pupil  would  be  so  large,  being 
only  those  of  consideration  which  he  recommended 
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unto  me,  that  a  few  years  would  be  sufficient  where 
in  to  consolidate  portions  for  all  my  children.  Such, 
with  some  misgivings  touching  my  own  interpreta 
tion,  did  I  make  out  to  be  the  substance  of  my 
excellent  wife's  letter  ;  and  I  rejoiced  greatly  that 
such  an  opening  was  made  for  me,  by  the  which  I 
might  attain  to  such  eminence  of  estate  that  I 
might  place  my  Charles  in  the  first  ranks  of  the 
law,  yea,  might  live  to  see  him  raised  to  the  full 
ness  of  temporal  grandeur,  and  sitting,  as  Lord 
High  Keeper,  among  the  peers  and  princes  of  the 
land,  with  a  crown  of  pure  gold  upon  his  head. 
But  there  was  no  crown  but  a  heavenly  one,  that 
fadeth  not  nor  groweth  dim,  that  could  have  added 
a  fresh  beauty  to  the  fair  head  of  my  Charles.  But 
the  sweetest  part  of  her  missive  was  contained  in 
the  post  scriptum.  Therein  she  said,  and  in  this  I 
could  not  be  wrong,  that  Mr  Snowton  had  under 
taken  to  forward  her  in  his  light  wheeled  cart,  by 
reason  of  the  conveniency  it  would  be  of  to  her 
in  the  transportation  of  herself  and  luggage,  and 
also  of  Miss  Alice  Snowton,  of  Mr  Snowton's  kin 
dred,  a  young  lady  which  he  had  adopted  (being 
the  only  child  of  his  only  brother,  Mr  Kichard 
Snowton,  deceased),  and  advised  my  wife  to  accept 
the  care  of  her  as  a  beginning,  and  for  the  charges 
of  the  same  he  would  be  answerable  for  fifty  golden 
Caroluses  at  Ladyday  and  Michaelmas.  A  hun 
dred  Caroluses  each  year  !  My  heart  bounded  with 
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joy.  Great  were  my  preparations  for  the  reception 
of  my  new  inmate,  and  busy  were  we  all  from  my 
busy  Waller  down  to  Charles.  He  with  much  riot- 
ousness  did  superintend  all,  and  rejoiced  greatly  at 
the  noise  caused  by  the  hammering,  and  taking 
down  and  putting  up  of  bed-hangings,  and  did  in 
no  slight  measure  add  thereto  by  strange  outbreaks 
of  riotous  mirth,  such  as  whooping  and  screaming ; 
causing  confusion,  at  the  same  time,  by  various  de 
monstrations  of  his  enjoyments,  such  as  throwing 
nails  against  the  windows,  beating  on  the  floor  with 
the  poker,  and  occasionally  interrupting  our  opera 
tions  by  tumbling  down  stairs,  and  causing  us  for 
a  moment  to  believe  him  killed  outright,  or  at  least 
maimed  for  life.  But  there  is  a  special  providence 
over  happy  children  ;  and  save  that  he  fell  on  one 
occasion  into  the  bucket  of  soap  and  water,  where 
with  a  domestic  was  scouring  the  chintz  room 
floor,  and  suffered  some  inconvenience  from  the 
hotness  thereof,  he  escaped  in  a  manner  truly 
miraculous  from  any  accident  affecting  life  or  limb. 
When  the  time  drew  near  in  the  which  I  expected 
the  return  of  my  excellent  wife,  I  took  all  the  chil 
dren  to  the  upper  part  of  the  church  field  which 
faces  the  high-road,  upon  which  the  large  stones 
have  recently  been  laid  down  in  the  manner  of  a 
causeway,  but  which,  at  that  period,  was  left  to 
the  natural  hardness,  or  rather  softness,  of  the  soil, 
and  was,  in  consequence  thereof,  dangerous  to 
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travel  on  by  reason  of  the  ruts  and  hollows  ;  to 
that  portion,  I  say,  of  the  church  field  I  conveyed 
all  my  little  ones,  to  give  the  gratulations  neces 
sary  on  such  an  occasion  to  their  excellent  mother. 
The  spot  whereon  we  were  stationed  commanded  a 
view  of  the  hill  which  superimpends  our  village, 
and  we  were  therefore  gratified  to  think  that  we 
should  have  an  early  view  of  the  expected  travel 
lers  ;  and  many  quarrels  and  soft  reconcilements 
did  take  place  between  my  younger  ones,  upon 
the  point  of  who  would  be  the  first  to  see  their  ap 
proach.  In  the  midst  of  these  sweet  contentions, 
whilst  I  was  in  the  undignified  arid  scarcely  cleri 
cal  act  of  carrying  little  Charles  upon  my  shoulder, 
having  decorated  his  head  with  my  broad-brimmed 
hat,  in  order  to  enable  him — vain  imagination,  which 
pleased  the  boy's  heart — to  see  over  and  beyond 
the  hill,  there  did  pass,  in  all  her  wonted  state  and 
dignity,  with  two  outriders  in  the  Mallerden  livery, 
two  palfreniers  at  her  side,  and  four  mounted  serv 
ing-men  behind,  the  ancient  Lady  Mallerden,  which 
was  so  famous  an  upholder  of  our  venerated  church 
in  the  evil  days  through  which  it  so  happily  passed ; 
and  with  no  little  perturbation  of  mind,  and  great 
confusion  of  face,  did  I  see  the  look  of  astonish 
ment,  not  to  say  disdain,  with  which  she  regarded 
my  position ;  more  particularly  as  little  Charles, 
elevated,  as  I  have  said,  upon  my  shoulders,  with 
his  legs  on  each  side  of  my  neck,  did  lift  up  the 
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professional  hat,  which  did  entirely  absorb  his 
countenance,  with  great  courtesy,  and  made  a  most 
grave  and  ceremonious  obeisance  unto  the  lofty 
lady.  She  pursued  her  path,  returning  the  saluta 
tion  with  a  kind  of  smile,  and  at  the  same  easy 
ambling  pace  as  was  her  wont,  proceeded  up  the 
hill.  Just  as  she  reached  the  summit  thereof  our 
eyes  were  gladdened  with  the  sight,  so  long  de 
sired,  of  the  light  equipage  on  two  wheels  of  the 
kind  Mr  Snowton,  containing  my  excellent  wife 
and  her  young  charge,  and  also  various  boxes  of 
uncommon  size,  in  which  were  laid  great  store  of 
bodily  adornment  for  both  the  ladies  j  as  was  more 
fully  seen  thereafter,  on  the  opening  of  the  boxes, 
by  reason  of  Mr  Snowton  having  privily  conveyed 
into  them  various  changes  of  apparel  for  the  use  of 
my  excellent  wife,  as  also  for  each  of  the  three  girls. 
To  Charles  he  also  sent  the  image  of  an  ass,  which, 
by  touching  a  certain  string,  did  open  its  mouth 
and  wave  its  ears  in  a  manner  most  curious  to  be 
hold,  wherewith  the  infant  was  infinitely  delighted, 
as  was  I,  without  inquiring  at  that  time  into  the 
exquisite  mechanism  whereby  the  extraordinary 
demonstrations  were  produced.  But  in  the  course 
of  little  more  than  a  month  lie  was  led,  by  his  in 
quiring  turn  of  mind,  to  pry  into  the  mystery  ;  and 
in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge — laudable  surely  in  a 
person  of  his  years,  and  demonstrative  of  astonish 
ing  sagacity  and  research — he  did  take  the  animal 
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entirely  to  pieces,  and  saw  the  inward  parts  there 
of.  The  great  lady,  with  all  the  retinue,  stopped 
short  as  she  encountered  with  my  excellent  wife  at 
the  top  of  the  hill,  and  did  most  courteously  make 
tender  inquiries  of  her  state  of  health,  and  also  of 
her  plans — whereof  she  seemed  some  little  in 
structed — and  expressed  her  satisfaction  therein, 
and  did  make  many  sweet  speeches  to  her,  and 
also  to  the  pupil,  and  trusted  that  she  would  be 
good  and  dutiful,  and  an  earnest  and  affectionate 
daughter  of  the  Church  of  England.  To  all  which 
rny  excellent  wife  replied  in  fitting  terms,  and  Alice 
Snowton — so  was  she  named — made  promise  so  to 
do,  God  being  her  helper  and  I  her  teacher ;  and 
thereupon  the  great  lady  bended  her  head  with 
smiles,  and  rode  on.  When  they  got  down  to 
where  we  stood  in  the  church  field,  the  flush  of 
modesty,  and  perhaps  of  pride,  at  being  spoken  to 
in  such  friendly  guise  by  the  haughty  Lady  Mailer- 
den,  had  not  yet  left  the  cheek  of  my  excellent  wife, 
upon  which  I  impressed  a  kiss  of  true  love,  and 
held  up  little  Charles  as  high  as  I  could,  to  en 
able  him  to  do  likewise,  which  he  did,  with  a 
pretty  set  speech  which  I  had  taught  him,  in  gra- 
tulation  of  her  return.  Alice  Snowton  also  did 
blush,  and  held  out  her  cheek,  whereon  I  pressed 
my  lip,  with  fervent  prayers  for  her  advance  in 
holiness  and  virtue,  and  also  in  useful  learning, 
under  my  excellent  wife's  instructions.  She  was  a 
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short  girl,  not  much,  taller  than  my  Waller,  though 
she  seemed  to  be  three  or  even  four  years  more  ad 
vanced  in  age.  She  was  a  sweet  engaging  child  of 
thirteen,  and  I  loved  her  as  one  of  my  flock 
from  the  moment  I  saw  her,  as  in  duty  bound.  My 
children  were  divided  between  joy  at  seeing  their 
excellent  mother,  and  wonder  at  the  stranger.  But 
a  short  period  wore  off  both  these  sentiments  of  the 
human  mind,  or  rather  the  outward  manifestation 
of  them ;  and  I  will  venture  to  assert  that  the 
quietude  of  night,  and  the  clearness  of  the  starry 
heavens,  fell  on  no  happier  household  on  that  even 
ing  than  the  parsonage  of  Welding.  And  next  day 
it  was  the  same  ;  and  next,  and  next,  and  a  great 
succession  of  happy,  useful  days.  Alice  was  a  dear 
girl,  and  we  loved  her  as  our  own  ;  and  she  loved 
Charles  above  all,  and  was  his  friend,  his  nurse, 
his  playfellow.  Their  gambols  \vere  beautiful  to 
behold  ;  and,  to  complete  the  good  work  which  was 
so  well  begun,  good  Mr  Snowton  did  send  to  my 
care,  at  the  same  remuneration,  two  young  gentle 
men  of  tender  years,  Master  Walter  Mannering  and 
Master  John  Carey — the  elder  of  them  being  eight 
and  the  other  seven ;  and,  as  if  fortune  never  tired 
of  raining  down  on  us  her  golden  favours,  the  great 
Lady  Mallerden  herself  did  use  her  interest  on  my 
behalf,  and  obtained  for  me  the  charge  of  a  relative 
of  her  noble  house — the  honourable  Master  Fitzos- 
wald,  of  illustrious  lineage  in  the  north,  of  the  age 
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of  nine  years.  But  doubtless,  as  the  philosopher 
has  remarked,  there  is  no  sweet  without  its  bitter, 
or,  as  the  poet  has  said,  "  no  rose  without  its  thorn/' 
or,  better  perhaps,  as  another  great  poet  of  antiquity 
has  clothed  the  sentiment — 

— "  Medio  de  fonte  leporum 
Surglt  amari  aliquid  ; " 

for  it  was  made  an  express  stipulation  of  the  latter 
office — namely,  the  charge  of  the  honourable  young 
gentleman,  being  the  second  son  of  the  noble  Earl 
Fitzoswald,  in  Yorkshire  —  that  the  great  Lady 
Mallerden  should  have  joint  superintendence  of  his 
studies  with  me,  and  the  direction  of  his  conduct, 
and  also  his  religious  education.  And  this  was  a 
sore  drawback  to  the  pleasure  I  experienced,  for  I 
knew  her  to  be  proud  and  haughty  beyond  most 
women,  or  even  men ;  and  also  that  she  was  of  so 
active  and  inquisitive  a  turn  of  mind,  that  she 
would  endeavour  to  obtain  all  power  and  authority 
unto  herself,  whereto  I  determined  by  no  means  to 
submit.  Two  hundred  golden  guineas  was  the 
honorarium  per  annum  for  his  education  ;  and  my 
excellent  wife,  who  was  addicted,  like  the  most  of 
her  sex,  to  dreams  and  omens,  did  very  often  have 
a  vision  in  the  night,  of  the  Eight  Hon.  the  Earl 
Fitzoswald  presenting  me  to  a  great  office  in  the 
church — yea,  even  a  seat  among  the  right  reverend 
the  lord  bishops  of  the  Upper  House  of  Parliament. 
Nor  were  portents  and  auguries  wanting,  such  as 
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this — which  made  an  uncommon  impression  on  my 
excellent  wife's  mind  —  videlicet,  it  chanced  that 
Alice  Snowton  did  make  a  hat  of  paper,  to  be  placed 
on  Charles's  head  when  he  was  more  than  usually 
naughty,  to  be  called  the  fool's-cap  out  of  derision ; 
but  this  same  paper  hat,  which  was  of  a  fantastic 
shape,  being  conical  and  high,  the  boy  with  scissors 
did  dexterously  mutilate  and  nearly  destroy,  and, 
coming  quietly  behind  me  when  I  was  meditating 
the  future  with  my  excellent  wife,  he  placed  it  on 
my  head ;  and,  to  all  our  eyes,  there  was  no  mis 
taking  the  shape  into  which,  fortuitous!}^  and  with 
no  view  or  knowledge  of  such  emblems,  he  had  cut 
the  paper-cap.  It  was  evidently  a  mitre,  and  no 
thing  else  !  But  this,  and  various  other  concurring 
incidents,  I  pass  over,  having  frequently  rebuked 
my  excellent  wife  for  thinking  more  highly  of  such 
matters  than  she  ought  to  think. 

The  course  pursued  in  our  studies  was  the  fol 
lowing,  which  I  particularly  write  down,  having 
had  great  experience  in  that  sort,  and  considering 
it  may  be  useful,  if  perchance  this  account  should 
fall  into  the  hands  of  any  who  follow  the  honourable 
and  noble  calling  of  educating  the  rising  genera 
tion.  The  Colloquies  of  Corderius,  as  also  the 
Fables  of  .ZEsopus,  with  those  also  of  Phsedrus  his 
Koman  continuator  ...... 

(Many  pages  are  here  omitted  as  irrelevant.) 
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And    my  excellent  wife,   after 
rnucli  entreaty,   consented  thereto.      Accordingly, 
on  the  very  next  Sunday,  the  great  Lady  Mallerden 
attended  at  my  house  after  church,  and  did  closely 
question,  not  only  the  young  gentlemen   on  the 
principles  of  their  faith,   but  also  Alice   Snowton, 
and  did,  above  all,  clearly  and  emphatically  point 
out  to  them  the  iniquities  of  the  great  Popish  de 
lusion  ;    and    exhorted  them,   whatever  might  be 
their  future  fate  or  condition,  to  hold  fast  by  the 
pure   Keformed    church.      And   so  much  did  my 
eldest  daughter,  who  was  now  a  great  tall  girl  of 
twelve  years  of  age,  win  upon  the  heart  of  the  great 
lady,  that  she  invited  her  to  come  up  for  several 
days  and  reside  with  her  at  Mallerden  Court,  which 
was  a  great  honour  to  my  daughter,  invitations  not 
being  extended  to  any  to  enter  that  noble  mansion 
under  the  degree  of  nobility.     Nor  did  her  benefi 
cence  end  here ;  for  she  did  ask  Alice   Snowton, 
who  was  now  a  fine  young  woman  of  fifteen  or 
thereby,  to  be  her  guest  at  the  same  time.     Alice 
was  not  so  stout  in  proportion  to  her  years  as  my 
Waller ;  but  there  was  a  certain  gracefulness  about 
her  when  she  moved,  and  a  sweet  smile  when  she 
spoke,  which  was  very  gainful  on  the  affections,  as 
Charles  could  testify ;  for  he  loved  her,  and  made 
no  secret  thereof,  better  than  any  of  his  sisters,  and 
also,  I  really  and  unfeignedly  believe,  better  than 
that  excellent  woman  his  mother.     And  so  great 


NARRATION    OF    HERBERT   WILLIS,    B.D.          23 

was  the  impression  made  on  the  great  lady  by  my 
Waller's  cleverness  and  excellent  manner  of  con 
ducting  herself,  that,  on  her  return  at  the  end  of 
three  days,  a  letter,  in  the  noble  lady's  own  hand, 
bore  testimony  to  her  satisfaction,  and  a  request, 
or  rather  a  command,  was  laid  on  me  to  send  her, 
under  charge,  as  she  expressed  it,  of  Alice  Snow- 
ton,  to  the  Court  for  a  longer  period  the  following 
week.  And  such  was  the  mutual  happiness  of  the 
noble  lady,  and  of  that  young  girl  (my  Waller,  I 
mean),  who  could  now  write  a  beautiful  flowing 
hand,  and  spell  with  uncommon  accuracy  and  ex 
pedition,  that  erelong  it  was  an  arranged  thing, 
that  three  days  in  each  week  were  spent  by  the 
two  children  at  Mallerden  Court ;  and  a  horse  at 
last,  on  every  Wednesday,  was  in  waiting  to  convey 
them,  on  a  double  pillion,  to  the  stately  mansion. 

I  have  not  alluded  to  the  state  of  public  affairs, 
of  which  I  was  far  from  cognisant,  saving  that  the 
writhings  and  stragglings  which  this  tortured  realm 
did  make,  shook  also  the  little  parsonage  of  Weld 
ing.  We  heard,  at  remote  intervals  of  time,  rumours 
of  dangers  and  difficulties  hanging  over  this  church 
and  nation  ;  but  were  little  alarmed  thereat,  putting 
faith  in  the  bill  of  exclusion,  and  the  honour  of  our 
most  gracious  and  religious  lord  the  king.  Nor 
did  I  anticipate  great  harm  even  if  the  Duke  of 
York,  in  the  absence  of  lawful  posterity  of  his  bro 
ther,  should  get  upon  the  throne,  trusting  in  the 


24  TALES  FROM    "BLACKWOOD." 

truth  of  his  royal  word,  and  the  manifold  declara 
tions  of  favour  and  amicableness  to  the  church, 
which  he  from  time  to  time  put  forth.  But  j3Esopus 
hath  it,  when  bulls  fight  in  a  marsh  the  frogs  are 
crushed  to  death.  It  was  on  the  tenth  day  of  Feb 
ruary,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1685,  I  was  busy 
with  my  dear  friends,  the  youths  under  my  charge, 
in  the  Campus  Martius  (which  was  a  level  space 
of  ground  in  one  of  the  glebe  fields  by  the  side 
of  the  river,  whereon  we  performed  our  exercises 
of  running,  jumping,  wrestling,  and  other  athletic 
exercitations),  when  we  were  startled  by  the  hear 
ing  the  sound  of  many  horses  galloping  up  the  hill 
above  the  village ;  and  looking  over  the  hedge  on 
to  the  road,  we  saw  a  cavalier  going  very  fast  on  a 
fine  black  horse,  which  had  fire  in  its  eyes  and  nos 
trils,  as  the  poet  says,  followed  by  a  goodly  train 
of  serving-men,  all  well  mounted,  and  proceeding 
at  the  same  rate.  We  went  on  with  our  games  for 
an  hour  or  two,  when  all  at  once  I  was  peremptorily 
sent  for  to  go  to  my  house  without  delay ;  and  ac 
cordingly  I  hurried  homewards,  much  marvelling 
what  the  summons  could  portend.  I  went  into  my 
study,  and  sitting  in  my  arm-chair  I  saw  the  great 
Lady  Mallerden ;  but  she  was  so  deep  in  thought, 
that  for  some  minutes  she  kept  me  standing,  and 
waiting  her  commands.  At  last  she  started  to  her 
self,  and  ordered  me  to  be  seated,  and  in  her  rapid 
glancing  manner  began  to  speak — 
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"  I  Lave  been  visited  by  my  son,  who  rode  post 
haste  from  London  to  tell  me  the  king  was  dead. 
He  has  been  dead  four  days." 

I  was  astonished  and  much  saddened  at  the 
news. 

"  Sorry — yes — but  there  is  no  time  for  sorrow," 
said  the  noble  lady ;  "we  must  be  up  and  doing. 
We  are  betrayed." 

"Did  your  son,  the  noble  Viscount  Mallerden, 
tell  you  this  ?  " 

"  He  is  one  of  the  betrayers — know  you  not  what 
manner  of  man  he  is  ? — Then  I  will  tell  you."  And 
here  a  strange  light  flashed  from  her  eyes,  and  her 
lips  became  compressed  till  all  the  colour  disap 
peared — "  He  is  a  viper  that  stung  me  once — and 
would  sting  me  again  if  I  took  him  to  my  bosom, 
and  laid  it  open  for  his  poisonous  tooth.  I  tell  you 
the  Lord  Mallerden  is  a  godless,  hopeless,  faithless 
man — bound  hand  and  foot  to  the  footstool  of  the 
despotic,  cruel  monster — the  Jesuit  who  has  now 
his  foot  upon  the  English  throne.  He  is  a  Papist, 
fiercer,  bitterer,  crueller,  because  he  has  no  belief 
neither  in  priest  nor  pope — but  he  is  ambitious, 
reckless,  base,  a  courtier.  He  prideth  himself  in 
his  shame,  and  says  he  has  openly  professed.  It 
is  to  please  the  hypocritical  master  he  serves.  And 
he  boasts  that  our  late  king — defender  of  the  faith 
— was  shrived  on  his  deathbed  by  a  Popish  friar." 

"  I  cannot  believe  it,  my  lady." 
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*'  You  are  a  good  man — a  good  simple  man,  Mas 
ter  Willis,"  she  said ;  and  although  the  words  of 
her  designation  were  above  my  deserts,  seeing  that 
simplicity  and  goodness  are  the  great  ornaments  of 
the  Christian  character,  still  the  tone  in  which  she 
spoke  did  not  partake  of  the  nature  of  a  compliment, 
and  I  bowed,  but  made  no  observation  in  reply. 

"  But  it  needs  men  of  other  minds  in  these  awful 
times  which  I  see  approaching — men  of  firmness, 
men  of  boldness — yea,  who  can  shed  blood  and 
shudder  not ;  for  great  things  are  at  stake." 

"I  trust  not,  my  lady — albeit  the  shedding  of 

blood  " 

"  I  know,  is  generally  condemned ;  yet  be  there 
texts  which  make  it  imperative,  and  I  think  I  fore 
see  that  the  occasion  for  giving  them  forth  is  at 
hand.  All  means  in  their  power  they  will  try ;  yes, 
though  James  of  York  has  been  but  four  days  a 
king,  he  had  already  made  perquisition  for  such  as 
may  be  useful  to  him,  not  in  settling  the  crown 
upon  his  head,  but  in  carrying  off  this  people  and 
kingdom,  a  bound  sacrifice  to  the  blind  idol  which 
he  worshippeth  at  Eome.  You  know  not  the  his 
tory  of  that  man  ;  no,  nor  of  my  son.  Alas  !  that 
a  mother's  lips  should  utter  such  words  about  her 
own  flesh  and  blood  !  The  one  of  them  I  tell  you 
is  a  bigot,  a  pursuer,  a  persecutor — the  other  a  sen 
sualist,  a  Gallio,  a  tool.  For  many  years  he  has 
never  beheld  his  mother's  face ;  he  married  in  his 
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youth ;  lie  injured,  deserted,  yea,  he  killed  Lis  wife 
— not  with  his  own  hand  or  with  the  dagger,  but 
by  the  surer  weapons  of  hatred,  neglect,  unkind- 
ness.  And  she  died.  He  has  but  one  child ;  that 
child  was  left  in  charge  of  my  honoured  and  loving 
daughter,  the  Lady  Pevensey  of  Notts,  and  hath 
been  brought  up  in  a  Christian  manner ;  but  now 
he — this  man  of  Belial — wishes  to  get  this  infant 
in  his  own  hands ;  nay,  he  boldly  has  made  a  de 
mand  of  her  custody  both  on  me  and  Pevensey,  my 
daughter.  We  will  not  surrender  her ;  he  is  now 
great  and  powerful.  The  king  will  back  his  efforts 
with  all  the  weight  of  the  crown ;  and  we  have 
considered,  if  we  could  confide  the  persecuted  dove 
to  the  hands  of  some  assured  friend — some  true  son 
of  our  holy  church  —  some  steady,  firm-hearted, 
strong-nerved  man,  who  in  such  cause  would  set 
lord  and  king  at  defiance  " 

Here  she  paused,  and  looked  upon  me  with  her 
eyes  dilated,  and  her  nostrils  panting  with  some 
great  thought  which  was  within  her ;  and  I  availed 
myself  of  the  pause  to  say — 

"  Oh,  my  lady !  if  you  did  mean  me  for  such 
charge,  T  confess  my  deficiency  for  such  a  lofty 
office  ;  for  I  do  feel  in  me  no  stirrings  of  an  ambi 
tious  spirit.  Sufficient  is  it  for  me  to  take  care  of 
the  innocent  flock  committed  to  my  care,  in  the 
performance  of  which  charge  I  have  the  approbation 
of  my  own  heart,  and  also,  I  make  bold  to  hope  it, 
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of  your  ladyship,  seeing  that  I  have  instructed 
them  in  the  true  principles  both  of  faith  and  prac 
tice  ;  and  although  there  are  shortcomings  in  them 
all,  by  reason  the  answers  in  the  Catechism  are  not 
adapted  to  the  capacities  of  the  younger  ones, 
especially  of  Charles  (who,  notwithstanding,  has 
abilities  and  apprehensions  above  his  years),  yet 
are  they  all  imbued  with  faithful  doctrine,  from 
Alice  Snowton,  which  is  the  most  advanced  in  sta 
ture,  to  the  honourable  Master  Fitzoswald,  which 
is  somewhat  deficient  in  growth,  being  only  three 
inches  taller  than  my  little  Charles." 

The  great  lady  looked  at  me  while  I  spoke,  and 
made  no  answer  for  a  long  time.  At  last  she  said 
with  a  sort  of  smile,  which  at  the  same  time  was 
not  hilarious  or  jocular  in  its  nature — 

"  Perhaps  'tis  better  as  it  is.  There  is  a  provi 
dence  in  all  things,  and  our  plans  and  proposals  are 
all  overruled  for  the  best — for  which  may  God  be 
praised !  Therefore  I  will  press  you  no  more  on 
the  subject  of  the  guardianship  of  my  grandchild. 
But  Mallerden  will  move  heaven  and  earth  to  get 
her  into  his  power — yes,  though  he  has  neglected 
her  so  long,  never  caring  to  see  her  since  her  child 
hood  ;  yet  now,  when  he  sees  'twill  gain  him  tbe 
treasurership  of  the  royal  household  to  sell  the 
greatest  heiress  and  noblest  blood  in  England  to 
the  Papists,  he  will  make  traffic  of  his  own  child, 
and  marry  her  to  some  prayer-mumbler  to  a  wooden 
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doll.  Let  us  save  her,  good  sir — but  I  forgot.  No 
— I  will  save  her  myself.  I,  that  have  steered  her 
through  so  many  quicksands,  will  not  let  her  make 
shipwreck  at  last.  I  will  guard  her  like  the  apple 
of  my  eye,  and  possess  my  soul  in  patience  until 
this  tyranny  be  overpast."  And  so  ended  the  in 
terview,  during  which  my  heart  was  tossed  to  and 
fro  with  the  utmost  agitation,  and  my  whole  frame 
so  troubled  that  I  various  times  lost  all  mastery  of 
myself,  and  only  saw  before  me  a  great  black  gulf 
of  ruin,  into  which  some  invisible  power  was  push 
ing  me  and  all  my  little  ones.  Great,  therefore, 
was  my  delight,  and  sweet  the  relief  to  my  soul, 
when  the  great  lady  left  me  unconnected  with  her 
quarrels.  For,  in  the  crash  of  such  contending 
powers,  there  was  no  chance  of  escape  for  such  a 
weak  instrument  as  I  was ;  and  fervent  were  my 
hopes,  and  deep  my  prayers,  that  the  perils  and 
evils  prognosticated  by  the  religious  fears  of  my 
great  protectress  might  be  turned  aside,  and  all  good 
subjects  and  sincere  churchmen  left  each  under  his 
own  vine  and  his  own  fig-tree,  with  nobody  to  make 
them  afraid.  But  vain  are  the  hopes  of  men.  We 
read  in  no  long  time  in  all  men's  looks  the  fate  we 
were  condemned  to ;  for  it  seemed  as  if  a  great 
cloud,  filled  with  God's  wrath,  was  spread  out  over 
this  realm  of  England,  and  the  faces  of  all  men 
grew  dark.  We  heard  the  name  of  Jeffreys  whis 
pered  in  corners,  and  trembled  as  if  it  had  been  a 
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witch's  spell  to  make  our  blood  into  water.  The 
great  lady  kept  herself  much  in  solitude  in  the 
ancient  Court,  and  saw  not  even  her  favourite  com 
panion,  my  daughter  Waller,  for  many  months  ;  but 
did  ever  write  affectionate  letters  to  her,  and  sent 
presents  of  rich  fruits,  and  other  delectations  in 
which  the  young  take  pleasure.  There  was  much 
riding  to  and  fro  of  couriers,  but  whither,  or  whence, 
she  did  never  tell,  and  it  was  not  my  province  to 
enquire ;  but  at  last  an  order  came  for  me  to  send 
up  my  Waller  and  her  friend  to  the  mansion.  And 
at  evening  they  were  conveyed  on  horseback  as 
before ;  but  on  this  occasion  their  escort  was  not 
Master  Wilkinson  the  under  butler,  but  no  less  a 
person  than  my  lady's  kinsman,  the  senior  brother 
of  my  honourable  pupil,  the  honourable  Master 
Fitzoswald  of  Yorkshire,  a  stately  young  cavalier 
as  could  be  seen,  strong  and  tall,  and  his  style  and 
title  was  the  Lord  Viscount  Lessingholm — being 
the  eldest  son  and  heir  to  that  ancient  earldom. 
He  was  an  amiable  and  pleasant  gentleman,  full  of 
courtesies  and  kindness,  and  particularly  pleased 
with  the  newfangled  fashion  of  a  handsome  cap 
which  formed  the  headpiece  of  my  excellent  wife. 
He  said  also  many  handsome  things  about  the 
brightness  of  my  Waller's  eyes,  and  assured  my 
excellent  wife  that  he  saw  so  promising  an  out- 
sprout  of  talent  in  my  Charles,  that  he  doubted  not 
to  see  him  one  of  the  judges  of  the  realm,  if  so  be 
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he  applied  his  intellectuals  to  the  bar.  He  was 
also  extreme  civil  to  Alice  Snowton,  which  an 
swered  his  civilities  in  like  manner ;  and  seldom  in 
so  short  a  space  as  half  an  hour  has  any  person 
made  so  favourable  an  impression  as  he  did,  parti 
cularly  on  his  brother,  by  reason  of  his  bestowing 
on  him  a  large  Spanish  doubloon,  and  promising 
him  a  delicate-coloured  maneged  horse  immediately 
on  his  return  to  Yorkshire.  It  is  a  pleasant  sight 
to  see  (and  reflected  some  credit  on  my  ministration 
of  the  moralities  in  this  particular  instance)  the 
disinterested  love  of  brethren,  one  towards  another; 
and  I  failed  not  to  ascertain  that  the  Lord  Lessing- 
holrn  had  been  boarded  in  the  house  of  an  exem 
plary  divine,  to  wit,  Mr  Savage  of  Corpus  Christi 
College,  Oxford — a  fact  which  I  think  it  proper  to 
mention  to  the  honour  of  that  eloquent  member  of 
our  church — inasmuch  as  any  man  might  be  proud 
of  having  had  the  training  up  in  the  way  he  should 
go,  of  so  excellent  and  praiseworthy  a  youth. 

It  was  many  days  before  my  young  ones  came 
back  (I  would  be  understood  to  include  in  this 
Alice  Snowton,  whom  I  looked  upon  with  the  ten 
derness  of  a  father  and  the  pride  of  a  teacher  all 
in  one) ;  and  when  they  returned  to  me,  I  thought 
I  perceived  that  they  were  both  more  sorrowful 
than  of  wont.  Alice  (and  my  Waller  also)  looked 
oppressed  with  some  secret  that  weighed  upon 
their  hearts,  and  I  was  fearful  the  great  lady  had 
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made  them  partakers  of  her  cares  in  the  matter  of 
her  son  and  her  grandchild.  Yet  did  I  not  think 
such  a  thing  possible  as  that  either  of  them  should 
have  been  taken  into  her  confidence  on  so  high  and 
momentous  a  concernment,  by  reason  of  my  Waller 
being  so  young,  though  thoughtful  and  considerate, 
and  also  fuller  grown  than  persons  much  more  ad 
vanced  in  life ;  and  Alice  Snowton  was  of  so  play 
ful  and  gentle  a  disposition,  that  she  seemed  unfit 
ted  for  the  depository  of  any  secret,  unless  those 
more  strictly  appertaining  to  her  youth  and  sex, 
and  moreover  was  a  stranger  to  this  part  of  the 
country ;  being  of  a  respectable  family,  as  I  have 
observed,  in  Wilts — namely,  a  brother  of  Mr  Snow- 
ton,  my  kind  patron  and  friend.  I  called  them  into 
my  study,  after  my  labours  were  over  with  the 
other  pupils,  and  I  said  to  them — 

"Dear  children,  ill  would  it  become  me  to  pry 
into  the  secrets  of  my  honoured  lady,  the  Lady 
Mallerden ;  yet  may  there  arise  occasions  wherein 
it  is  needful  for  one  in  my  situation  (parent  to  the 
one  of  you,  and  in  loco  parentis  to  the  other),  to 
make  perquisition  into  matters  of  weight  and  im 
portance  to  your  well-being,  even  at  the  risk  of 
appearing  inquisitive  into  other  peoples'  affairs. 
Answer  me,  therefore,  Alice,  my  dear  child,  has  the 
Lady  Mallerden  instructed  you  in  any  portion  of  her 
family  story  ?  " 

"  She  has  in  some  degree,  sir,"  said  Alice  Snow- 
t'--n,  "  but  not  deeply." 
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u  You  know  of  lier  disagreement  on  certain 
weighty  points  with  her  son,  the  Lord  Viscount, 
and  how  that  he  is  a  wicked  man,  seeking  to  break 
into  the  pasture  of  the  Lord,  and  tear  down  the 
hedges  and  destroy  the  boundaries  thereof ;  and 
that  in  this  view  he  is  minded  to  get  his  daughter 
into  his  power,  to  use  her  as  an  instrument  towards 
his  temporal  elevation  ?  " 

"  Something  of  all  this  we  have  heard,  but  not 
much,"  said  Alice  Snowton. 

"  And  furthermore,  I  must  tell  you  that  overtures 
were  made  to  me  to  aid  and  assist  in  the  resistance 
to  be  offered  to  this  man  of  sin,  and  I  did,  for  deep 
and  wholesome  reasons,  refuse  my  assent  thereto, 
and  in  this  refusal  I  meant  you,  my  children,  to  be 
included  ;  therefore,  whatever  propositions  may  be 
made  to  you,  to  hear,  or  know,  or  receive,  or  in  any 
manner  aid,  in  the  concealment  of  the  Lord  Vis 
count's  daughter — which  is  at  present  in  charge  of 
an  honourable  lady  in  the  north — I  charge  you, 
refuse  them ;  they  may  bring  ruin  on  an  unambi 
tious  and  humble  household,  and  in  no  case  can  do 
good.  We  must  fear  God  ever,  and  honour  the 
king  while  he  is  intrusted  with  the  sword  of  power ; 
and  family  arrangements  we  must  leave  to  the 
strong  hands  and  able  head  of  the  great  Lady 
Mallerden  herself.  In  this  caution  I  know  I  fulfil 
the  intentions  of  my  honoured  friend,  your  es 
teemed  uncle,  Mr  William  Snowton,  which  is  con- 
7  i 
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cerned  with  too  many  noble  families  to  desire  to 
get  into  enmity  with  any — and  therefore  be  grateful 
for  all  the  kindness  you  experience  from  my  hon 
oured  lady  ;  but  if  perchance  she  brings  her  grand 
child  to  the  Court,  and  wishes  to  make  you  of  her 
intimates,  inform  me  thereof;  and  greatl}r  as  it 
would  be  to  be  regretted,  I  would  break  off  the 
custom  of  your  visits  to  the  noblo  house,  for  even 
that  honour  may  be  too  dearly  purchased  by  the 
enmity  of  powerful  and  unscrupulous  men — if  with 
sceptres  in  their  hands,  so  much  the  more  to  be 
held  in  awe."  And  I  ended  with  ^Esopus  his  fable 
of  the  frogs  and  bulls.  This  discourse  (whereof  I 
had  prepared  the  heads  in  the  course  of  the  morn 
ing)  I  delivered  with  the  full  force  of  my  elocution, 
and  afterwards  I  dismissed  them,  leaving  to  my 
excellent  wife  the  duty  of  enlarging  on  the  same 
topic,  and  also  of  giving  such  advice  to  Alice, 
which  was  now  a  full-grown  young  woman,  and 
very  fair  to  look  on,  in  respect  of  the  young  cava 
liers  she  might  see  at  the  great  house,  particularly 
the  noble  lord,  the  Lord  Lessingholm.  Such  ad 
vice  I  considered  useless  in  regard  to  my  Waller, 
she  being  only  about  fourteen  years  of  age,  but  in 
other  respects  a  fair  and  womanly  creature  to  see  ; 
for  her  waist  was  nearly  twice  as  large  as  Alice 
Snowton's,  and  her  shoulders  also,  and  in  weight 
she  would  have  been  greatly  an  overmatch  ;  and 
certes,  putting  aside  all  parental  fondness,  which 
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we  know  to  be  such  a  beautifier  of  one's  own  kin 
dred  as  to  make  the  crow  a  more  lovely  animal  than 
the  dove  (in  the  eyes  of  the  parent  crow),  I  will 
confess  that  in  my  estimation,  and  also  in  that  of 
my  excellent  wife,  there  was  no  comparison  between 
the  two  fair  maidens,  either  in  respect  of  fulness  of 
growth  or  redness  of  complexion — the  advantage 
being,  in  both  these  respects,  on  the  side  of  the 
junior.  Some  sentiment  of  this  sort  I  saw  at  the 
time  must  have  possessed  the  honourable  breast  of 
the  Viscount  Lessingholm ;  for  although  he  made 
much  profession  of  visiting  at  the  parsonage  for 
the  sake  of  seeing  his  juvenile  brother,  still  there 
were  certain  looks  and  tokens  whereby  I  was  clearly 
persuaded  that  the  magnet  was  of  a  different  kind  ; 
and  whereas  it  would  have  been  vain  and  ambitious 
in  me  to  lift  my  eyes  so  high,  in  view  of  matrimo 
nial  proposals,  as  to  nearly  the  topmost  branch  in 
the  peerage  of  England  (the  Earls  Fitzoswald  being 
known  to  have  been  barons  of  renown  at  the  period 
of  the  Norman  Conquest)  ;  still  it  would  ill  have 
become  me  to  prevent  my  daughter  from  gathering 
golden  apples  if  they  fell  at  her  feet,  because  they 
had  grown  on  such  a  lofty  bough  of  the  tree  ;  and 
I  will  therefore  confess,  that  it  was  with  no  little 
gratification  I  saw  the  unfoldings  of  a  pure  and 
virtuous  disposition  in  the  honourable  young  noble 
man.  And  I  will  further  state,  that  it  seemed  as  if 
his  presence  when  ho  came  (and  that  was  often, 
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nay,  sometimes  twice  in  one  day),  did  make  holiday 
in  the  whole  house ;  and  Charles  was  by  no  means 
backward  in  his  friendship — receiving  the  fishing- 
rods  presented  unto  him  by  the  right  honourable 
with  so  winning  an  eagerness,  and  pressing  Alice 
(his  constant  friend)  to  go  with  him  and  the  noble 
donor  with  so  much  zeal  to  the  brook,  therein  to 
try  the  virtues  of  the  gift,  that  I  found  it  impossible 
to  refuse  permission  ;  and  therefore  did  those  three 
often  consume  valuable  hours  (yet  also  I  hope  not 
altogether  wasted) — videlicet,  Alice  and  Charles, 
and  the  honourable  viscount — in  endeavouring  to 
catch  the  finny  tribe,  yet  seldom  with  much  success. 
But  whatever  was  the  result  of  their  industry — yea, 
though  it  was  but  a  minnow — it  was  brought  and 
presented  to  my  Waller  by  the  honourable  hands  of 
the  young  man,  with  so  loving  an  air,  that  it  was 
easy  to  behold  how  gladly  he  would  ha\  e  con 
sented,  if  she  had  been  the  companion  of  their 
sports,  if  by  any  means  Charles  could  have  been 
persuaded  to  have  exchanged  Alice  Snowton  for 
her.  But  the  very  mention  of  such  an  idea  did 
throw  the  child  into  such  wrathful  indignation,  that 
the  right  honourable  was  fain  to  bestow  on  him 
whole  handfuls  of  sugar-plums,  and  promise  that 
Alice  should  not  be  left  behind.  So  fared  the  time 
away ;  and  at  last  I  began  to  hope  that  the  fears 
of  the  great  lady  were  unfounded,  and  that  nothing 
would  occur  to  trouble  her  repose.  The  manner  of 
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living  had  been  resumed  again,  with  the  difference 
that,  on  the  days  the  young  maidens  did  not  visit 
the  noble  mansion,  the  honourable  viscount  was,  as 
it  were,  domiciled  in  the  parsonage  ;  and  I  per 
ceived  that,  by  this  arrangement,  the  great  lady 
was  highly  pleased  ;  perhaps  because  the  presence 
of  a  kinsman,  a  courageous  gentleman,  gave  her 
some  security  against  the  rudenesses  she  seemed  to 
be  afraid  of  on  the  part  of  her  own  son — a  grievous 
state  of  human  affairs  when  the  fifth  commandment 
is  not  held  in  honour,  and  reducing  us  below  the 
level  of  puppy-dogs  and  kittens,  to  whom  that  com 
mandment,  along  with  the  rest  of  the  decalogue,  is 
totally  unknown.  Sundry  times  I  did  observe 
symptoms  of  alarm ;  and  care  did  write  a  sad  story 
of  mental  suffering  on  the  brow  of  the  great  lady, 
which  was  a  person  of  the  magnanimity  of  an 
ancient  matron,  and  bore  up  in  a  manner  sur 
prising  to  behold  in  one  who  stood,  as  it  were, 
with  one  hand  upon  her  coffin,  while  her  other 
stretched  backward  through  the  shadow  of  fourscore 
years  to  touch  her  cradle.  And  ever,  from  time  to 
time,  couriers  came  to  the  noble  mansion,  while 
others  flew  in  various  directions  on  swift  horses  at 
utmost  speed  ;  and  looking  up  into  that  lofty  atmo 
sphere,  we  saw  clouds  and  ominous  signs  of  coming 
storms,  before  we  could  hear  the  voice  of  the  thun 
der.  And  once  a  royal  messenger  (called  a  pur- 
8uivant-at-arms)  came  down  in  person,  and  carried 
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the  great  lady  to  London,  and  there  she  staid 
many  days,  and  was  threatened  with  many  things 
and  great  punishments,  yea,  even  to  be  tried  by 
the  Lord  Jeffreys  for  high  treason,  in  resisting  the 
king's  order  to  deliver  tip  her  grandchild  to  its 
natural  guardian — which  was  its  father  the  Vis 
count  Mallerden,  now  created  by  royal  favour  Mar 
quess  of  Danfield.  But  even  this  last  danger  she 
scorned  ;  and  after  months  of  confinement  near  the 
royal  court,  her  enemies  gave  up  persecuting  her 
for  that  season,  and  at  last  she  came  back  to  Maller 
den  Court.  In  the  meanwhile,  we  went  on  in  a 
quiet  and  comfortable  manner  in  the  parsonage — 
the  Viscount  Lessingholm  frequently  with  us  (almost 
as  if  he  were  a  pupil  of  the  house)  j  and  on  one  or 
two  occasions  we  had  a  visit  for  an  evening  from 
my  honoured  friend,  Mr  William  Snowton  of  Wilts. 
He  was  pleased  to  use  great  commendations,  both 
of  my  excellent  wife  and  me,  for  the  mode  in  which 
we  attended  to  the  mind  and  manners  of  his  niece, 
the  culinary  and  other  accomplishments,  and  the 
rational  education  wherein  he  saw  her  advanced. 
He  never  staid  later  than  day-dawn  on  the  follow 
ing  morning,  and  kept  himself  reserved,  as  one  used 
to  the  intimacy  of  the  great,  and  not  liking  to  make 
his  news  patent  to  humble  people  such  as  we  ;  and 
he  would  on  no  account  open  his  mouth  on  the 
quarrels  of  our  great  lady  and  her  son,  the  new 
Marquess  of  Danfield,  but  kept  the  conversation  in 
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equable  channels  of  everyday  matters,  and  ex 
pounded  how  my  glebe-lands  might  be  made  to 
yield  a  greater  store  of  provision  by  newer  modes 
of  cultivation — the  which  I  considered,  however,  a 
tampering  with  Providence,  which  gives  to  every 
field  its  increase,  and  no  more.  But  by  this  time 
my  glebe  was  not  the  only  land  on  which  I  could 
plant  my  foot  and  say,  Lo,  thou  art  mine  !  for  I  had 
so  prospered  in  the  five  years  during  which  I  had 
held  a  ladder  for  my  pupils  to  the  tree  of  knowledge, 
that  much  golden  fruit  had  fallen  to  my  share  (being 
kicked  down,  as  it  were,  by  their  climbing  among 
the  branches) ;  so  that  I  had  purchased  the  fee- 
simple  of  the  estate  of  my  friend,  Master  George 
Sprowles,  who  had  taken  some  alarm  at  the  state  of 
public  affairs,  and  gone  away  over  the  seas  to  the 
plantation  called,  I  think,  Massachusetts,  in  the 
great  American  continent. 

It  was  in  the  beginning  of  October  1688,  that 
another  call  was  made  on  the  great  lady  to  make 
her  appearance  within  a  month  from  that  time  in 
the  city  of  London,  to  give  a  final  answer  for  her 
contumacy  in  refusing  obedience  to  the  King  and 
the  Lord  High  Treasurer.  I  felt  in  hopes  the  object 
of  their  search  (namely,  the  young  maiden  his 
daughter,  for  it  was  bruited  they  rummaged  to  find 
her  out  in  all  directions)  was  safe  with  some  foreign 
friends  which  the  great  lady  possessed  in  the  re 
public  of  Holland,  where  the  Prince  of  Orange  was 


40  TALES  FROM 

then  the  chief  magistrate  ;  but  of  this  I  had  no  cer 
tain  assurance.  For  some  days  no  preparations 
were  made  at  the  noble  mansion  for  so  momentous 
a  journey ;  but  at  length  there  were  great  signs  of 
something  being  in  prospect.  First  of  all,  the  Vis 
count  Lessingholm  rode  up  from  Yorkshire,  whither 
he  had  been  gone  three  weeks,  attended  by  near  a 
score  of  fine  dressed  serving-men,  and  took  up  his 
abode  at  Mallerden  Court ;  then  came  sundry  others 
of  the  great  lady's  kinsfolk,  attended  also  by  their 
servants  in  stately  liveries  ;  and  we  did  expect  that 
the  proud  imperial-minded  lady  was  to  go  up  with 
such  great  escort  as  should  impress  the  king  with 
a  just  estimate  of  her  power  and  dignity.  With 
this  expectation  we  kept  ourselves  ready  to  see  the 
noble  procession  when  it  should  start  on  its  way ; 
but  far  other  things  were  in  store  for  me,  and  an 
instrument  called  a  pea-spitter,  wherewith  Charles 
had  provided  himself  for  the  purpose  of  saluting 
various  of  the  serving-men  as  they  passed,  was 
rendered  useless.  It  was  on  the  first  day  of  Novem 
ber  that  the  Lord  Viscount  Lessingholm  (who  had 
conveyed  the  young  maidens,  videlicet  Alice  Snow- 
ton  and  my  Waller,  to  the  Court  on  the  previous 
day)  did  ride  post  haste  up  to  my  door,  making  his 
large  grey  horse  jump  over  the  gate  at  the  end  of 
the  walk,  as  if  he  had  been  Perseus  flying  on  his 
winged  steed  to  the  rescue  of  Andromede  (as  the 
same  is  so  elegantly  described  in  the  ancient  poet), 
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and  did  summon  me  to  go  that  moment  to  the  noble 
mansion  on  matter  of  the  highest  import.  Much 
marvelling,  and  greatly  out  of  breath,  I  followed 
the  noble  gentleman's  motions  as  rapidly  as  was 
beseeming  one  in  my  responsible  situation,  in  re 
gard  to  the  spiritual  ministrations  in  the  parish, 
while  in  sight  of  any  of  my  flock;  for  nothing 
detracts  more  from  the  dignity  of  the  apostolical 
character  than  rapid  motions — such  as  running,  or 
jumping,  or  an  unordered  style  of  apparel,  without 
hatband  or  cassock.  When  out  of  the  village  street, 
I  put  (as  the  vulgar  phrase  expresses  it)  my  best 
foot  foremost,  and  enacted  the  part  of  a  running 
serving-man  in  the  track  of  my  noble  conductor  ; 
and  finally  I  arrived,  in  such  state  as  may  be  con 
ceived,  at  the  entrance-hall  of  the  noble  mansion. 
In  the  courtyard  were  numerous  serving -men 
mounted  in  silent  gravity,  and  ranged  around  the 
wall.  Each  man  was  wrapped  up  in  a  dark-coloured 
cloak ;  and  underneath  it  I  saw,  depending  from 
each,  the  clear  polished  extremity  of  a  steel  sword- 
sheath.  They  did  bear  their  reins  tightened,  and 
their  heels  ornamented  with  spurs,  as  if  ready  to 
spring  forth  at  a  word,  and  great  tribulation  came 
over  my  soul.  Howbeit  I  mounted  the  grand  stair 
case,  and  following  the  western  corridor,  I  opened 
the  door  of  the  green-damask  withdrawing-  room, 
and  found  myself  in  the  middle  of  a  large  and 
silent  company.  There  were,  perhaps,  a  dozen 
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persons  there  assembled — motionless  in  their  chairs; 
and  at  the  further  end  of  the  apartment  sat  the 
great  lady  in  whispered  conversation  with  a  tall 
dark  gentleman  of  mature  years,  say  fifty  or  there 
abouts,  and  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  having  in 
structed  me  to  be  seated,  she  pursued  her  colloquies 
in  the  same  under-tones  as  before.  When  I  had 
placed  myself  in  a  chair,  and  was  in  somewhat  re 
covering  my  breath,  which  much  hurrying  and  the 
surprising  scene  I  saw  had  greatly  impaired,  a  hand 
was  laid  upon  my  shoulder,  and  I  turned  round, 
and,  sitting  in  the  next  chair  to  me,  I  beheld  my 
honoured  friend  Mr  William  Snowton  of  Wilts. 

"  Good  Master  Willis,"  he  said,  "  you  little  ex 
pected  to  see  me  here,  I  do  well  believe ;  but  it 
was  but  lately  I  was  summoned." 

"  And  know  you  wherefore  we  are  here  as 
sembled  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Somewhat  I  know,  but  not  all.  The  persons 
here  be  men  of  great  power,  some  of  them  being 
those  by  whom  I  am  employed  in  managing  their 
worldly  affairs,  and  shortly  we  shall  hear  what  is 
determined  on." 

"  On  what  subject  do  they  mean  to  consult  us  ? 
I  shall  be  ready,"  said  I,  "  to  give  what  advice  may 
be  needed,  if  peradventure  it  suits  with  my  sacred 
calling." 

"  I  fear  they  will  hardly  consult  a  person  of  your 
holy  profession,"  said  Mr  Snowton  with  a  sober 
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kind  of  smile.  "  It  is  of  life  or  death  we  are  now 
to  take  our  choice." 

A  great  fear  fell  upon  me,  as  a  great  shadow  falls 
upon  the  earth  before  a  thunder-storm.  "What mean 
ye?"  I  whispered.  "  There  is  no  shedding  of  blood." 

"  There  will  be  much  shedding  of  blood,  good 
Master  Willis  ;  yea,  the  rivers  in  England  will  run 
red  with  the  same,  unless  some  higher  power  inter 
feres  to  deliver  us." 

"  And  wherefore  am  I  summoned  to  such  fearful 
conference  ?  I  am  no  man  of  blood.  I  meddle  not 
with  lofty  matters.  I " 

But  here  I  was  interrupted  by  Mr  Snowton  in  a 
low  grave  tone.  "  Then  you  have  not  heard  that 
the  wicked  man  of  sin,  the  false  Papist,  the  Marquess 
of  Danfield,  hath  discovered  his  child?" 

"  No,  I  have  not  been  informed  thereof.  And 
hath  he  gained  possession  of  her  ?  " 

"  No,  nor  shall  not !  "  and  hereupon  he  frowned 
a  great  frown,  and  let  his  sword-sheath  strike 
heavily  upon  the  floor.  All  the  company  looked 
sharply  round ;  but  seeing  it  was  by  hazard,  they 
took  no  notice  of  what  occurred. 

"  And  where,  then,  is  the  maiden  bestowed?"  I 
demanded. 

"  In  this  house  ;  you  shall  see  her  soon." 

11  And  what  have  I  to  do  with  these  matters  ? 
They  are  above  my  concernment  1  "  I  exclaimed, 
in  great  anguish  of  mind. 
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"  You  have  to  unite  her  in  the  holy  bands  of 
wedlock." 

"  Nay,  that  is  clearly  impossible !  Where,  I 
pray  thee,  is  the  license  ?  " 

"  All  that  has  been  cared  for  by  means  of  a  true 
bishop  of  our  church.  There  can  be  no  scruple  on 
canonical  grounds ;  and  if  there  be  hesitation  in 
obeying  the  Lady  Mallerden's  orders  (provided  she 
finally  makes  up  her  mind  to  deliver  the  same),  I 
would  not  answer  for  the  recusant's  life,  no,  not 
for  an  hour." 

"  But  wherefore  in  such  secresy,  with  such 
haste  ?"  I  said,  in  dreadful  sort. 

"  Because  we  know  that  the  father  slept  at  Oxford 
last  night  with  store  of  troops,  and  that  he  will  be 
here  this  night  with  a  royal  warrant  to  enforce  his 
right  to  the  bestowal  of  his  child  ;  and  he  hath 
already  promised  her  to  the  leader  of  the  malignant 
Papists." 

"  And  are  we  here  to  resist  the  king's  soldiers 
and  the  mandate  of  the  king  ?  " 

"Yea,  to  the  death!"  he  said,  and  sank  into 
gloomy  thoughts  and  said  no  more. 

I  looked  around  among  the  assembly,  and  recog 
nised  no  other  faces  that  I  knew,  and  in  a  short 
space  the  great  lady,  having  finished  her  colloquy 
with  her  next  neighbour,  rose  up  and  said — "  My 
lords,  I  believe  ye  be  all  of  kin  to  this  house,  and 
the  other  gentlemen  be  its  friends — a  falling  house, 
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as  represented  by  a  feeble  woman  of  fourscore  years 
and  five.  Yet  in  the  greatness  of  the  cause,  may 
we  securely  expect  a  gift  of  strength  even  to  so 
frail  an  instrument  as  I  am.  I  have  consulted  with 
you  all,  and  finally  I  have  taken  counsel  with  my 
kind  cousin  and  sweet  friend,  the  Earl  of  Fitzos- 
wald,  now  at  my  side,  and  he  hath  agreed  to  what 
I  have  proposed.  It  now,  then,  but  remains  to 
carry  our  project  into  effect ;  and  for  that  purpose  I 
have  summoned  hither  a  good  man  and  excellent 
divine,  Master  Willis  of  this  neighbourhood,  to  be 
efficacious  in  that  behalf." 

I  started  up,  and  said  in  great  agitation — "  Oh, 

my  lady  !  " but  had  not  proceeded  further  when 

I  was  broken  in  upon  by  a  voice  of  thunder — 

"  Silence,  I  say  !  What,  is  it  for  the  frailness  of 
a  reed  like  you  that  such  noble  enterprise  must 
perish  ?  Make  no  remonstrance,  sir,  but  do  what 
is  needed,  or " 

Although  the  great  lady  did  not  finish  her  words, 
I  felt  an  assurance  steal  like  ice  over  my  soul  that 
my  hours  were  numbered  if  I  hesitated,  and  I  bowed 
low,  while  Mr  William  Snowton  did  privily  pull  me 
down  into  my  seat  by  the  hinder  parts  of  my  cas 
sock. 

"  You — you,  Master  Willis,  of  all  men,  should 
least  oppose  this  godly  step.  For  the  noise  there 
of  will  sound  unto  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  make 
the  old  Antichrist  on  his  seven  hills  quake  and 
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tremble,  and  shake  the  pitiful  spirit  of  the  apostate 
of  Whitehall.  Say  I  not  well,  my  lords  ?  " 

"  You  say  well,"  ran  round  the  room  in  a  mur 
mur  of  consent. 

"  And  you — yon,  Master  Willis,"  she  went  on, 
"  least  of  all,  should  object  to  keep  a  lamb  within 
the  true  fold — yea,  a  lamb  which  you  did  see  with 
your  own  eyes  introduced  into  the  same.  Kemem- 
ber  you  nought  of  godly  Master  Waller's  in  Berk 
shire,  or  of  the  scene  you  saw  in  a  certain  chamber, 
where  the  baptismal  waters  were  poured  forth,  and 
murmured  like  a  pleasant  fountain  in  the  dying  ears 
of  a  devout  Christian  woman  ?  " 

I  was  so  held  back  with  awe  that  I  said  not  a 
word,  and  she  went  on — 

"  Oh,  if  good  Master  Lees  had  yet  been  spared, 
we  should  not  have  asked  for  the  ministry  of  tremb 
ling  and  unwilling  hands  like  yours  !  And  now, 
my  lords — and  you,  kind  gentlemen,  my  plan  as 
arranged  with  good  Lord  Fitzoswald  is  this  : — I 
give  my  grandchild's  hand  where  her  heart  has 
long  been  bestowed ;  I  then  go  with  her  through 
lanes  and  byways,  under  good  escort,  to  the  city  of 
Exeter,  where  ere  long  we  shall  cast  in  our  lot  with 
certain  friends.  The  bridegroom  shall  see  nought 
of  his  bride  till  happier  days  arrive,  except  at  this 
altar  ;  and  you  shall  go  directly  to  your  respective 
stations,  arid  be  ready  at  the  first  blowing  of  the 
horns  before  which  the  walls  of  this  Jericho  are  to 
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fall.  In  the  next  chamber  I  have  made  preparation 
for  the  ceremony,  and  in  a  few  minutes,  when  I 
have  arranged  me  for  the  journey,  I  will  summon 
you." 

Something  of  this  I  heard — the  sense  namely 
forced  its  way  into  my  brain  ;  but  I  was  confused 
and  panic-stricken.  The  whole  sad  scene  enacted 
so  many  years  before,  at  the  house  of  good  Master 
Waller,  on  my  way  home  from  Oxford,  came  back 
upon  my  heart,  and  I  marvelled  at  the  method 
whereby  the  great  lady  had  acquired  a  knowledge 
of  the  secret.  I  was  deep  sunk  in  these  cogitations 
when  the  door  of  the  inner  library  was  at  last  thrown 
open,  arid  such  light  flashed  upon  us  from  the  mul 
titude  of  candles,  which  were  illuminated  in  all 
parts  of  the  chamber,  that  my  eyes  were  for  some 
time  dazzled.  When  I  came  to  myself  I  looked,  and 
at  a  table  under  the  eastern  window,  on  which  was 
spread  out  a  golden- clasped  prayer-book,  opened 
at  the  form  of  solemnisation  of  matrimony,  I  saw, 
along  with  two  young  men  of  about  his  own  age 
(all  girt  with  swords,  and  booted  and  spurred),  the 
right  honourable  the  Viscount  Lessingholm,  which 
I  at  once  concluded  was  acting  as  bridegroom's  man 
to  one  of  the  other  youths.  The  company,  which 
had  been  assembled  in  the  wit  hdrawing-ioom,  placed 
themselves  gravely,  as  if  some  solemn  matter  was 
in  hand,  at  the  side  of  the  table  ;  and  I  took  my 
place,  by  a  motion  from  the  Earl  Fitzoswald,  and 
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laid  my  hand  upon  the  prayer-book,  as  ready  to 
begin.  The  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
which  leadeth  to  the  outer  staircase,  was  opened, 
and  there  came  noiselessly  in  a  tall  woman,  dressed 
in  the  same  fantastical  apparel,  like  the  apparel  of 
the  Bohemians  or  gypsies,  which  I  remembered  so 
well  on  the  fatal  night  of  the  christening ;  and, 
when  she  cast  her  eyes  on  me,  I  could  not  have 
thought  an  hour  had  passed  since  that  time,  and  I 
recognised  in  her,  with  awe  and  wonderment,  the 
features  of  the  great  lady,  the  Lady  Mallerden 
herself.  In  each  hand  she  led  a  young  person,  in 
her  left  my  daughter  Waller,  and  I  will  not  deny 
that  at  the  sight  my  heart  leapt  up  with  strange 
but  not  unpleasing  emotion,  as,  remembering  the 
habitudes  of  the  noble  Viscount  Lessingholm,  I 
thought  there  was  a  possibility  of  a  double  wed 
ding;  and  in  her  other  hand,  dressed  as  for  a 
journey,  with  close-fitting  riding- coat,  and  a  round 
hat  with  sable  feathers  upon  her  head,  she  conducted 
Alice  Snowton,  the  which  looked  uncommon  lovely, 
though  by  no  means  so  healthy  or  stout-looking  as 
her  other  companion — videlicet,  my  Waller.  They 
walked  up  to  the  place  whereat  we  stood,  and  the 
Lord  Viscount  springing  forward,  did  give  his  hand 
to  Alice  Snowton,  and  did  not  let  it  go  for  some 
time  ;  but  looked  upon  her  with  such  soft  endear 
ing  looks  that  she  held  down  her  head,  and  a  red 
blush  appeared  upon  her  cheek,  as  if  thereupon 
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there  had  been  reflected  the  shadow  of  a  rose.  For 
it  was  not  of  the  deep  tinge  which  formed  the  orna 
ment  of  the  complexion  of  my  Waller. 

"  This  is  no  time  for  useless  dalliance,"  said  the 
great  lady  ;  "let  us  to  work.  By  no  other  means 
can  we  root  out  for  ever  the  hopes  of  our  enemies." 

"  Where  then,  madam,"  I  said,  "  is  the  bride  ? — • 
and  who,  I  pray  you,  is  the  bridegroom?" 

"  The  bridegroom  is  the  Viscount  Lessingholin. 
This  maiden  is  the  bride." 

"  But  Alice  Snowton,  my  lady  ! — I  did  think  it 
was  your  honourable  grandchild  who  was  to  be 
united  to  this  noble  gentleman." 

"  And  so  it  is — and  so  it  is  !  She  is  Alice  Snowtou 
no  longer.  Our  good  friend,  Master  Snowton,  the 
steward  on  my  daughter  Pevensey's  Wiltshire 
manor,  was  good  enough  to  adopt  her  as  his  niece  ; 
and  for  her  better  concealment  we  placed  her  in  the 
charge  of  a  person  whose  character  for  meekness 
and  simplicity  was  too  notorious  to  raise  suspicion 
of  his  being  concerned  in  such  a  plot.  Even  to 
herself,  till  lately,  her  parentage  was  unknown,  as 
Master  Snowton  kept  well  the  secret." 

"  And  one  other  question,"  I  said  ;  "  the  child  to 
whom  I  became  bound  as  godfather  ?  " 

"  'Tis  the  same.  This  is  the  poor  Lucy  Hessel- 
tine,  whose  orphanship  you  witnessed  in  that  lone 
and  yet  comfortable  death." 

The  lady  Lucy  Hesseltine,  or  rather  Alice  Snow- 
7  K 
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ton,  for  by  that  name  I  loved  her  best,  did  throw 
her  arms  about  my  neck,  and  kissed  my  cheek,  arid 
said  I  had  been  a  kind  godfather  to  her,  yea,  had 
been  a  father  to  her,  and  my  excellent  wife  a 
mother.  At  this  my  heart  was  much  moved,  and  I 
saw  tears  come  to  the  eyes  of  several  of  the  by 
standers,  but  no  tear  came  to  the  eyes  of  the  great 
lady  herself. 

"  Let  this  be  enough/'  she  said.  "  Let  us  finish 
what  we  have  yet  to  do." 

And  thereupon,  all  being  ready  and  in  their  due 
places,  I  began  ;  but  when  I  came  to  the  question 
— "  Lucy  Hesseltine,  wilt  thou  have  this  man  to  be 
thy  lawful  husband  ?  "  a  sudden  noise  in  the  court 
yard  under  the  window  made  me  pause  ;  but  the 
great  lady  commanded  me  with  a  frown  to  go  on, 
and  I  concluded  the  question,  and  received  in  reply 
a  sweet  but  audible  "yes."  But  the  noise  was 
again  repeated,  and  the  assistants  sprang  to  their 
feet,  for  it  was  the  sound  of  the  sharp  shooting  off 
of  pistols. 

"  Stir  not  for  your  lives  till  the  ceremony  is 
over  1 "  cried  the  great  lady ;  and  I  hurried  with 
trembling  lips  over  the  remainder  of  the  service. 
A  loud  voice  in  the  yard  was  heard  amid  the  tram 
pling  of  much  horse.  "  In  the  king's  name,  surren 
der  !"  the  voice  said.  "  We  have  a  warrant  here, 
and  soldiers  !  " 

"  Forasmuch  as  Frederick  Fitzoswald  and  Lucy 
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Hesseltine"  (I  said  as  calmly  as  I  could,  though  with 
my  heart  quaking  within  me),  "  have  consented 
together  in  holy  wedlock,  and  have  witnessed  the 
same  before  God  and  this  company  and  thereto 
have  given  and  pledged  their  troth  either  to  other, 
and  have  declared  the  same  by  giving  and  receiving 
of  a  ring,  and  by  joining  of  hands — I  pronounce 
that  they  be  man  and  wife  together  !  " 

"  Now  then,  my  lords  and  gentlemen,"  cried  the 
great  lady,  springing  to  her  feet,  "  to  the  defence  I 
We  are  witnesses  of  this  marriage,  and  clashing 
swords  must  play  the  wedding  peal.  If  need  be, 
fear  not  in  such  quarrel  to  do  your  best ;  yea,  to  the 
shedding  of  blood !  Though  the  blood  were  my 
son's,  it  were  well  shed  in  such  a  holy  cause.  Now 
then,  Lucy,  come  1  Guard  the  front  entrance  but 
an  hour,  and  we  shall  be  beyond  pursuit." 

And  so  saying  she  glided  rapidly,  with  the  nearly 
fainting  bride,  towards  the  hidden  stairs,  while 
Viscount  Lessingholm  rushed  rapidly  with  drawn 
sword  down  the  grand  flight,  and  sprang  on  his 
grey  horse.  In  the  confusion  my  Waller  had  dis 
appeared,  and  in  great  agonies  of  fear  I  slipped 
into  the  courtyard.  Oh,  what  a  sight  met  my  eyes  ! 
There  were  several  men  lying  dead,  which  had  been 
shot  or  otherwise  killed,  and  their  horses  were 
galloping  hither  and  thither  with  loose  reins  and 
stirrups  napping ;  other  men  were  groaning,  and 
writhing  in  great  pains,  tearing  the  ground  with 
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bleeding  hands,  and  dragging  themselves,  if  such 
were  possible,  away  from  the  melee.  Meanwhile, 
horsemen  drawn  up  on  either  side  were  doing  battle 
with  sword  and  pistol ;  and  the  trampling  and  noise 
of  the  shouting,  the  groans  and  deep  execrations, 
all  resounding  at  once  in  that  atmosphere  of  smoke 
and  approaching  night,  were  fearful  to  listen  to, 
and  I  bethought  me  of  some  way  of  escape.  I 
slipped  within  the  piazza  of  the  servants'  court, 
and  made  my  way  towards  the  gate  ;  but  here  the 
battle  raged  the  fiercest,  the  noble  Viscount  Les- 
singholm  being  determined  to  keep  it  closed,  and 
the  furious  marquess  resolute  to  force  it  open,  where 
by  an  accession  of  men  might  come  to  him  which 
were  shut  out  on  the  other  side — the  warder  of  the 
door  having  only  admitted  the  marquess  himself, 
and  about  fifty  of  the  king's  dragoons.  The  retain 
ers  which  I  had  seen  on  my  entrance  amounted  to 
seventy  or  more  ;  and  seeing  they  had  most  of  them 
been  soldiers,  yea,  some  which  had  grizzled  locks, 
having  been  among  the  shouters  at  Dunbar,  and  on 
many  fields  besides,  under  the  cruel  eye  of  the 
ferocious  Oliver  himself,  they  did  cry,  "  Ha,  ha  !  at 
the  spur  of  the  rider,  and  smelt  the  battle  afar 
off."  The  Marquess  of  Danfield  did  spur  his  black 
war-horse,  with  his  sword  poised  high  in  air  towards 
the  noble  Viscount  of  Lessingholm,  and  with  fierce 
cries  the  noble  viscount  raised  also  his  sword,  and 
was  in  the  act  to  strike  the  undefended  bead  of  his 
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assailant.  "  Stop,  Frederick  !  "  cried  a  voice,  which 
proceeded  from  the  Earl  Fitzoswald ;  "  it  is  Danfield 
himself!"  whereupon  the  young  gentleman  did 
ward  off  the  blow  aimed  at  him  by  the  marquess,  and 
passed  on.  All  this  I  saw  ere  I  gave  up  hopes  of 
getting  out  by  the  gate  ;  but  seeing  this  was  hope 
less,  I  pursued  my  way  back  again,  with  intent  to 
get  out  by  one  of  the  postern  windows,  and  hurry 
homeward  across  the  fields  ;  and  having  opened  a 
window  near  unto  the  buttery,  I  hung  by  my  hands, 
and  then  shutting  my  eyes  and  commending  my 
soul  to  Heaven,  I  let  go,  and  dropt  safely  down 
upon  the  greensward.  But  ere  I  could  recover  my 
self  sufficiently,  I  was  set  upon  as  if  I  had  been  an 
armed  enemy,  by  a  large  number  of  mounted  men, 
which  were  of  the  company  of  the  marquess,  whereby 
I  saw  that  the  house  was  surrounded,  and  feared 
the  great  lady  and  Alice  (I  would  say  the  Viscount 
ess  Lessingholm)  were  intercepted  in  their  retreat. 
Howbeit,  I  gave  myself  up  prisoner,  by  reason  of 
various  blows  with  the  flats  of  sabres,  and  sundry 
monitions  to  surrender  or  die.  I  was  led  in  great 
fear  to  the  front  of  the  court,  and  brought  before  a 
proud,  fierce-browed  commander,  which  interrogated 
me  "of  all  that  was  going  on,  and  whether  the 
Lady  Lucy  Mallerden  was  in  the  Court?  "  Whereto 
I  answered,  that  I  was  so  overcome  with  terror  that 
I  knew  little  of  what  I  had  seen  ;  and,  with  regard 
to  the  noble  lady,  I  was  persuaded  she  was  not 
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within  the  walls.  "  If  you  answer  me,"  he  said, 
"  truly,  and  tell  me  what  road  she  has  taken,  I 
will  send  you  away  in  safety,  and  secure  you  his 
majesty's  pardon  for  anything  you  may  have  done 
against  his  crown  and  dignity ;  but  if  you  refuse,  I 
will  assuredly  hang  you  on  the  courtyard-gate  the 
moment  we  gain  possession  thereof.  Now,  say 
which  way  went  they  ?  "  I  was  sore  put  to  it,  for 
it  was  like  betraying  innocent  blood  to  tell  these 
savage  men  the  course  my  godchild  pursued  in  her 
escape ;  and  yet  to  tell  an  untruth  was  repugnant 
to  my  nature,  and  I  said  to  the  captain,  "It  is  a 
hard  matter  for  me  to  point  out  where  my  friends 
are  fleeing  unto." 

"  Then  you'll  be  hung  as  high  as  Haman  at  day 
break  ;  so  you  can  take  your  choice,"  said  he. 

"  If  I  direct  you  unto  the  place  whereunto  she 
is  gone,"  I  said,  "  it  will  be  a  hard  matter  to  find 
her." 

"  That's  our  business,  not  yours.  Tell  us  where 
it  is." 

"  For,  suppose  she  were  in  hiding  in  a  city,  a 
large  busy  place  like  Bristol,  and  waited  for  a  con 
veyance  to  a  foreign  land " 

"  In  Bristol  1  Oho,  say  no  more  !  Ensign  Mor- 
ley,  take  ten  of  the  best  mounted  of  the  troop  and 
scour  the  northern  roads  towards  Bristol.  You 
will  overtake  them  ere  they  are  far  advanced." 

"  I  pray  you,   captain,"  I    said,    "  to  observe — 
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I  have  not  told  you  she  is  gone  towards  Bris 
tol." 

"  I  know  you  haven't/'  he  said  smiling,  "  I  will 
bear  witness  you  have  kept  her  secret  well ;  but 
here  we  are  about  to  enter  the  Court,  for  the  firing 
is  finished.  The  rebels  will  be  on  gibbets  within 
twenty-four  hours,  every  one." 

But  there  was  no  sign  of  the  gate  being  opened. 
Contrariwise  there  did  appear,  in  the  dimness  of  the 
evening- sky,  certain  dark  caps  above  the  outside 
wall,  which  I  did  recognise  as  being  worn  by  the 
serving-men  of  the  great  lady's  friends  ;  and  while 
we  were  yet  talking,  a  flight  of  bullets  passed  close 
over  our  heads,  and  three  or  four  of  the  troopers  fell 
off  dead  men,  leaving  their  saddles  empty  and  their 
horses  masterless. 

"  Draw  close,  my  men,"  cried  the  captain,  "  right 
wheel;"  and  setting  his  men  an  example,  he  did 
gallop  with  what  speed  he  might  from  the  propin 
quity  of  the  wall.  As  for  myself,  I  was  in  some 
sort  relieved  by  the  knowledge  that  the  noble  man 
sion  still  continued  in  possession  of  the  Viscount 
Lessingholm ;  and  comforting  myself  with  the  as 
surance  that  no  evil  could  befall  my  daughter  Wal 
ler  while  under  his  protection,  I  did  contrive  to  seize 
by  the  bridle  one  of  the  dragoons'  horses  (a  stout 
black  horse,  which,  being  never  claimed,  did  do 
my  farming  work  for  fifteen  years),  and  climbing 
up  into  the  saddle,  betook  me  home  to  inform  my 
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excellent  wife  of  all  these  dreadful  events.  All  next 
day,  and  all  the  next — yea,  for  three  whole  days 
— I  staid  in  my  quiet  home,  receiving  information 
quietly  by  means  of  a  note  brought  to  me  by  my 
servants,  that  the  mansion  still  held  out,  that  Waller 
was  quite  safe,  and  that,  provided  no  artillery 
was  brought  to  bear  against  them,  they  could  hold 
out  till  the  time  came.  What  was  the  meaning  of 
the  latter  phraseology,  I  did  not  know  ;  but  con 
sidering  it  desirable  at  that  period  to  cut  down  cer 
tain  trees  on  my  recently  purchased  estate,  I  pro 
ceeded  with  Thomas  Hodge  the  carpenter,  and 
various  other  artificers  of  my  parishioners  (all  being 
friends  and  dependents  of  the  great  lady),  and  with 
saws  and  other  instruments  did  level  the  whole  row 
of  very  large  oaks  and  elm  trees  which  bordered 
the  only  high-road  from  Oxford;  and  by  some 
strange  accident,  all  the  trees  did  fall  exactly  across 
the  same,  and  made  it  utterly  impossible  to  move 
thereupon  with  cart  or  waggon ;  so  that  it  was 
much  to  be  suspected  that  the  guns,  which  we  heard 
were  ordered  to  come  up  from  Wallingford,  could 
by  no  means  get  over  the  obstruction.  It  is  also  to 
be  observed  that  Master  George  Railsworth,  the 
mason,  who  had  contracted  to  repair  the  strong 
bridge  over  our  stream,  did  take  this  opportunity  of 
taking  down  two  of  the  arches  of  the  same,  and 
could  find  no  sufficient  assistance  to  enable  him  to 
restore  them,  which  made  the  road  impassable  for 
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horse  or  man.  On  the  following  day,  namely,  the 
fifth  day  of  November,  we  heard  that  all  the  king's 
soldiers  were  suddenly  ordered  from  all  parts  up  to 
London,  and  that  the  Marquess  of  Danfield  had  been 
left  to  his  imprisonment  in  Mallerden  Court.  Where 
upon  I  bethought  me  it  would  be  safe  to  venture  up 
once  more,  and  bring  my  daughter  Waller  to  the 
securer  custody  of  my  excellent  wife.  Next  morn 
ing,  at  early  dawn,  I  accordingly  did  go  up,  and 
was  admitted,  after  a  short  parley,  by  the  gate 
keeper,  which  had  a  helmet  on  his  head  and  a 
sword  in  his  hand.  Speedily  I  was  in  the  arms  of 
my  daughter  Waller,  who  looked  as  happy  as  if 
none  of  these  scenes  had  been  transacted  before  her 
eyes ;  and  moreover  did  refuse,  in  very  positive 
terms,  to  leave  the  Court  till  her  dear  friend  Alice 
— I  would  say  the  Lady  Lncy — returned.  I  rea 
soned  with  her,  and  reprimanded  her,  and  showed 
her  in  what  a  fearful  state  of  danger  we  all  were, 
by  reason  of  the  rebellion  we  had  been  guilty  of 
against  his  majesty  the  king.  Whereupon  the  child 
did  only  laugh,  and  told  me,  "Here  she  would  abide 
until  the  time  came."  And  with  this  enigmatical 
expression  I  was  fain  to  be  content ;  for  she  would 
vouchsafe  me  no  other.  And,  corroborative  of  all 
which,  she  said,  she  relied  on  the  assurances  made 
unto  her  to  that  effect  by  Sir  Walter  Ouseley,  one 
of  the  young  gentlemen  which  had  acted  as  bride 
groom's  man  to  the  noble  Viscount  Lessingholm, 
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and  was  now  in  the  Court  as  his  lieutenant  in  the 
defence  of  the  same.  A  goodly  young  gentleman 
he  was,  and  fair  to  look  upon,  and  extraordinary 
kind  to  me,  soothing  my  fears,  and  encouraging  me 
to  hope  for  better  things  than  those  my  terrors  made 
me  anticipate.  I  inquired  of  the  behavings  of  the 
Marquess  of  Danfield,  and  learned  to  my  surprise 
that  it  was  expected  that  before  this  day  was  over, 
if  he  did  receive  a  courier,  as  was  thought,  from  the 
Lord  Churchill,  one  of  the  king's  favourite  officers, 
he  would  withdraw  all  his  objections  to  the  mar 
riage,  and  rather  be  an  encourager  and  advocate  of 
the  same.  In  these  discourses  the  time  passed 
away,  and  about  three  of  the  clock,  after  we  had 
dined  in  the  great  hall,  we  were  looking  out  from 
the  battlements  and  saw  a  dust  on  the  western 
road. 

"  It  is  Churchill's  letter,"  said  the  noble  Viscount 
Lessingholm,  u  and  he  has  kept  his  promise  for 
once." 

"  There  is  too  much  dust  for  only  one  courier's 
heels — there  be  twenty  in  company  at  least/'  re 
plied  Sir  Waiter  Ouseley,  which  had  the  arm  of  my 
Waller  closely  locked  in  his. 

"  There  may  be  a  surprise  intended,"  cried  the 
noble  viscount.  "  Hoist  the  flag,  man  the  walls, 
treble  the  watchers,  and  sound  for  the  men  into  the 
yard/' 

We    of  the  peaceful  professions  —  videlicet,    my 
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daughter  Waller  and  I — did  descend  from  the  bar- 
tisan,  and  betook  ourselves  to  the  great  with 
drawing  room,  to  wait  for  the  result  of  the  ap 
proach.  We  had  not  waited  long  when  the  door 
opened,  and  no  other  than  the  great  lady  herself, 
and  my  loved  and  lovely  godchild,  the  Viscountess 
Lessingholm,  came  into  the  apartment.  The  great 
lady  was  now  appareled  as  became  her  rank,  having 
discarded  those  Bohemian  habiliments  which  were 
her  disguise  in  times  of  danger.  Oh  1  it  was  a 
great  sight  to  behold,  the  meeting  between  the 
Lady  Lucy  and  my  daughter  Waller ;  but  when 
hurried  steps  sounded  on  the  stairs,  and  the  door 
opened,  and  the  noble  viscount  rushed  into  her 
arms,  it  was  impossible  to  keep  from  tears.  My 
feeble  pen  can  venture  on  no  such  lofty  nights  of 
description,  and  therefore  I  will  not  attempt  it. 
Meanwhile,  in  the  outer  court,  great  shouting  was 
heard.  Sir  Walter  Ouseley  came  up  to  us,  and 
announced  that  the  Marquess  of  Danfield  "presented 
his  respects  to  his  noble  mother,  and  congratulated 
her  on  the  glorious  news." 

"  I  knew  how  it  would  be,"  she  said,  "with  base 
natures  such  as  his  and  Churchill's.  We  accept 
their  assistance,  but  despise  the  instrument.  He 
will  now  be  fierce  against  his  benefactor  (who, 
though  a  bad  king,  was  tender  to  his  friends),  and 
bitterer  against  his  faith  than  if  he  had  never  been 
either  a  courtier  or  a  bigot.  I  receive  his  congra- 


60  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

tulations,  Sir  Walter  Ouseley,  but  I  decline  an  in 
terview  for  some  time  to  come." 

"  He  desired  me  also,  my  lady,"  said  Sir  Walter, 
"  to  convey  his  blessing  to  the  bride,  and  his  ten 
der  love  to  his  new  son,  the  Viscount  Lessing- 
holm." 

"  Well,  let  them  not  reject  it.  The  blessing 
even  of  such  a  father  has  its  value.  But  we  must 
now  make  preparation  for  the  celebration  of  the 
happy  nuptials,  in  a  style  fitting  the  rank  of  the 
parties.  The  prince  is  pleased  with  what  we  have 
done" 

The  young  man,  Sir  Walter  Ouseley,  who  had 
been  whispering  in  my  ear,  here  broke  in  on  the 
great  lady's  speech. 

"  If  it  would  please  you,  madam,  at  the  same 
time,  to  permit  two  others  to  be  happy,  I  have  ob 
tained  Master  Willis's  consent  thereto,  and  also  the 
consent  of  this  fair  maiden." 

The  viscountess  took  Waller  in  her  arms,  and 
kissed  her  cheek,  and  the  great  lady  smiled. 

"  I  knew  not,  Sir  Walter  Ouseley,  that  you  were 
so  perfect  a  soldier  as  to  sustain  an  attack  and  lay 
siege  at  the  same  time  ;  but  since  in  both  you  have 
been  successful,  I  give  you  my  hearty  good  wishes. 
And  so,  dear  friends  and  true  supporters,  let  us 
be  thankful  for  the  great  deliverance  wrought  for 
this  land  and  nation,  as  well  as  for  ourselves.  Our 
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defender,  the  noble  William,  landed  three  days  ago 
at  Torbay,  and  is  now  in  Hampton  Court.  The 
king  has  taken  flight,  never  to  be  restored.  There 
fore,  God  save  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  the  Lady 
Mary,  the  props  and  ornaments  of  a  true  Protest 
ant  throne  !  " 


THE     W A  G  a 

[MAGA.     OCT.  1840.] 

Fa,  town  which  we  will  call  Middletown,  be 
cause  it  was  of  the  middle  size,  dwelt  a  worthy 
shopkeeper  bearing  the  odd  name  of  Jeremiah 
Wag.  By  dealing  in  all  sorts  of  commodities,  and 
steady  attention  to  his  business,  he  had  managed 
to  keep  up  his  respectability,  and  doubtless  would 
have  considerably  increased  his  store,  but  for  the 
gradual  increase  of  bis  family.  For  several  years 
after  his  marriage  a  new  little  Wag  was  ushered 
annually  into  the  world ;  and  though  there  had 
latterly  been  somewhat  less  of  regularity,  as  many 
as  ten  small  heads  might  be  counted  every  evening 
in  his  back  parlour.  Jerry,  the  eldest  boy,  was, 
however,  almost  fourteen  years  of  age,  and  there 
fore  began  "  to  make  himself  useful,"  by  carrying 
out  small  parcels  and  assisting  behind  the  counter. 
All  the  rest  were,  to  use  their  parent's  phrase, 
"  dead  stock,"  and  "  were  eating  their  heads  off;  " 
for,  sooth  to  say,  they  were  a  jolly  little  set,  and 
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blessed  with  most  excellent  appetites.  Such  was 
the  state  of  family  matters  at  the  time  when  our 
narrative  commences. 

Now,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  exactly 
facing  the  modest  board  on  which  Jeremiah's  name 
was  painted,  with  the  usual  announcement  of  cer 
tain  commodities  in  which  he  dealt,  was  another 
board  of  a  very  different  description.  On  it  were 
emblazoned  the  arms  of  his  Majesty,  with  the  sup 
porters,  a  lion  and  a  unicorn,  as  the  country  folks 
said,  "  a-fighting  for  the  crown." 

The  establishment  indicated  by  this  display,  was 
upheld  by  a  very  different  class  of  customers  to 
that  which  patronised  the  shop.  Two  or  three 
times  in  each  day  some  private  carriage  or  post- 
chaise  would  stop  to  change  horses  at  the  King's 
Arms,  and  occasionally  "  a  family"  took  up  their 
quarters  there  for  the  night ;  but  the  latter  was  a 
piece  of  good-luck  not  often  to  be  expected,  as 
there  were  no  lions  to  be  seen  in  Middletown  save 
the  red  rampant  guardian  on  the  sign-board. 

It  was  haymaking  time,  and  business  was  very 
"  slack  "  with  the  worthy  Jeremiah  ;  but  he  said 
that  he  didn't  care  much  about  it,  as  the  country 
folks  were  earning  money,  part  of  which  he  trusted 
would  find  its  way  into  his  till  in  due  course.  So, 
after  rummaging  about  among  his  stock  to  see  if 
he  was  "  out  of  anything,"  he  took  his  stand  at  the 
door,  just  to  breathe  a  mouthful  of  fresh  air.  Titus 
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Twist,  the  landlord,  made  his  appearance  at  the 
same  moment,  in  his  own  gateway,  apparently  with 
the  same  salubrious  intent,  and  immediately  beck 
oned  to  his  neighbour  just  to  step  across. 

"  Well,  how  are  you,  Master  Wag  ?  "  said  he, 
when  they  met.  "  Did  you  observe  that  green 
chariot  that  stands  down  in  the  yard  there,  and 
came  in  more  than  an  hour  ago  ?  "  Jeremiah  an 
swered  in  the  negative.  "  Well,"  continued  mine 
host,  "it  belongs  to  one  of  the  oddest,  rummest, 
little  old  gentlemen  I  ever  clapped  my  eyes  on. 
He's  been  asking  me  all  sorts  of  questions,  and 
seems  mightily  tickled  with  your  name  above  all 
things  I  think  he's  cracked.  Howsomever,  he's 
ordered  dinner ;  but  hush  !  here  he  comes." 

The  little  gentleman  in  question  seemed  between 
sixty  and  seventy  ;  but,  excepting  a  certain  sallow- 
ness  of  complexion,  carried  his  years  well,  his  mo 
tions  being  lively,  and  wearing  a  good-humoured 
smile,  as  though  habitual,  on  his  countenance.  His 
dress  was  plain,  but  good,  and  altogether  becoming 
his  apparent  rank. 

"  I  shall  be  back  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  said 
he  to  the  landlord;  "  I'm  only  going  over  the  way 
to  the  shop  to  buy  something  ;  "  and  away  he  went, 
and,  of  course,  was  followed  by  Jeremiah,  who, 
immediately  on  entering  his  own  house,  skipped 
nimbly  behind  the  counter  to  wait  upon  his  new 
customer. 
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After  trying  on  some  gloves,  and  purchasing  two 
pair,  the  little  strange  gentleman  looked  round  the 
shop,  as  though  examining  its  contents  to  find 
something  he  wanted. 

"Anything  else  I  can  do  for  you,  sir?"  replied 
Jeremiah. —  "  You  sell  almost  everything,  I  see,  Mr 
Wag?"  observed  the  old  gentleman.  "Mr  Wag? 
Your  name  is  Wag,  I  suppose?" — "Yes,  sir,"  re 
plied  the  shopkeeper  drily. 

"  Wag,  Wag,  Wag ! "  repeated  the  stranger, 
briskly.  "Funny  name!  eh?"  —  "It  was  my 
father's  before  me,"  observed  Jeremiah,  scarcely 
knowing  what  to  think  of  the  matter. 

"Very  good  name!"  continued  the  little  gentle 
man,  "Like  it  very  much.  Got  any  children? 
Any  little  Wags,  eh?  Like  to  see  'em.  Fond  of 
children  —  little  Wags  in  particular  —  he,  he, 
he!" 

"  Much  obliged  to  ye  for  inquiring,  sir,"  replied 
the  senior  Wag ;  "  I've  got  just  half-a-score,  sorted 
sizes.  That's  the  eldest ! "  and  he  pointed  to  young- 
Jerry,  whose  lanky  limbs  were  at  the  moment  dis 
played,  spread-eagle  fashion,  against  the  shelves, 
from  the  topmost  of  which  he  was  reaching  down 
some  commodity  for  a  customer. 

"That's  right.     Bring  'em  up  to  industry,"  said 

the  little   gentleman.      "  Well,   I  can't  stay  now, 

because  my  dinner's  ready;  but  I  see  you  sell  Irish 

linen,  and  I  want  a  piece  for  shirts ;  so,  perhaps, 

7  L 
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you'll  be  so  good  as  to  look  me  out  a  good  one  and 
bring  it  over  to  me." 

"  You  may  rely,"  commenced  Mr  Wag ;  but  Ins 
new  customer  cut  him  short  by  adding,  "I  know 
that  well  enough,"  as  he  briskly  made  his  exit. 

The  industrious  shopkeeper  forthwith  selected 
certain  of  his  primest  articles,  folded  them  in  a 
wrapper,  and,  at  the  appointed  time,  carried  the 
whole  across  to  the  King's  Arms. 

He  was  immediately  ushered  into  the  presence  of 
the  eccentric  elderly  gentleman,  who  was  seated 
alone  behind  a  bottle  of  white  and  a  bottle  of  red. 
"Suppose  you've  dined,  Master  Wag?"  said  he. 
"  So,  come !  No  ceremony,  sit  down  and  take  a 
glass  of  wine." 

"  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  I'm  sure,  sir," 
replied  Jeremiah;  "but  I  have  just  brought  over 
half-a-dozen  pieces  of  Irish  for  you  to  look  at  and 
choose." 

"  Phoo,  phoo!"  quoth  the  small  stranger,  "I 
don't  want  to  see  them.  I  know  nothing  about  'em. 
Leave  all  to  you.  Only  meant  to  have  had  a  piece  ; 
but,  as  you  have  brought  half-a-dozen,  I  may  as 
well  take  'em.  *  Store's  no  sore,'  they  say.  There's 
a  fifty-pound  note !  Reckon  'em  up,  and  see  if 
there's  any  change." 

Jeremiah  stared  at  this  unusual  wholesale  mode 
of  dealing,  stammered  his  thanks,  and  observed,  that 
the  goods  would  not  amount  to  half  the  money. 
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"  So  much  the  worse,"  said  the  little  gentleman. 
"  Must  see  if  I  can't  buy  something  else  in  your 
line  presently ;  but,  sit  down  now :  that's  a  good 
fellow !  I  want  to  have  some  talk  with  you." 

The  bashful  shopkeeper  hereupon  perched  him 
self  on  the  extreme  front  edge  of  a  chair,  at  a  re 
spectful  distance  from  the  table ;  but  was  told  to 
draw  up  closer  by  his  hospitable  entertainer.  Then 
they  took  three  or  four  glasses  of  wine  together, 
and  gradually  Jeremiah  found  himself  more  at 
home,  and  scrupled  not  to  reply  to  the  odd 
stranger's  questions  respecting  his  family  and  occu 
pations.  And  so  they  went  on  chatting  till  they 
appeared  as  two  very  old  and  intimate  friends ;  for 
Mr  Wag  was  of  an  open,  unsuspecting  disposition, 
and  talked  as  though  he  had  no  objection  that  all 
the  world  should  know  all  about  his  affairs. 

"  Well,  but,  my  dear  Wag/'  said  the  stranger, 
"  can't  you  tell  what  part  of  the  country  your  father 
came  from?" 

"No,  sir,  I  can't,"  replied  Jeremiah,  "he  died 
when  I  was  about  eight  years  old,  and  the  London 
merchant  to  whom  he  was  clerk  put  me  to 
school,  and  after  that  apprenticed  me  to  old  Hicks, 
who  lived  over  the  way  where  I  do  now.  Well, 
there  I  served  my  time,  and  then  married  his 
daughter,  and  so  came  in  for  the  business  when  he 
died ;  but  I've  increased  it  a  pretty  deal ;  and  if  I'd 
more  capital,  could  make  a  snug  thing  of  it  by 
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going  into  the  wholesale,  and  serving  village  shops 
with  grocery,  and  so  on." 

"  Why  don't  you  try  it?"  asked  the  little  gentle 
man. 

"  It  won't  do  unless  one  has  got  the  ready  to  go 
to  market  with,"  replied  Jeremiah  knowingly;  "  and 
then  one  must  be  able  to  give  credit,  and  ought  to 
keep  one's  own  waggon  to  carry  out  goods.  No, 
no,  it  won't  do.  Many  a  man  has  made  bad  worse 
by  getting  out  of  his  depth ;  and,  as  it  is>  thank 
God,  I  can  live.  The  only  thing  that  puzzles  me 
now  and  then  is,  what  I  shall  do  with  all  the 
children." 

"  Harkye,  my  worthy  Wag,"  said  the  odd 
stranger,  "  I  have  not  got  any  children ;  so,  if 
you'll  let  me  pick  among  the  lot,  I  don't  care  if  I 
take  two  or  three  off  your  hands." 

"  Sir  \"  exclaimed  the  astonished  shopkeeper. 

"  I  mean  what  I  say,"  replied  the  old  gentleman, 
demurely.  "  Take  me  with  you.  Introduce  me  to 
your  wife  and  family,  and  let  us  all  have  a  friendly 
cup  of  tea  together  in  your  back  parlour.  Don't 
stare,  my  good  Wag ;  but  fill  your  glass.  I  don't 
want  to  buy  your  little  Wags,  but  I  happen  to  have 
more  of  the  ready,  as  you  call  it,  than  I  want ;  so 
I'll  put  them  to  school  or  what  you  like.  What 
say  you?" 

Jeremiah  rubbed  his  eyes,  as  though  doubtful  if 
ho  were  awake,  and  then  uttered  his  thanks  for 


THE   WAGS.  69 

such,  extraordinary  kindness  in  the  best  way  lie  was 
able ;  and  about  an  hour  after,  the  whimsical  little 
old  rich  gentleman  was  sitting  by  the  side  of  Mrs 
Wag,  with  a  little  curly-headed  Wag  on  each  knee, 
while  the  rest  were  playing  round,  or  gazing  open- 
mouthed  at  the  stranger  with  childish  wonder. 

By  degrees  all  stiffness  wore  off ;  and,  before  the 
evening  concluded,  nothing  could  exceed  the  merri 
ment  of  the  whole  party.  The  eccentric  elderly 
gentleman  had  learned  to  call  all  the  Wags  by  their 
names,  and  he  played  and  frolicked,  and  rolled 
upon  the  floor  with  the  little  people,  in  a  style  that 
made  the  parents  suspect,  with  the  landlord,  that 
he  must  be  u  cracked." 

However,  at  parting,  he  became  more  serious, 
and  invited  Jeremiah  to  come  and  breakfast  with 
him  in  the  morning,  and  to  bring  with  him  a  copy 
of  the  names  and  birthdays  of  his  children,  as  entered 
in  the  Family  Bible. 

Mr  and  Mrs  Wag  of  course  lay  awake  for  an  hour 
that  night,  talking  over  the  strange  incidents  of  the 
day,  and  perhaps  building  a  few  castles  in  the  air, 
after  the  style  of  affectionate  parents  for  their  chil 
dren. 

On  the  following  morning  Jeremiah  dressed  him 
self  in  his  Sunday  suit,  and  repaired  to  fulfil  his 
engagement.  His  new  old  friend  received  him  in 
the  most  cordial  manner,  and  they  breakfasted  to 
gether,  chatting  over  family  concerns  as  on  the  pre- 
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ceding  day.  When  their  repast  was  ended,  the 
little  gentleman  read  over  the  list  of  the  young 
Wags,  and  smilingly  observed,  "A  jolly  set  of 
them !  We  must  contrive  to  make  them  all  good 
and  happy  Wags  if  we  can,  eh  ?  Eldest,  Jerry,  al 
most  fourteen — useful  to  you  in  business.  That's 
right.  Leave  him  there,  eh?  Next,  Thomas, 
almost  thirteen — fond  of  reading — told  me  so.  A 
good  school  first,  eh?  Then  three  girls  running, 
Mary,  Anne,  and  Fanny.  Pack  them  off  to  a  good 
school  too.  Never  mind.  Then  comes  William, 
eight — and  Stephen,  seven.  Think  I  know  where 
to  place  them — Just  the  right  age.  Perhaps  can't 
do  it  at  once,  though.  Humph.  That's  all  I  can 
take  at  present.  The  other  three,  Sarah,  Henry, 
and  Philip,  too  young.  Well,  my  worthy  Wag, 
you  will  hear  about  what  I  mean  to  do  with  them 
before  long,  and  a  friend  of  mine  will  call  upon  you 
some  day  to  consult  about  the  best  way  of  increas 
ing  your  business.  Settle  all  in  time.  No  more 
to  say  now,  but  good -by — eh?  Paid  the  land 
lord's  bill  before  breakfast,  'cause  don't  like  to  be 
kept  waiting.  Didn't  mean  to  have  stopped  longer 
than  to  change  horses  when  I  came  yesterday. 
Glad  T  have,  though.  Hope  you  won't  be  sorry. 
Holla!  waiter!  is  my  carriage  ready?" — "At  the 
door,  sir,"  shouted  the  landlord  in  reply.  "  That's 
right !"  exclaimed  the  extraordinary  elderly  gentle 
man.  "  Good-by,  my  worthy  Wag  !  Ecmember 
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me  to  Mrs  Wag,  and  give  my  love  to  all  the  little 
Wags.  Ten  besides  yourselves !  A  dozen  Wags 
in  one  family !  Never  expected  to  see  such  a  sight 
as  that !  He,  he,  he  !  See  it  again,  though,  hope. 
Wag  together,  all  of  you,  like  a  bundle  of  sticks, 
hope!"  And,  laughing  and  uttering  similar  inco 
herent  sentences  alternately,  he  walked  briskly 
along  the  passage  to  his  carriage,  into  which  he 
forthwith  jumped,  and,  having  repeated  his  vale 
diction  to  the  astounded  shopkeeper,  ordered  the 
postilion  to  drive  on. 

Thus  Jeremiah  was  prevented  from  expressing 
his  grateful  feelings  for  such  wonderful  promises, 
and  so  stood  gaping  in  silence  till  the  carriage  was 
out  of  sight. 

"  Why,  you  seem  regularly  'mazed,  neighbour!" 
exclaimed  the  landlord. 

"  Enough  to  make  me,"  replied  Mr  Wag.  "  If 
one-half  what  I've  heard  this  morning  should  come 
true,  I  shall  be  a  lucky  fellow,  that's  all  I" 

"The  old  fellow's  cracked,"  observed  Titus  Twist. 
"He's  a  gentleman,  however,  every  inch  of  him, 
that  I  will  say  for  him.  Didn't  make  a  word  about 
nothing.  All  right.  Used  to  good  living,  no  doubt. 
More's  the  pity,  as  he's  cracked.  He  certainly 
ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  travel  without  a  servant, 
as  he  does." 

"  Well,"  observed  Jeremiah,  "  I  don't  know  what 
to  say  or  what  to  think  about  it ;  but,  if  he  is 
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cracked — Immph !  I  don't  know.  It  may  be  so. 
However,  there's  no  harm  done  yet." 

"  So  he's  been  cramming  you,  eh!"  said  mine 
host.  "  Made  you  a  present  of  the  rnoon,  perhaps  ? 
They  do  fancy  strange  things,  and  think  themselves 
kings,  and  very  rich  in  particular." 

The  truth  of  this  latter  assertion  made  an  im 
pression  upon  our  worthy  shopkeeper,  who  communi 
cated  it  to  his  wife  ;  but  she  had  taken  a  great  fancy 
to  the  odd  old  gentleman,  and  was  not  to  be  shaken 
in  her  conviction  that  he  would  really  be  "  as  good 
as  his  word/' 

"  Well/'  observed  her  husband,  "  time  will  show ; 
and,  at  all  events,  it  was  no  bad  thing  to  sell  six 
pieces  of  fine  linen  at  once.  We  don't  have  such 
customers  every  day.  However,  the  best  thing  we 
can  do  is,  to  keep  our  own  secret ;  for,  if  the  neigh 
bours  were  to  hear  of  it,  we  should  never  hear  the 
last  of  it." 

Mrs  Wag  agreed  in  the  propriety  of  her  spouse's 
suggestion ;  but,  nevertheless,  was  unable  to  re 
frain  from  dropping  hints  to  sundry  gossips  con 
cerning  her  anticipations  of  coming  good  fortune  ; 
and  the  vagueness  and  mysterious  importance  of 
her  manner  created  a  sensation,  and  caused  many 
strange  surmises.  Some  decided  that  the  Wags 
had  been  so  imprudent  as  to  purchase  a  whole  lot 
tery  ticket,  and  blamed  them  accordingly;  while 
others  shook  their  heads,  and  hinted  that,  with  so 
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large  a  family,  it  would  be  a  very  fortunate  circum 
stance  if  Jeremiah  could  manage  so  as  not  to  go  back 
in  the  world;  and,  for  their  parts,  they  never  liked  to 
hear  folks  talk  mysteriously  about  good  luck :  so, 
for  some  time,  the  stranger's  visit  appeared  to  have 
produced  results  somewhat  the  reverse  of  beneficial; 
but,  at  the  end  of  a  month,  an  elderly  gentleman, 
dressed  in  black,  entered  the  shop,  and  requested  a 
private  interview  with  Mr  Wag ;  and  as  the  back 
parlour  was  full  of  little  Wags,  then  undergoing 
the  ceremonies  of  ablution,  combing,  &c.,  he  pro 
posed  that  they  should  adjourn  to  the  King's 
Arms. 

When  they  were  seated  there,  the  stranger  very 
deliberately  proceeded  to  arrange  a  variety  of 
papers  upon  the  table  in  a  business-like  manner ; 
and  when  his  task  was  completed,  apparently  to  his 
satisfaction,  he  smiled,  rubbed  his  hands,  and  thus 
addressed  the  wondering  shopkeeper, 

"  My  name  is  Stephen  Goodfellow.  T  am  an 
attorney,  living  in  London  ;  and  there"  (handing  a 
card)  "  is  my  address.  You  will  probably  guess 
who  is  my  client,  but  my  instructions  are  to  conceal 
his  name.  Well,  he  has  consulted  with  me  as  to 
the  best  mode  of  carrying  your  intention  of  increas 
ing  your  business  into  effect,  and  I  have,  conse 
quently,  had  interviews  with  certain  commercial 
gentlemen,  and,  ahem !  the  result  is,  that  as  the 
thing  must  be  done  gradually,  I  have  to  present 
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you,  in  the  first  place,  with  this  order  for  a  thousand 
pounds.  You  will  then  be  so  good  as  to  sign  this 
document,  by  reading  which  you  will  perceive  that 
you  cannot  be  called  upon  for  repayment  before  the 
expiration  of  three  years.  Ahem  1  don't  interrupt 
me.  That  will  do  to  begin  with ;  but,  after  a 
little  while,  as  you  must  give  credit,  and  some  of 
your  commodities,  particularly  grocery,  amount  to 
considerable  sums,  you  may  want  more,  so — ahem  ! 
— yes,  this  is  the  paper.  You  are  to  put  your 
usual  signature  here  ;  and,  mark  me,  in  precisely 
six  months  from  this  day,  an  account  will  be  opened 
in  your  name  with  the  London  bankers,  whose 
check-book  I  now  present  you  with.  They  will 
have  assets  in  their  hands,  and  instructions  to 
honour  your  drafts  for  any  sum  or  sums  not  exceed 
ing  four  thousand  pounds.  You  understand?" 

''  I  hear  what  you  say,  sir,"  stammered  Jeremiah; 
"but,  really,  I'm  so  astonished,  that " 

"  Well,  well,"  observed  Mr  Goodfellow,  smiling, 
"  it  certainly  is  not  an  everyday  transaction ;  but 
my  respected  client  is  a  little  eccentric,  and  so  we 
must  allow  him  to  do  things  in  his  own  way.  He 
has  taken  a  fancy  to  you,  that's  clear ;  and  when 
he  takes  anything  in  hand,  he  doesn't  mind 
trifles." 

"  But  so  much!"  exclaimed  Mr  Wag.  "One 
thousand — four  thousand — five  thousand  pounds  I 
It  is  like  a  dream  !  Surely,  sir,"  and  he  hesitated ; 
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"  surely  the  gentleman  can't  be  in — ahein  ! — in — 
his — right  senses?" 

"  Sound  as  a  bell/'  replied  the  lawyer.  "  I  hope 
you  may  have  as  clear  a  head  to  carry  on  your  new 
business.  At  present  you  are  a  little  bewildered, 
that's  plain  enough  ;  but  no  great  marvel.  How 
ever,  my  time  is  precious,  so  just  let  me  have  your 
signature,  and  I'm  off." 

He  then  placed  the  papers  before  Jeremiah,  who, 
after  a  little  more  demur,  and  a  great  deal  of  trepi 
dation,  wrote  his  name  twice,  and  received  the 
money  order  and  the  banker's  check-book.  Mr 
Goodfellow  then  ordered  a  chaise,  and  chatted 
familiarly  till  it  'was  ready,  when  he  shook  Mr  Wag 
by  the  hand,  wished  him  good  luck,  and  departed. 

"I  told  you  so!"  exclaimed  Mrs  Wag,  when  her 
spouse  related  the  morning's  adventure.  "  He 
seemed  so  fond  of  the  children.  I  knew  how  it 
would  be.  But  you  should  have  asked  his  name.  I 
wonder  who  he  can  be  !  Some  great  lord,  no  doubt. 
Well,  bless  him,  I  say !  God  bless  him,  whoever 
he  is.  Oh,  Jerry  !  my  dear  Jerry  Wag  !  I  feel  as 
if  I  was  a-going  to  cry.  How  foolish  !  Well,  I 
can't  help  it,  and  that's  the  truth  ;"  and  the  good 
housewife  wiped  her  eyes,  and  then  threw  her  arms 
round  the  neck  of  her  dearly  beloved  Wag,  who, 
albeit  that  he  was  unused  to  the  melting  mood, 
found  his  eyes  suddenly  grow  dim,  and  so  they 
performed  a  weeping  duet  together. 
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It  is  pleasant  to  record  that,  at  the  termination 
of  this  natural  paroxysm,  they  neglected  not  to 
return  thanks  to  a  higher  Power  for  the  wonderful 
change  that  had  thus  suddenly  taken  place  in  their 
prospects. 

Their  subsequent  task  was  to  take  counsel 
together ;  but  that  was  a  work  requiring  more  of 
calmness  than  they  possessed  for  the  first  few  days. 
However,  by  degrees,  as  time  rolled  on,  the  indus 
trious  couple  made  their  arrangements,  and,  at  the 
end  of  six  months,  Mr  Wag  had  so  increased  his 
business,  that  it  became  advisable  for  him  to  have 
recourse  to  his  London  bankers.  In  the  meanwhile, 
he  had  sent  his  son  Tom  and  the  three  eldest  girls 
to  school,  agreeably  to  the  intimation  of  his  un 
known  friend,  which  he  considered  as  a  command 
that  he  was  in  duty  bound  to  comply  with.  Still 
it  appeared  very  extraordinary  that  the  little  elderly 
gentleman  neither  communicated  with  nor  came  to 
see  them ;  but,  as  the  whole  affair  was  out  of  the 
common  way,  Jeremiah  resolved  industriously  to 
avail  himself  of  the  advantages  of  his  new  position, 
as  the  best  means  of  testifying  his  gratitude  during 
his  benefactor's  absence. 

Much  marvelling,  of  course,  there  was  in  the 
town  and  neighbourhood  at  the  steady  increase  in 
Mr  Wag's  "  concern,"  in  spite  of  his  very  plain 
statement  that  a  kind  friend  had  advanced  him  a 
considerable  sum. 
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"  Who  could  that  friend  be?"  was  the  puzzling- 
question  which  no  one  could  answer ;  but  his  unre 
mitting  attention  to  business,  the  punctuality  of  his 
payments,  and  other  evidences  of  his  prosperity, 
sufficed  to  insure  him  general  respect,  though  cer 
tain  envious  busybodies  would  venture  now  and 
then  to  hint  significantly  that  "  all  is  not  gold  that 
glistens." 

So  matters  went  on  pleasantly  with  the  Wags 
till  winter,  when  Tom  and  his  three  sisters  came 
home  for  the  holidays,  and  the  latter  assisted  their 
mother  in  preparing  for  the  festivities  of  the 
season. 

It  was  Christmas  eve,  and  the  whole  of  the 
family  were  congregated  in  the  little  back  parlour, 
when  young  Jerry  started  up  at  the  well-known 
sound  of  a  customer  at  the  shop-door,  at  which  he 
arrived  with  a  hop,  step,  and  jump  ;  and,  jerking  it 
open,  beheld  a  little  old  gentleman  wrapped  in  a 
large  cloak. 

"  Please  to  walk  in,  sir,"  said  Jerry  Wag. 

"Hush  I"  whispered  the  stranger,  placing  his 
forefinger  on  his  mouth,  li  I  want  to  surprise  them. 
You're  all  together  to-night,  I  suppose?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Jerry,  smiling,  for  he  thought 
he  knew  to  whom  he  was  speaking. 

"  That's  right,"  said  the  odd  elderly  gentleman, 
advancing  cautiously  towards  the  darkest  part  of 
the  shop,  and  throwing  off  his  cloak.  "  Now  for  a 
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Christinas  frolic  !  Come  here,  you  rogue  !  Why, 
you've  grown  taller  than  me.  That's  right!  a 
thriving  Wag !  Now,  mind,  you  go  back  as  if 
nothing  had  happened,  and  give  me  hold  of  your 
coat-tail,  so  that  I  can't  be  seen.  That'll  do.  No 
laughing,  you  young  monkey.  There,  step  along/1 

Jerry  did  as  he  was  bid,  save  that,  though  he  bit 
his  lips  unmercifully,  his  risible  muscles  would  not 
remain  inactive  ;  and  thus  the  oddly-joined  pair 
made  their  way  into  the  family  apartment  just  as 
the  eldest  daughter  had  exclaimed,  "  Now,  mamma, 
it's  your  turn  to  wish  !" 

They  were  sitting  in  a  semicircle  before  the  fire, 
and  the  stranger  and  his  shield,  of  course,  stood  be 
hind  them. 

"Heigho!"  said  Mrs  Wag,  "there's  only  one 
thing  I  wish  for  to-night,  and  that  is  the  addition 
of  one  more  to  our  party." 

"  Name  !  name  1  You  must  name  your  wish  !  " 
cried  three  or  four  juvenile  voices,  in  full  glee. 

"  I  wish  I  could  tell  you  his  name/'  said  Mrs 
Wag,  "  but  your  father  knows  who  I  mean.  Don't 
you,  my  dear?" 

"  I  can't  mistake  you,  my  love,"  replied  Jeremiah, 
affectionately,  "  and  I  wish  he  could  see  how  happy 
we  are.  It  would  do  his  heart  good,  I  really  think." 

"  Who  can  he  be  1"  exclaimed  the  eldest  daughter. 

"  Perhaps  it's  somebody  like  me  ! "  cried  the  little 
odd  gentleman,  stepping  briskly  forward. 
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"  It  is  !  it  is  !  "  shrieked  mamma,  and  up  jumped 
the  whole  party,  and  down  went  Mrs  Wag  upon  her 
knees,  while,  utterly  unconscious  of  what  she  did, 
her  arms  were  clasped  round  the  neck  of  her  bene 
factor,  whose  bodily  frame,  being  unable  to  sustain 
her  matronly  weight,  gave  way,  and  so  they  rolled 
together  on  the  floor. 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  the  eccentric  elderly 
gentleman,  as  soon  as  he  recovered  breath,  but  with 
out  attempting  to  rise.  "  This  is  a  Christmas  gam 
bol,  eh !  Master  Wag  ? — eh  !  my  merry  little  Wags  ? 
Needn't  ask  you  all  how  you  are." 

"  My  dear  sir  I "  exclaimed  Jeremiah,  "  allow  me 
to  assist  you.  I  hope  you  are  not  hurt." 

"  Hurt !"  cried  the  little  gentleman,  jumping  up 
and  offering  his  hand  to  Mrs  Wag.  "  Hurt !  Why, 
I  feel  myself  twenty  years  younger  than  I  did  five 
minutes  ago.  Never  mind,  ma'am.  Like  Christ 
mas  gambols.  Always  did.  Happen  to  have  such 
a  thing  as  a  bunch  of  mistletoe,  eh  ?" 

"  I  am  sure,  sir,"  whimpered  Mrs  Wag — "  I  am 
sure  I  shall  never  forgive  myself.  To  think  of 
taking  such  a  liberty  ;  I — I — can't  conceive  how  I 
could " 

"  As  often  as  ever  you  please,  my  good  lady," 
said  the  eccentric,  handing  her  to  a  chair  ;  "  but  sit 
down  and  compose  yourself,  while  I  shake  hands  all 
round;"  and,  turning  toward  Jeremiah,  he  com 
menced  the  ceremony,  which  he  went  through  with 
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from  the  eldest  to  the  youngest,  calling  them  all  by 
their  names,  as  correctly  as  though  he  were  a  con 
stant  visitor. 

A  right  merry  Christmas  eve  was  that.  The 
young  Wags  were,  ever  and  anon,  obliged  to  hold 
their  sides,  as  they  laughed  and  screamed  with  de 
light  at  the  funny  stories  told  by  the  funny  little 
old  gentleman,  who  romped  and  played  with  them 
with  as  much  glee  as  though  he  had  been  the 
youngest  of  the  party.  So  the  hours  passed  quickly 
away  till  the  unwelcome  sound  of  "  bed-time  "  was 
whispered  among  the  little  circle  ;  and  then  one 
after  another  departed,  until  Mr  and  Mrs  Wag  were 
left  alone  with  their  honoured  guest. 

The  hearts  of  both  were  full,  and  they  began  to 
endeavour  to  express  their  feelings  ;  but  the  singu 
lar  old  gentleman  stopped  them  by  saying — 
"  Needn't  tell  me.  Know  it  all.  Shall  run  away 
if  you  go  on  so.  Kemember,  I  told  you  I  had 
more  of  the  '  ready '  than  I  knew  what  to  do  with. 
Couldn't  have  done  better  with  it,  eh  ?  Out  at  in 
terest  now.  Best  sort  of  interest,  too.  More  plea 
sure  this  evening  than  receiving  dividends,  eh  ! 
Never  was  happier.  So  come,  let  us  wind  up  for 
the  night.  I've  a  memorandum  or  two  for  you  in 
my  pocket-book,"  and  he  placed  it  on  the  table,  and 
began  to  turn  over  divers  papers,  as  he  continued — 
"  Hem  !  ha  !  Yes.  Those  two.  You'd  better  take 
them,  my  good  sir.  They'll  admit  William  and 
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Stephen  to  Christ  Church — what  they  call  the  Blue- 
Coat  School.     Capital  school,  eli  ?" 

"  My  dear  sir  !"  exclaimed  Jeremiah. 

"  Don't  interrupt  me,  that's  a  good  fellow,"  said 
the  old  gentleman.  "Hem!  Do  you  ever  smoke 
a  pipe?" 

"  Very  rarely,"  replied  the  wondering  Mr  Wag. 

"Well,"  continued  his  guest,  "  take  that  paper 
to  light  your  next  with.  Put  it  in  your  pocket,  and 
don't  look  at  it  till  I'm  gone.  Hem  !  Tom's  master 
says  he  will  make  a  good  scholar ;  so,  if  you've  no 
objection,  I  was  thinking  he  might  as  well  go  to 
college  in  a  year  or  two.  Not  in  your  way,  per 
haps  ?  Never  mind.  I  know  some  of  the  big- wigs. 
See  all  right,  and  enter  his  name.  Should  have  one 
parson  in  a  large  family,  eh?" 

Here  Mrs  Wag  could  no  longer  refrain  from  giving 
vent  to  her  overcharged  feelings  by  certain  inco 
herent  ejaculations,  which  terminated  in  a  flood  of 
tears. 

"Humph!"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "my  spec 
tacles  want  wiping  ; "  and  he  took  the  opportunity 
of  rubbing  them  and  blowing  his  nose,  while  Jere 
miah  was  comforting  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  and 
telling  her  tfot  to  be  so  foolish,  although  he  could 
scarcely  avoid  snivelling  himself. 

"Hem!  ahem!"  resumed  their  guest;  "think 
I've  got  some  of  the  mince-pie  sticking  in  my  throat. 
Stupid  old  fellow  to  eat  so  much,  eh?" 

7  M 
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"  Better  take  another  glass  of  wine,  sir,"  said 
Jeremiah.  "  Give  me  leave,  sir,  to  pour  it  out." 

"  No,  no  !"  exclaimed  Mrs  Wag,  starting  up  and 
smiling  through  her  tears,  "  let  me  !  Nobody  else  ! 
God  bless  you,  sir  !" 

"And  you,  too!"  ejaculated  the  old  gentleman 
gaily  ;  "  come,  that's  a  challenge  !  Glasses  round  I 
and  then  we  must  say,  good-night.  Don't  let  us 
make  a  dull  end  of  a  merry  evening." 

Warm  benedictions  were  forthwith  uttered,  and 
the  "  compliments  of  the  season"  were  wished,  with 
more  than  common  sincerity,  by  all  three,  as  their 
glasses  met  jingling  together.  Then,  the  whim 
sical  guest  tossed  off  his  wine,  jumped  up,  shook 
his  hosts  heartily  by  the  hand,  wished  them  good 
night,  and  sallied  into  the  shop  to  find  his  cloak. 
Mr  and  Mrs  Wag  followed,  and  expressed  a  hope 
that  he  would  honour  their  Christmas  dinner  by  his 
presence  on  the  following  day  ;  but  all  they  could 
draw  from  him  was — "  Can't  promise.  Ate  and 
drank  a  little  too  much  to-night,  perhaps.  Getting 
shockingly  old.  See  how  I  am  in  the  morning. 
Enjoyed  myself  this  evening.  A  jolly  set  of  Wags 
altogether  !  Merry  Wags  all,  eh  ? — young  and  old. 
Well,  well,  wag  along  happily,  my  dear  Mr  and  Mrs 
Wag  !  Good-night !"  And  after  once  more  shaking 
hands  with  them,  he  nimbly  whisked  himself  out 
at  the  shop-door,  and  trotted  across  to  the  King's 
Arms. 
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No  sooner  were  the  worthy  couple  alone  than 
curiosity  led  them  to  examine  the  piece  of  paper 
which  their  benefactor  had  presented  to  Jeremiah 
for  the  purpose  of  lighting  his  pipe,  and  it  proved 
to  be  the  promissory  note  which  the  latter  had 
signed  for  the  first  thousand  pounds.  The  donor's 
intention  was  plain  enough,  as  it  was  regularly  can 
celled,  so  Mrs  Wag  was  obliged  to  use  her  pocket- 
handkerchief  once  more ;  and  her  spouse,  after 
striding  three  or  four  times  rapidly  across  the  room, 
felt  himself  also  under  the  necessity  of  taking  out 
his,  and  blowing  his  nose  with  unusual  vehemence. 
Then  they  congratulated  and  comforted  each  other, 
and  said  their  prayers,  and  offered  up  their  thanks 
givings  with  a  fervour  and  sincerity  that  proved 
they  were  not  unworthy  of  their  good  fortune.  Then 
they  retired  to  rest,  though  not  immediately  to 
sleep,  for  they  were  each  beset  by  strange  waking 
dreams,  and  beheld  in  their  minds'  eye  a  black 
clerical  Wag,  two  long-coated  little  blue  Wags, 
with  yellow  nether  investments,  and  other  Wags  of 
sorted  sizes,  but  all  very  happy. 

On  the  following  morning,  being  Christmas  day, 
our  fortunate  shopkeeper  equipped  himself  in  his 
best  apparel,  and,  before  breakfast,  stepped  across 
the  road,  and  found  Mr  Titus  Twist  rubbing  his 
eyes  in  his  own  gateway.  Mutual  salutations,  and 
"  compliments  of  the  season,"  were  exchanged  in 
good  neighbourly  style,  and  then  mine  host  ex- 
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claimed,  "  There's  a  box  here  for  you,  Master  Wag, 
left  by  that  queer  little  old  gentleman.  I'm  sure 
he's  cracked !  In  he  comes  here  yesterday,  just 
after  dark,  posting  in  his  own  carriage.  Well,  he 
orders  up  anything  as  we  happened  to  have  ready, 
and  I  sets  him  down  to  as  good  a  dinner  as  ever  any 
gentleman  need  sit  down  to,  though  I  say  it,  because 
why,  you  see,  our  larder's  pretty  considerably  well 
stocked  at  this  season.  So  down  he  sits,  rubbing 
his  hands,  and  seeming  as  pleased  as  Punch,  and 
orders  a  bottle  of  wine  ;  but,  before  he'd  been  ten 
minutes  at  table,  up  he  jumps,  claps  on  his  cloak 
and  hat,  and  runs  smack  out  o'  the  house,  and  never 
comes  back  again  till  past  eleven  at  night,  when  he 
pays  his  bill,  and  orders  horses  for  six  o'clock  this 
morning." 

"  Is  he  gone,  then  ?  "  exclaimed  Jeremiah. 

"  Off,  sure  enough,"  replied  Titus  ;  "  but  he's  left 
a  great  box  for  you,  which  I  was  just  going  to 
send  over.  So,  I  suppose  you  and  he  have  some 
dealings  together." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr  Wag,  "  I  shall  have  cause  to 
bless  and  thank  him  the  latest  day  I  have  to 
live ;  but  I  wish  he  had  stopped  here  to-day. 
Well,  God  bless  him,  wherever  he  is  gone.  Hark 
ye,  neighbour — you  have  often  heard  me  speak  of 
having  a  friend — well,  that's  him.  I  don't  know 
why,  but  he's  taken  a  fancy  to  me  and  my  wife 
and  family,  and  has  done  for  us  more  than  you'd 
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believe,  if  I  was  to  tell  you.  However,  we  can 
chat  that  over  another  day,  as  I  can't  stop  now,  as 
Mrs  Wag  and  the  children  are  waiting  breakfast. 
But  where's  the  box  ?  I'll  take  it  with  me,  if  you 
please." 

"  If  two  of  the  strongest  fellows  in  my  yard  can 
take  it  over,  it's  as  much  as  they  can,"  replied 
Titus.  "  However,  they  shall  try ;  and  I  hope 
you'll  come  over  this  afternoon  and  crack  a  bottle 
of  my  best  to  drink  the  little  queer  old  gentleman's 
health.  But,  mind  me,  he's  cracked  to  a  certainty, 
and  you'll  find  it  out  some  of  these  days." 

The  box  was  accordingly  delivered,  and,  on 
being  opened,  was  found  to  contain  a  dozen  separate 
packages,  each  directed  for  one  member  of  the 
Wag  family,  the  largest  for  Jeremiah,  the  father, 
and  the  smallest  for  little  Philip,  a  "  rising  three" 
year  old  Wag.  Their  contents  were  far  too  various 
for  precise  specification,  but  could  not  have  been 
more  judiciously  appropriated  nor  more  gratefully 
received,  so  that  Christmas  day  was  a  day  of  rejoic 
ing  ;  and  the  only  regret  felt  by  one  and  all  the 
Wags  was,  that  their  very  kind  friend  had  not 
stayed  to  spend  it  with  them. 

When  the  festive  season  was  over,  matters  went 
on  as  usual  with  Jeremiah,  save  that  perhaps  there 
was  more  of  cheerfulness  in  his  manner  while  pur 
suing  his  course  of  steady  industry.  The  fact  was, 
that  he  never  now  felt  perplexed  about  money  affairs, 
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which  were  wont  formerly  to  occupy  much  of  his 
time  by  day,  and  cause  him  many  sleepless  hours 
by  night.  Those  who  called  for  payment  were  as 
welcome  as  those  who  came  to  pay,  and  conse 
quently  his  credit  stood  high ;  and  the  travellers 
and  London  houses  strove,  by  tempting  bargains 
and  peculiar  attention  in  "  selecting  the  best 
articles,  to  complete  his  kind  orders,"  to  keep  his 
name  upon  their  books.  So  he  went  on  and  pros 
pered  in  all  his  undertakings,  and  in  the  course 
thereof  visited  the  metropolis  to  make  purchases, 
and,  when  there,  called  upon  Mr  Goodfellow,  who 
gave  him  a  hearty  welcome,  but  could  not  be  per 
suaded  to  reveal  the  name  of  his  eccentric  client, 
though  he  scrupled  not  to  say  that  he  was  in  good 
health,  adding,  with  a  smile,  "and  in  perfect  posses 
sion  of  his  intellects." 

Jeremiah  next  endeavoured  to  worm  the  secret 
from  his  bankers,  but  with  no  better  success.  The 
partner  who  received  him,  assured  him  that  the 
steady  increase  and  respectability  of  his  account 
had  wrought  such  an  impression  in  a  quarter  which 
he  was  not  permitted  to  name,  that  their  house 
would  feel  much  pleasure  in  making  advances 
whenever  anything  advantageous  offered  itself  for 
purchase. 

"  It  is  wonderful !"  exclaimed  Jeremiah. 

"  A  good  character,  my  dear  sir,"  observed  the 
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banker,  "  is  everything  in  trade.  We  are  dealers 
in  money ;  and  nothing  pleases  us  more  than 
placing  it  where  we  know  it  is  safe,  and  have 
every  reason  to  suppose  it  may  be  useful." 

"  But/'  observed  Jeremiah,  "  you  know  nothing 
about  me." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr  Wag,"  said  the  banker; 
"  you  are  what  we  call  a  good  man,  and  have  got  a 
back." 

"A  back!"  exclaimed  the  bewildered  shop 
keeper. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  banker,  smiling,  "that is,  a  good 
friend  to  your  back;  and  though  he  chooses  to 
keep  himself  in  the  background,  depend  upon  it 
he'll  not  forsake  you  so  long  as  you  go  on  as  you 
have  done.  Therefore,  buy  away  for  ready  cash 
as  largely  as  you  please,  and  we'll  honour  your 
drafts." 

On  this  hint  Jeremiah  subsequently  acted,  by 
making  purchases  which  enabled  him  to  serve  his 
customers  "  on  terms  that  defied  all  competition." 
Therefore,  and  by  dint  of  strict  attention  and  civ 
ility,  his  trade  continued  to  increase,  till  he  was 
obliged  to  add  warehouses  to  his  shop,  and  employ 
a  regular  clerk  and  collector,  besides  shopmen, 
porters,  and  waggoner. 

In  the  meanwhile  young  Tom  Wag  studied 
Latin  and  Greek  with  a  neighbouring  curate ; 


88  TALES   FROM    "  BLACK  WOOD." 

William  and  Stephen  were,  in  due  course,  admitted 
into  the  Blue-Coat  School,  and  the  education  of  the 
other  children  went  on  precisely  as  had  been  re 
commended  by  their  eccentric  benefactor,  whose 
advice  Mr  and  Mrs  Wag  considered  equivalent  to 
commands.  Still  they  were  often  uneasy  about 
him,  and  more  particularly  after  another  Christmas 
eve  had  passed  without  his  appearance.  Poor  Mrs 
Wag  was  sure  he  was  ill,  and  would  occasionally 
charge  him  with  unkindness  for  not  letting  her 
know,  that  she  might  go  and  nurse  him.  But 
again  months  and  months  rolled  away,  and  at  last 
autumn  arrived,  and  with  it  brought  the  grand 
denouement  of  the  mystery,  as  suddenly  and  unex 
pectedly  as  their  former  good-luck. 

All  the  Wags  who  were  at  home  were  sitting 
round  a  tea-table,  in  the  little  garden  at  the  back 
of  the  house,  and  Mrs  Wag  was  sedately  filling 
their  cups,  when  one  of  the  younger  children  ex 
claimed,  "Who's  that?" 

Jeremiah  looked  round  to  where  the  child  was 
gazing,  and  beheld  his  benefactor  stealthily  ap 
proaching  from  the  back  door,  with  an  arch  smile 
on  his  countenance,  as  though  wishing  to  take 
them  by  surprise  ;  but  perceiving  that  he  was  dis 
covered,  he  stepped  nimbly  forward,  according  to 
his  usual  custom,  and  holding  out  his  hand,  said, 
"  Well,  my  dear  Wag,  how  are  you  ?  How  are  you, 
my  dear  Mrs  Wag  ? — and  how  are  you,  young  Jerry 
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Wag,  Mary  Wag,  Sarah  Wag,  Henry  Wag,  and 
Philip  Wag?" 

All  expressed  their  delight  at  his  appearance, 
according  to  their  different  ages  and  abilities,  but 
all  were  evidently  delighted,  and  none  more  than 
the  strange  little  gentleman  himself,  whose  eyes 
sparkled  with  gratification  as  he  took  his  seat, 
looked  round  at  the  joyous  group,  and  begged  to 
join  their  family  party.  Mrs  Wag  felt  somewhat 
tremulous  at  first,  and  doubtless  her  visitor  per 
ceived  it,  as  he  turned  his  attention  to  the  little 
Wags  till  she  had  finished  her  table  arrangements 
and  presented  him  with  a  cup  of  tea. 

"  Thank  you,  my  good  lady/'  said  he,  "  that's 
as  it  should  be.  All  merry  Wags,  together, 
eh?" 

"  We — we — thank  God  I"  whimpered  Mrs  Wag, 
"  we  are — Yes  !  But  it's  all  your  doing,  sir.  I 
wish  I  could  thank — thank  you — as  I  ought." 

Here  Jeremiah,  perceiving  that  his  spouse  was 
too  nervous  to  make  an  excellent  speech,  "  took  up 
the  cudgels"  of  gratitude;  but,  saving  that  there 
could  be  no  doubt  of  his  sincerity,  displayed  no 
great  oratorical  talents.  Brief,  however,  as  his 
speeches,  or  rather  ejaculations,  were,  the  funny 
old  gentleman  stopped  him  by  the  apparently 
funny  observation, — 

"  So,  my  good  Jeremiah  Wag,  you  don't  know 
where  your  father  came  from  ?  " 
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"  No,  sir,  indeed,"  replied  the  shopkeeper,  mar 
velling  at  the  oddity  of  the  question. 

"  Well,  then,  I  do/'  said  his  benefactor ;  (i  I  was 
determined  to  find  it  out,  because  the  name  is  so 
uncommon.  Hard  work  I  had,  though.  Merchant, 
to  whom  he  was  clerk,  dead.  Son  in  the  West 
Indies.  Wrote.  No  answer  for  some  time — then 
not  satisfactory.  Obliged  to  wait  till  he  came 
back.  Long  talk.  No  use.  Well,  well.  Tell 
you  all  about  it  another  day.  Cut  it  short  now. 
Found  out  a  person  at  last  who  was  intimate  friend 
and  fellow-clerk  with  your  father.  Made  all  right. 
Went  down  into  the  north.  Got  his  register/' 

"  Keally,  sir,"  stammered  Jeremiah,  "it  was  very 
kind  of  you,  but  I  am  sorry  you  should  have  given 
yourself  so  much  trouble ;  but  I'm  sure,  if  I  have 
any  poor  relations  that  I  can  be  of  service  to  in 
employing  them,  now  that  your  bounty  has  put  me 
in  the  way  of  doing  well,  I  shall  be  very  glad, 
though  I  never  did  hear  talk  of  any." 

"No,  Master  Jeremiah,"  said  the  eccentric  old 
gentleman,  "  you  have  no  poor  relations  now,  nor 
ever  had ;  but  your  father  had  a  good-for-nothing 
elder  brother,  who  left  home  at  an  early  age,  after 
your  grandmother's  death,  and  was  enticed  to  go 
abroad  by  fair  promises,  which  were  not  fulfilled. 
So,  not  having  anything  agreeable  to  write  about, 
he  didn't  write  at  all,  like  a  young  scamp  as  he 
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was,  and  when  the  time  came  that  he  had  some 
thing  pleasant  to  communicate,  it  was  too  late,  as 
his  father  was  no  more,  and  his  only  brother  (your 
father)  was  gone  nobody  knew  where.  Well,  to 
make  a  short  story  of  it,  that  chap,  your  uncle,  was 
knocked  about  in  the  world,  sometimes  up  and 
sometimes  down,  but  at  last  found  himself  pretty 
strong  upon  his  legs,  and  then  made  up  his  mind 
to  come  back  to  Old  England,  where  he  found  no 
body  to  care  for  him,  and  went  wandering  hither 
and  thither,  spending  his  time  at  watering-places, 
and  so  on,  for  several  years.'' 

"  And  pray,  sir,"  inquired  Jeremiah,  as  his  re 
spected  guest  paused,  "have  you  any  idea  what 
became  of  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have,"  replied  the  little  gentleman,  smil 
ing  significantly  at  his  host  and  hostess.  "  One 
day  he  arrived  in  a  smallish  town,  very  like  this, 
and  terribly  low-spirited  he  was,  for  he'd  been  ill 
some  time  before,  and  was  fretting  himself  to  think 
that  he  had  been  toiling  to  scrape  money  together, 
and  was  without  children  or  kindred  to  leave  it  to. 
No  very  pleasant  reflection  that,  my  worthy  Wags, 
let  me  tell  you !  Well,  he  ordered  dinner,  for 
form's  sake,  at  the  inn,  and  then  went  yawning 
about  the  room ;  and  then  he  took  his  stand  at  the 
window,  and,  looking  across  the  road,  he  saw  the 
name  of  Wag  over  a  shop-door,  and  then You 
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know  all  the  rest !  The  fact  is,  I  am  a  Wag,  and, 
Jeremiah  Wag,  you  are  my  nephew,  and  you,  my 
dear  Mrs  Wag,  are  my  niece,  and  so  let  us  be  merry 
Wags  together." 

Here  we  might  lay  down  the  pen,  were  it  not  for 
our  dislike  to  strut  in  borrowed  plumes  ;  and  that 
inclineth  us  to  inform  the  gentle  reader  that  no  part 
of  this  simple  story  is  of.  our  invention,  except  the 
last  disclosure  of  the  senior  Wag's  relationship  to 
his  namesake,  which  we  ventured  to  add,  fearing  that 
the  truth  might  appear  incredible.  The  other  facts 
occurred  precisely  as  we  have  stated.  An  elderly 
gentleman,  bearing  a  name  more  singular  than 
Wag,  returned  home  from  India  with  a  handsome 
fortune  somewhat  more  than  half  a  century  back, 
and  sought  in  vain  for  relatives  ;  but  one  day,  from 
the  window  of  an  inn,  at  which  he  had  arrived  in 
his  own  dark-green  travelling-chariot,  he  espied  the 
shop  of  a  namesake,  whose  acquaintance  he  in 
stantly  made.  His  expressed  hope  was  to  discover 
that  they  were  connected  by  some  distant  tie  of 
consanguinity ;  but  failing  in  that  object,  after  most 
minute  investigation,  he  never  withdrew  his  patron 
age.  For  many  years  he  watched  over  the  rising 
fortunes  of  the  family;  and  as  the  young  people 
arrived  at  maturity,  provided  for  them  as  though 
they  were  his  own  children,  to  the  extent  of  many 
thousand  pounds ;  and  when  he  died,  he  left  among 
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them  the  whole  of  his  property.  Now,  though  the 
heart  and  conduct  of  this  good  man  were  truly 
benevolent,  there  can  he  no  question  respecting  the 
motive  of  his  actions,  for  he  often  avowed  it.  He 
was  determined  to  keep  up  the  respectability  of  his 
name  ;  and  with  great  pleasure  we  have  to  record 
that  the  few  who  now  hear  it,  move  in  a  much 
higher  circle  than  would  have  been  their  lot  but 
for  him  whose  memory  they  hold  in  reverence,  and 
consider  as  the  founder  of  their  family.  Eeader ! 
imitate  him,  and  "  keep  up  "  the  respectability  of 
your  name. 


THE  WET  WOOING. 

A   NARRATIVE    OP    NINETY  -  EIGHT. 

[  MAG  A.    APRIL  1832.] 

IT  was  in  the  autumn  of  1798,  when  the  North  of 
Ireland  had  settled  down  into  comparative  tran 
quillity,  that  I  took  up  my  quarters  at  Knowehead, 
the  grazing  farm  of  a  substantial  relative,  in  the 

remote  pastoral  valley  of  Glen in  Antrim. 

The  second  morning  of  my  stay  I  had  fished  a 
considerable  distance  up  the  river ;  but  having 
broken  my  top  in  an  unlucky  leap,  was  sitting  in 
impatient  bustle,  lapping  the  fracture,  and  lament 
ing  my  ill  fortune,  as  ever  and  anon  I  would  raise 
my  eyes  and  see  the  fresh  curl  running  past  my 
feet ;  when  I  perceived  by  the  sudden  blackening 
of  the  water,  and  by  an  ominous  but  indescribable 
sensation  of  the  air.  that  something  unusual  was 
brewing  overhead.  I  looked  up  :  there  it  was,  a 
cloud,  low-hung  and  lurid,  and  stretching  across 
the  whole  northern  side  of  the  horizon.  I  had 
scarce  time  to  gather  my  clews  and  bobbins  into  a 
7  N 
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hurried  wisp,  and  take  shelter  under  an  overhang 
ing  bank  hard  by,  when  down  it  came,  heavy,  hiss 
ing,  and  pelting  the  whole  surface  of  the  river  into 
spray.  I  drew  myself  close  to  the  back  of  the 
hollow,  where  I  lay  in  a  congratulatory  sort  of 
reverie,  watching  the  veins  of  muddy  red,  as  they 
slowly  at  first,  and  then  impetuously,  flowed  through 
and  finally  displaced  the  dark  spring  water — the 
efforts  of  the  beaten  rushes  and  waterflags,  as  they 
quivered  and  flapped  about  under  the  shower's 
battery — the  gradual  increase  of  swell  and  turbu 
lence  in  the  river  opposite  ;  and  lower  down,  the 
war  which  was  already  tossing  and  raging  at  the 
conflux,  where 

"  Tumbling  brown,  the  burn  came  down, 
And  roar'd  frae  bank  to  brae." 

But  why  do  I  dilate  upon  an  aspect  thus  wild  and 
desolate,  when  I  could  so  much  more  pleasantly 
employ  my  reader's  and  my  own  mind's  eye  with 
that  which  next  presented  itself?  I  confess,  so 
pleasant  was  the  contrast  then,  that  I  still,  in  recall 
ing  that  scene  to  memory,  prepare  myself,  by  the 
renewed  vision  of  its  dreariness  and  desolation,  for 
the  more  grateful  reception  of  an  image  than  which 
earth  contains  none  lovelier — it  was  a  lovely  girl. 
She  fled  thither  for  shelter  :  I  did  not  see  her  until 
she  was  close  by  me  ;  but  never  surely  did  man's 
eyes  rest  on  a  fairer  apparition.  I  have,  at  this 
instant,  every  lineament  of  the  startled  beauty,  as, 
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drawing  back  with  a  suppressed  cry  and  gesture  of 
alarm,  she  shrank  from  the  unexpected  companion 
who  stood  by  her  side  ;  for  I  had  started  from  my 
reverie,  and  now  presented  myself,  baring  my  head 
in  the  rain  with  involuntary  respectfulness  of  gal 
lantry,  and  half  unconsciously  leading  her  by  the 
hand  into  my  retreat.  She  yielded,  blushing  and 
confused,  while  I,  apologising,  imploring,  and  gazing 
with  new  admiration  at  every  look,  unstrapped  my 
basket,  placed  it  in  the  least  exposed  corner,  spread 
over  it  my  outside  coat,  and  having  thus  arranged 
a  seat  (which,  however,  she  did  not  yet  accept), 
retired  to  the  opposite  side,  and  reluctantly  ceasing 
to  gaze,  gave  up  my  whole  faculties  to  wonder — 
who  could  she  be  ?  Her  rich  dress — velvet  habit, 
hat  and  feathers — her  patrician  elegance  of  beauty 
and  manner,  at  once  proclaimed  her  rank  ;  but  who 

could  there  be  in  Glen above  the  homely  class 

to  which  my  host  belonged  ?  And  his  daughter, 
Miss  Janet,  was  certainly  a  brilliant  of  a  very 
different  water.  But,  heavens  I  how  the  water  is 
running  down  from  my  companion's  rich  hair,  and 
glistening  upon  her  neck  with  what  a  breathing 
lustre  ! — "  Oh,  madam,  let  mo  entreat  you,  as  you 
value  your  safety,  use  my  handkerchief  (and  I 
pulled  a  muffler  from  my  neck)  to  bind  up  and  dry 
your  hair.  Wrap,  I  beseech  you,  your  feet  in  my 
greatcoat ;  and  withdraw  farther  from  the  wind 
and  rain." 
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One  by  one,  notwithstanding  her  gracious  re 
fusals,  I  carefully  fulfilled  my  prescriptions  ;  and 
now  knelt  before  her,  lapping  the  skirts  and  sleeves 
of  my  envied  coat  about  the  little  feet  and  delicate 
ankles.  Yet  it  seemed  to  me  that  she  received  my 
services  rather  with  a  grateful  condescension,  than, 
as  I  desired,  with  frank  enjoyment  of  them.  So, 
pausing  a  moment  to  account  for  such  a  manner,  I 
recollected — and  the  recollection  covered  me  with 
confusion — that  I  must  have  been,  to  say  the  least, 
as  rough  a  comrade  as  any  one  need  wish  to  meet 
with  under  a  hedge  ;  for,  purposing  to  leave  Ireland 
in  another  month  for  Germany,  I  had,  during  the 
last  week,  allowed  my  beard  to  grow  all  round — 
putting  off  from  day  to  day  the  forming  of  the  mous 
tache,  to  which  I  meant  to  reduce  it — and  so  had  my 
face,  at  no  time  very  smooth,  now  covered  from  ear 
to  ear  with  a  stubble,  long,  strong,  and  black  as  a 
shoe-brush.  My  broad-brimmed  hat  was  battered 
and  dinted  into  strangely  uncouth  cavities,  and  the 
leaf  hung  flapping  over  my  brows  like  a  broken 
umbrella ;  my  jacket  was  tinselled  indeed,  but  it 
was  with  the  ancient  scales  of  trout ;  my  leathern 
overalls  were  black-glazed  and  greasy  ;  and  my 
whole  equipment  bore,  I  must  confess,  the  evident 
signs  of  an  unexceptionable  rascal. 

Indignant  at  my  unworthy  appearance,  I  put  my 
self  upon  my  mettle;  and  after  drawing  my  fair 
companion  from  her  intrenchments  of  shyness  and 
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hauteur,  succeeded  in  engaging  her  in  the  fair  field 
of  a  conversation  the  most  animated  and  interesting, 
in  which  it  was  ever  my  good  fortune  and  credit  to 
bear  a  part.  She  had  at  first,  indeed,  when  I  began 
by  running  a  parallel  between  our  positions,  ex 
plained  the  circumstances  of  her  being  driven  thither 
alone,  in  a  manner  so  general,  and  with  such  evi 
dent  painfulness  of  hesitation,  that  I  had  hardly 
expected  a  few  slow  commonplaces  at  the  most. 
Such  wit,  then,  and  vivacity,  tempered  with  such 
dignified  discretion,  as  she  evinced,  when  I  turned 
the  conversation  from  what  I  perceived  to  be  per 
plexing,  were  by  their  unexpectedness  doubly  de 
lightful. 

Time  and  the  tempest  swept  on  equally  unheeded; 
topic  induced  topic,  smile  challenged  smile,  and 
when  at  last,  in  obedience  to  her  wishes,  I  looked 
towards  the  north,  to  see  whether  the  sky  were 
clearing,  I  only  prayed  that  it  might  rain  on  till 
sunset,  when  I  might  accompany  her  to  her  home, 
which,  to  my  surprise,  I  learned  was  within  a  few 
miles,  although  I  did  not  ascertain  exactly  where. 
My  prayers  were  likely  enough  to  be  fulfilled ;  the 
sky  was  still  one  rush  of  rain — but,  heaven  and 
earth  I  the  river  had  overflowed  its  banks  above  :  a 
broad  sheet  of  water  was  sailing  down  Ihe  hollow 
behind ;  and  there  we  were,  no  human  habitation 
within  sight,  in  the  midst  of  a  tempest,  between  two 
rapid  rivers,  with  no  better  shelter,  during  the  con- 
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tinuance  of  a  Lammas  flood,  than  the  hollow  of  a 
bank  which  might  be  ten  feet  under  water  in  an 
hour. 

I  ran  down  the  back  of  the  hill  to  the  edge  of  the 
interposing  flood  ;  a  stunted  tree  was  in  the  middle, 
the  fork  of  which  I  knew  was  as  high  as  my  shoulder ; 
a  mass  of  weeds  and  briars  was  already  gathered 
against  it ;  the  water  had  raised  them  within  a  foot 
of  the  first  branch ;  then  I  might  still  ford  a  pas 
sage  ;  no  moment  was  to  be  lost ;  I  ran  back  for 
the  lady,  but  met  her  half-way  in  wild  alarm,  her 
head  bare,  her  beautiful  hair  shaken  out  into  the 
blast,  her  hands  clasped,  and  her  figure  just  sink 
ing.  I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  and  bore  her  for 
ward  with  all  my  speed ;  but  before  I  again  reached 
the  sweeping  inundation,  insensibility  had  released 
her  from  the  terrors  of  our  passage. 

I  dashed  in,  holding  her  across  my  body,  with 
her  head  resting  on  my  shoulder ;  the  first  step  took 
me  to  the  knee.  I  raised  my  burden  and  plunged 
forward  ;  the  water  rose  to  my  haunches.  I  lifted 
her  again  across  my  breast,  rushed  on,  and  sank  to 
the  waist.  I  felt  that  I  could  not  long  support  a 
dead  weight  in  that  position  ;  so  lowering  her  limbs 
into  the  water,  I  profited  by  that  relief,  and  reached 
the  tree. 

The  flood  had  now  covered  me  to  the  breast,  and 
the  lady's  neck  and  bosom  were  all  that  remained 
unimmersed.  I  leaned  against  the  old  trunk,  and 
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breathed  myself.  I  raised  her  drooping  head  on 
my  shoulder,  and  pressed  my  cheek  to  her  forehead; 
but  neither  lip  nor  eyelid  moved.  I  could  not  but 
gaze  upon  her  face  ;  it  lay  among  the  long  floating 
tresses  and  turbulent  eddies,  fair  as  the  water's  own 
lily,  and  as  unconscious.  My  heart  warmed  to  the 
lovely  being,  and  I  bent  over  her,  kissing  her  lips, 
and  pressing  her  bosom  to  mine,  with  an  affection 
so  strangely  strong,  that  I  might  have  stood  thus 
till  escape  had  been  impossible,  but  that  the  rustling 
of  the  rubbish,  as  it  crept  up  the  rugged  stump  with 
the  rise  of  the  waters,  caught  my  ear.  A  thunder 
bolt  smouldering  at  my  feet  could  not  have  sounded 
so  horrible.  All  my  fresh  affections  rushed  back 
to  my  heart  in  multiplied  alarm  for  the  safety  of 
their  new-found  treasure.  I  started  from  my  rest 
ing-place,  and  swinging  back  the  long  hair  from  my 
eyes,  once  more  breasted  the  stream  with  clenched 
teeth  and  dripping  brows.  But  still,  as  farther  I 
advanced,  the  water  grew  deeper  and  deeper,  and 
the  current  split  upon  my  shoulder,  and  twisted 
through  my  legs,  still  stronger  and  stronger. 
Lumps  of  black  moss,  dried  peats,  and  heavy  sods, 
now  struck  me,  and  tumbled  on ;  while  wisps  of 
yellow  grass  and  long  straws  doubled  across  my 
body  and  entangled  me.  My  limbs  wavered  at 
every  step  as  I  strained  and  writhed  them  through 
the  current.  I  gave  way — I  was  half  lifted — the 
river  and  the  burn  met  not  a  hundred  yards  below. 
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Had  I  had  the  strength  of  ten  men,  I  could  not 
have  supported  her  through  that  tumult.  Every  step 
swerved  towards  the  conclusion  of  at  least  her  ex 
istence  ;  yet  with  love  tenfold  did  I  now  press  her 
to  my  heart,  and  with  tenfold  energy  struggle  to 
make  good  her  rescue.  Her  eyes  opened — I  mur 
mured  prayers,  comforts,  and  endearments — she  saw 
the  red  torrent  around,  the  tawny  breakers  before, 
the  black  storm  overhead  j  but  she  saw  love  in  my 
eye,  she  heard  it  in  my  words ;  and  there,  within 
her  probable  deathbed,  and  in  the  embrace  of  her 
probable  companion  in  death,  she  was  wooed  among 
the  waters,  and  was  won.  Another  effort — but  the 
eddy  swung  me  round,  and  I  had  given  up  all  as 
lost,  save  my  interest  in  that  perishing  girl;  when 
suddenly  I  heard,  through  the  dashing  of  waves 
and  the  hissing  of  rain,  the  hoarse  cry  of  a  man, 
"Courage — hold  up,  sir — this  way,  halloo!"  I 
turned,  half  thinking  it  imagination,  but  there  I 
really  saw  a  man  up  to  the  breast  in  the  flood,  sup 
porting  with  arms  and  shoulders  a  powerful  black 
horse,  which  he  urged  across  the  current.  Another 
minute,  and  I  stood  firm  behind  the  breakwater 
they  formed  at  my  side.  My  dear  charge  had 
again  fainted  ;  he  assisted  me  to  raise  her  to  the 
saddle ;  but  suddenly,  as  he  looked  at  her,  he  ut 
tered  a  wild  cry  of  astonishment,  and  kissing  and 
embracing  her,  exclaimed,  "  My  Madeline,  my 
daughter,  my  dear  child  ! — Why,  sir,  how  is  this?" 
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"  Oil,  sir,  the  river  is  rising  a  foot  a-rninute — take 
the  bridle,  I  beseech  you,  and  let  me  support  the 
lady  arid  the  horse's  flank — I  will  explain  all  when 
she  is  out  of  danger."  So  saying,  I  laid  my  shoulder 
to  the  work  and  urged  him  on ;  we  had  an  easier 
task,  and  in  another  minute  succeeded  in  getting 
safe  out  of  that  perilous  passage. 

I  now  looked  at  our  preserver ;  he  was  a  hand 
some,  tall,  and  vigorous  man,  about  forty — evidently 
a  soldier  and  gentleman.  He  lifted  his  daughter 
from  the  saddle ;  and  while  I  recounted  the  parti 
culars  of  her  adventure,  unclasped  her  habit  and 
chafed  her  forehead ;  but  all  was  of  no  avail.  He 
looked  distractedly,  first  at  his  daughter  and  then 
at  me ;  and  after  a  pause  of  contending  emotions, 
rose,  laid  her  across  the  pommel,  placed  his  foot  in 
the  stirrup,  and  turning  to  me  said,  "  I  am  embar 
rassed  by  many  circumstances — take  my  blessings 
for  this  day's  help — and  forget  us." 

"  I  can  never  forget," 

"  Then  take  this  trifling  remembrance."  He 
pulled  a  ring  from  his  finger  and  handed  it  to  me ; 
threw  himself  into  the  saddle  ;  placed  his  daughter 
across  his  body,  and  crying,  ere  I  could  say  a  word 
for  sheer  amazement,  "Farewell,  farewell!"  and 
once  more,  with  some  emotion,  "  Farewell,  sir,  and 
may  God  bless  you  !"  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and 
dashed  off  at  full  speed  for  a  pass  which  leads  into 
the  wild  country  of  the  Misty  Braes. 
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Till  they  disappeared  among  the  hills,  I  stood 
watching  them  from  the  bank  where  they  had  left 
me,  bare-headed,  numbed,  and  indignant ;  with  the 
rain  still  pelting  on  me,  and  the  ring  between  my 
fingers.  It  was  a  costly  diamond;  I  pitched  it 
after  him  with  a  curse,  and  bent  my  weary  way 
towards  Knowehead,  a  distance  of  full  five  miles,  in 
a  maze  of  uncertainty  and  speculation.  She  had 
not  told  her  name,  and  she  seemed  to  desire  a  con 
cealment  of  her  residence ;  her  father's  conduct 
more  plainly  evinced  the  same  motive ;  many  of 
the  heads  of  the  rebellion  were  still  lurking  with 
their  families  among  the  mountains  of  Ulster ;  the 
only  house  in  the  direction  they  had  taken,  at  all 
likely  to  be  the  retreat  of  respectable  persons,  was 
the  old  Grange  of  Moyabel ;  and  it  was  the  pro 
perty  of  a  gentleman  then  abroad,  but  connected 
with  all  the  chief  Catholic  rebels  in  the  North.  All 
this  made  me  naturally  conclude  that  these  were 
some  of  that  unhappy  party ;  and  when  I  considered 
that  both  daughter  and  father  had  been  riding  from 
different  quarters  to  the  same  destination — for,  as 
well  as  I  could  surmise  from  her  vague  account  of 
herself,  she  had  left  the  servant,  behind  whom  she 
had  come  so  far,  to  wait  the  arrival  of  her  father, 
who  had  promised  to  join  them  there — I  was  able 
to  satisfy  myself  of  their  being  only  on  their  way 
to  Moyabel;  and  I  therefore  determined  not  to  create 
suspicion  by  making  useless  inquiries  as  to  the 
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present  family  there,  but  to  take  tlie  first  opportunity 
of  judging  for  myself  of  the  new  comers.  But  how, 
after  such  a  dismissal,  introduce  myself?  Here  lay 
the  difficulty,  and  beyond  this  I  could  fix  on  no 
thing  ;  so  with  a  heavy  heart  I  climbed  the  hill  be 
fore  my  kinsman's  house,  and  presented  myself  at 
the  wide  door  of  the  kitchen,  just  as  the  twilight 
was  darkening  down  into  night. 

I  found  my  host  sitting  as  was  his  wont — his 
nightcap  on  his  head,  his  long  staff  in  his  hand,  and 
two  greyhounds  at  his  feet — behind  the  fire  upon  his 
oaken  settle.  "  I'm  thinldn',  Willie/'  he  began  as 
he  saw  me  enter — "I'm  thinkin'  ye  hae  catched  a 
wet  sark.  Janet,  lass,  fetch  your  cusin  a  dram. 
Nane  o'  your  piperly  srnellin'  bottles,"  cried  he,  as 
she  produced  some  cordials  in  an  ancient  liquor- 
stand — "  Nane  o'  your  auld  wife's  jaups  for  ane  o' 
my  name — fetch  something  purpose-like  ;  for  when 
my  nevoy  has  changed  himsell,  we'll  hae  a  stoup  o' 
whisky,  and  a  crack  thegither."  In  a  few  minutes 
I  was  seated  in  dry  clothes,  before  a  bowl  of  punch 
and  a  blazing  fire,  beside  the  old  gentleman  on  his 
oaken  sofa.  At  any  other  time  I  would  have  en 
joyed  the  scene  with  infinite  satisfaction ;  for  the 
national  tipple,  in  my  mind,  drinks  nowhere  so 
pleasantly  as  on  a  bench  behind  the  broad  hearth 
stone  of  such  a  kitchen-hall  as  my  friend's.  Our 
smaller  gentry  had,  it  is  true,  long  since  betaken 
themselves  to  their  parlours  and  their  drawing- 
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rooms  ;  and  the  steams  of  whisky-punch  had  already 
risen  with  the  odours  of  bohea,  and  the  smoke  of 
sea-borne  coals,  to  the  damask  hangings  and  ala 
baster  cornices  of  many  high-ceiled  and  stately 
apartments.  Yet  there  were  still  some  of  the  old 
school,  who,  like  my  good  friend,  continued  to  make 
their  headquarters,  after  the  ancient  fashion,  among 
their  own  domestics,  and  behind  their  own  hearth 
stone  ;  for  in  all  old  houses  the  fire  is  six  feet  at 
least  from  the  gable,  and  the  space  between  is  set 
apart  for  the  homely  owner. 

It  was  strange  then,  that  I,  who  hitherto  had  so 
intensely  relished  such  a  scene,  should  be  so  absent 
now  that  it  was  spread  round  me  in  its  perfection. 
The  peat  and  bog-fir  fire  before  me,  and  the  merry 
faces  glistening  through  the  white  smoke  beyond ; 
the  chimney  overhead,  like  some  great  minster  bell 
(the  huge  hanging  pot  for  the  clapper)  ;  the  antlers, 
broadsword,  and  sporting  tackle  on  the  wall  be 
hind  ;  the  goodly  show  of  fat  flitches  and  briskets 
around  me  and  above,  and  that  merry  and  wise  old 
fellow,  glass  in  hand,  with  endless  store  of  good 
stories,  pithy  sayings,  and  choice  points  of  humour, 
by  my  side  ;  yet  with  all  I  sat  melancholy  and  ill 
at  ease.  In  vain  did  the  rare  old  man  tell  me  his 
best  marvels ;  how  he  once  fought  with  Tom  Hughes, 
a  wild  Welshman,  whom  he  met  in  a  perilous  jour 
ney  through  the  forests  of  Cheshire  ;  how  Tom 
would  not  let  go  his  grip  when  he  had  him  down 
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("  whilk  was  a  foul  villany  ") ;  and  how  he  had  to 
roll  into  a  running  water  before  he  could  get  loose 
("  whilk  showed  the  savage  natur  of  thae  menseless 
barbarians").  In  vaiu  he  told  me  that  pleasant 
jest,  how  my  grandfather  "  ance  wiled  the  six  ex 
cisemen  into  a  lone  house,  and  then  gaed  in  him- 
sell  and  pyed  them  through  the  windows,  whilk 
cleared  the  country-side  o'  that  vermin  as  lang  as 
auld  Redrigs  was  to  the  fore."  In  vain  he  told  me 
how  his  old  dog  Stretcher  hunted  the  black  hare 
from  Dunmoss  to  Skyboe.  I  left  him  in  the  sub 
tlest  of  the  doubles,  and  in  another  minute  was  in 
the  penthouse  of  clay,  the  river  boiling  at  my  feet, 
and  the  rain  rushing  round  my  head  ;  but  before 
me  were  the  rich  delighted  eyes  and  quickening 
features  of  my  unknown  beauty.  Again  I  bore  her 
through  the  flood  ;  again  I  bent  over  her,  and 
pressed  her  to  my  breast,  and  once  more  in  fancy  I 
had  felt  the  thrill  of  her  returned  embrace  ;  once 
more  I  had  kissed  her  lips,  and  once  more  we  had 
vowed  to  live  or  die  together,  when  I  was  startled 
from  my  reverie  by  a  question  which  the  unsus 
pecting  old  man  was  now  repeating  for  the  third 
time.  I  stammered  an  excuse,  and  roused  myself 
to  the  hearing  of  another  excellent  jest ;  but  what 
it  might  have  been  I  know  not,  for  the  entrance  of 
a  young  labourer,  an  old  acquaintance  of  my  own, 
with  whom  he  had  business,  cut  it  short.  "Aleck," 
he  said,  "  get  ready  to  set  out  for  the  fair  upon  the 
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morn's  e'en ;  and,  Aleck,  my  man,  keep  yoursell 
out  o'  drink  and  fechtin' — and,  my  bonny  man,  I'm 
Baying,  the  neist  time  ye  gang  a-courtin'  to  the 
Grange  (I  pricked  up  my  ears  all  at  once),  see  that 
ye're  no  ta'en  for  ane  o'  thae  rebel  chiels,  wha,  they 
say,  are  burrowin'  e'en  noo  about  the  auld  wa's  as 
thick  as  mice  in  a  meal-ark/' — "But  Aleck,"  crooned 
old  Mause  from  the  corner,  "  whilk  ane  o'  the  lasses 
are  you  for  ?  "  This  was  enough.  I  watched  my 
opportunity,  slipped  out  to  the  stable,  found  Aleck, 
who  had  retreated  thither  in  his  confusion,  and 
point-blank  proposed  that  he  should  take  me  with 
him  that  very  night,  and  introduce  me  to  one  of  the 
girls  at  Moyabel,  as  I  longed  to  have  an  hour's 
courting  after  the  old  fashion  before  I  left  the 
country.  I  concluded  by  offering  him  a  handsome 
consideration,  which,  however,  he  refused ;  but, 
sitting  down  in  the  manger,  began  to  consider  my 
proposal,  with  such  head-scratching  and  nail-biting, 
as  confirmed  me  in  my  opinion  that  there  was  some 
thing  mysterious  about  the  family  of  the  Grange. 
"  Master  William,"  said  he  at  last,  "  I  canna  refuse 
ye,  and  you  gaun  avva',  maybe  never  to  see  a  lass 
o  your  ain  country  again ;  but  ye  maun  promise 
never  to  speak  o'  whatever  ye  may  see  strange 
aboot  the  hoose ;  for,  atween  oursells,  there  are 
anes  expeckit  there  this  verra  night  wba's  names 
wadna  cannily  bear  tellin' ;  and  Jeanie  trusts  me, 
and  I  niaunna  beguile  her.  But  the  waters  are  out, 
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and  we  will  hae  a  lang  and  cauld  tramp  through 
the  bogs,  sae  get  a  drap  o'  somethin'  for  the  road, 
and  I'll  hae  Tarn  Herron's  Sunday  suit  ready  for 
you  after  bedtime.  Saul !  ye'll  mak  a  braw  weaver 
wi'  the  beard  ;  and  wi'  a'  your  Englified  discoorsin' 
ye  can  talk  as  like  a  Christian  as  ever  when  ye 
like.  Nanny  will  think  hersell  fitted  at  last ;  but 
ye  maunna  be  ower  crouse  wi'  Nanny,  Master  Wil 
liam."  I  promised  everything ;  waited  impatiently 
till  the  family  had  gone  to  rest ;  found  Aleck  true 
to  his  engagement ;  put  on  the  clothes  he  had  pre 
pared,  and  we  stole  out  about  midnight. 

It  was  pitch  dark,  but  fair  and  calm ;  so,  with 
the  hopes  of  getting  to  our  journey's  end  not  wet 
above  the  knee,  we  commenced  stumbling  and 
bolting  along  the  great  stones  and  ruts  of  the  cause 
way  ;  this  we  cleared  without  any  accident,  farther 
than  nry  slipping  once  into  the  ditch,  and  now  found 
ourselves  upon  the  open  hill-side,  splashing  freely 
over  the  soaked  turf  and  slippery  pathway.  I  was 
in  high  spirits,  and  though  squirting  the  black 
puddle  to  my  knees  at  every  step,  and  seeing  no 
more  of  the  road  I  was  to  travel  on  than  another 
one  in  advance,  yet  faced  onward  with  great  gaiety 
and  good  humour.  After  some  time,  however, 
Aleck  began  snuffing  the  air,  and,  with  evident 
concern,  announced  the  approach  of  a  mist,  which 
soon  thickened  into  perceptibility  to  me  also.  Our 
path,  which  hitherto  had  swept  across  sheep-grazing 
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uplands  and  grassy  knolls,  now  began  to  thread 
deep  rushy  bottoms,  with  here  and  there  a  quak 
ing  spot  of  quagmire,  or  a  mantled  stream,  which 
I  knew  by  the  cold  water  running  sharp  below, 
and  by  the  thick,  dull  gathering  of  the  weeds 
about  my  legs — for  the  mist  made  all  so  dark,  that 
I  can  only  give  a  blind  man's  description.  The 
way  now  became  more  intricate  and  broken,  but 
still  I  followed  Aleck  cheerily,  pushing  through 
all  obstacles,  and  thinking  only  of  the  best  measures 
to  be  taken  when  we  should  arrive  at  Moyabel, 
when  I  suddenly  perceived  that  my  footsteps  were 
treading  down  the  long  wet  grass  and  heavy  sedge 
itself,  and  that  any  distinct  pathway  no  longer  re 
mained  to  guide  us.  I  began  to  doubt  Aleck's 
knowledge  of  the  road,  which  he  still  maintained 
to  be  unshaken ;  but  the  next  two  steps  settled  the 
matter,  by  bringing  us  both  up  to  the  middle  in  a 
running  river.  We  scrambled  out  without  saying 
a  word,  Aleck  being  silent  from  confusion,  and  I 
fearing  to  increase  it  by  reproaches.  He  began  to 
grope  about  for  the  path  we  had  come  by ;  and  find 
ing  what  he  thought  our  track,  pursued  it  a  few 
steps  to  the  right.  I  thought  I  had  it  to  the  left, 
and  began  to  explore  in  that  direction.  "  Hallo  ! 
where  are  you  now  ?"  I  cried,  as  I  missed  him 
from  my  side.  He  answered,  "  Here,"  from  a  con 
siderable  distance  lower  down.  "Where?"!  re 
peated. —  "  Hereawa,"  he  answered. — "  Hereawa, 
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thereawa,  wandering  Willie,"  I  hummed  in  bitter 
jollity,  as  I  proceeded  in  the  direction  of  the  voice, 
"Hereawa,  thereawa,  hand  your  way  hame,"  when 
— squash,  crash,  bolt,  heels  over  head — plump 
I  went  over  a  brow  into  a  very  Devil's  Punch- 
Bowl  ;  for  bottom  I  found  none,  though  shot 
from  the  bank  with  the  impetus  of  an  arrow. 
Down  I  went,  the  water  closing  over  me  in  strata 
and  substrata,  each  one  colder  than  the  other,  till 
I  expected  to  find  my  head  at  last  clashing  against 
the  young  ice  wedges  of  a  preternatural  frost  below. 
I  sank  at  least  fifteen  feet  before  I  could  collect 
my  energies  and  turn.  I  thought  I  would  never 
reach  the  top.  To  it  at  last  I  came,  sputtering, 
blown,  and  fairly  frightened.  I  never  waited  to 
consider  my  course,  but  striking  desperately  out, 
swam  straight  forward  till  I  came  bump  against 
the  bank.  I  clambered  up,  and  listened.  The  first 
sound  I  could  distinguish,  after  the  bubbling  and 
hissing  left  my  ears,  was  Aleck's  voice  nearly 
before  me,  on  the  opposite  side.  He  was  singing 
out  something  between  a  howl  and  a  halloo  •  for  he 
also  had  got  into  the  water,  and  could  not  find 
bottom  anywhere  but  on  the  spot  he  occupied.  He 
could  not  swim  a  stroke.  There  was  nothing  for 
it  but  to  go  back  and  rescue  him.  The  un 
expectedness  alone  of  my  first  dip  had  caused  my 
confusion.  That  was  gone  off,  and  I  again  plunged 
resolutely  into  the  river,  which  I  now  could  discern 
7  o 
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grey  in  the  clearing  mist.  A  few  strokes  brought 
me  to  where  the  poor  fellow  stood,  with  his  arms 
extended  upon  the  water,  and  his  neck  stretched 
to  the  utmost  to  keep  it  out  of  his  mouth.  I  knew 
the  danger  of  taking  an  alarmed  man  of  greater 
weight  and  strength  than  myself  upon  my  back;  and 
therefore,  comforting  him  with  assurances  of  safety, 
I  tried  in  all  directions  for  bottom,  which  at  last  I 
found  ;  and  having  sounded  the  bed  of  the  river  to 
the  opposite  side,  returned,  and  with  some  difficulty 
succeeded  in  guiding  and  supporting  him  across. 

The  mist  was  now  rapidly  thinning  away,  and  I 
could  distinguish  the  high  bank  black  against  the 
sky.  It  was  a  joyful  sight,  and  induced,  by  a 
natural  association,  the  pleasant  thought  of  the 
comforter  in  my  pocket.  I  took  a  mighty  dram  ; 
then  feeling  for  Aleck's  head  (he  had  lain  down, 
streaming  like  Father  Nile  in  the  pictures,  among 
the  rushes,  at  my  feet),  I  directed  the  bottle's 
mouth  to  his.  He  had  been  making  his  moan  in 
an  under- whine  ever  since  I  first  heard  him  lament 
ing  his  condition  on  the  opposite  side  ;  but  no 
sooner  did  his  lips  feel  the  smooth  insinuator's 
presence,  than  (his  tongue  being  put  out  of  the 
way)  they  closed  with  instinctive  affection,  and 
went  together  when  the  long  embrace  was  past, 
with  a  smack  quite  cheering.  Then  slowly  rising, 
and  fetching  a  deep  sigh  as  he  gathered  himself 
together,  "Lord,  Lord,"  said  he  "I'm  nane  the 
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waur  o'  that.     But,   Master  William,  to  tell  God's 
truth,  I  clirma  ken  whaur  we   are.     That  we  hae 

crossed  Glen water,  or  the  Hill-head  burn,  or 

the  Marcher's  dyke,  I'm  positive  sure ;  but  whilk 
I'm  no  just  equal  to  say — but  there's  somethin' 
black  atween  us  and  the  lift ;  I  judge  it  to  be  Dun- 
moss  Cairn :  let's  haud  on  to  it,  and  we  maun  soon 
come  to  biggit  wa's."  So  saying,'* he  led  me  for 
ward  in  the  direction  of  what  seemed  to  me  also  a 
distant  hill ;  but  being  occupied  in  placing  my 
footsteps  I  had  ceased  to  look  at  it,  when  all  at 
once  there  was  a  crush  of  leaves  about  my  head, 
and  I  found  myself  under  a  green  tree.  "  When 
will  this  weary  night  of  error  have  an  end?"  I 
mentally  exclaimed ;  but  was  surprised  by  Aleck 
taking  my  hand,  rubbing  the  palm  along  the  rough 
stem,  and  asking  in  an  elate  tone  what  I  felt? 
'"A  damnably  rough  bark,"  growled  I ;  "what  do 
you  mean?"  He  cut  a  caper  full  three  feet  into 
the  air.  "  Here  is  a  pleasant  occurrence  now — this 
rascal  is  drunk — he  will  roll  into  the  next  ditch 
and  suffocate — I  shall  be  the  death  of  the  poor 
fellow — I  shall  lose  " — here  he  broke  my  agreeable 
meditations.  "  I'll  tell  you  how  it  was,  Master 
William;  Jeanie  arid  I  were  partners  at  the  shearin' 
("Evidently  drunk,"  thought  I),  and  I  canna  tell 
how  it  was  ("  I  well  believe  you — you  can  not — •• 
but  'twas  all  my  own  folly,"  I  muttered),  but  I 
found  the  maid  in  a  sair  fluster  that  e'en  when  we 
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parted  :  ("  You'll  be  in  sorer  fluster  presently  if 
I  begin  to  you — you  drunken  idiot!"  was  my 
running  commentary,)  and  sae  just  as  I  came  by 
tins  auld  thorn  " — "  Then  you  do  know  where  you 
are — do  you?"  I  cried  aloud. — "  Sure  enough," 
said  he,  "  for  didn't  I  carve  my  heart  wi'  Jeanie's 
heuk  stuck  out  through  it  that  very  night ;  and 
isna  it  here  to  "this  minute?" — "Oh,  ho,  lead  on 
then,  in  God's  name ;  but  tell  me  where  we  are, 
and  how  far  we  have  to  go." — "Why,"  said  he, 
"  the  bridge  is  just  a  step  overby  that  we  ought  to 
hae  crossed;  and  troth,  I  wonnera  dishfu' at  mysell 
for  no  kennin'  the  black  moss  and  the  dolochan's 
hole  that  we  hae  just  come  through  ;  for  I  hae  cut 
turf  in  the  ane,  and  weshed  in  the  ither,  since  I 
was  the  bouk  o'  a  peat — but  here  we  are  at  the  end 
o'  the  causey  that  will  take  us  to  the  Grange." 
We  entered  on  a  raised  and  moated  bank,  which 
crossed  a  mossy  flat  to  the  old  house  ;  but  ere  we 
had  advanced  a  dozen  steps,  there  suddenly  ap 
peared  a  light  moving  about,  and  giving  occasional 
glimpses  of  the  white  walls  and  thick  trees  at  the 
further  end  ;  it  then  came  steadily  and  swiftly 
towards  us  ;  I  could  presently  distinguish  the  dull 
beat  of  hoofs  on  the  green-sward,  and  soon  after, 
the  figures  of  two  mounted  men. 

The  sides  of  the  old  rnoat  were  overgrown  with 
furze  and  brambles,  and  we  stole  into  this  cover  as 
they  approached.  The  foremost  bore  the  light, 
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was  armed  at  all  points,  and  mounted  011  a  fresh 
horse.  I  started  with  exultation  where  I  lay — he 
was  her  father.  His  companion's  black  breeches 
and  canting  seat  proclaimed  a  priest.  They  were 
conversing  as  they  passed.  "  Another  month, 
good  father,  and  we  will  be  behind  the  bastions  of 
Belle  Isle ;  were  it  not  for  my  Madeline's  sake,  I 
would  make  it  six;  but  this  bloodhound  having 
been  slipped  upon  us." — The  sounds  were  here  lost 
in  the  trampling  of  their  horses  ;  I  heard  the  man 
of  masses  mumble  something  in  reply,  and  they 
wheeled  out  of  hearing  up  the  rugged  pathway  to 
the  bridge.  "  Now,  mind  your  promise,  Master 
William,"  said  Aleck,  as  we  rose  and  proceeded  to 
the  house.  We  soon  arrived  there  ;  and  he  led  me 
to  a  low  wing,  repeating  his  cautions,  and,  in 
answer  to  my  questions,  denying  all  knowledge  of 
the  strangers.  Placing  me  behind  a  low  wall,  he 
now  stole  forward  and  tapped  at  a  window,  and 
presently  I  heard  the  inmates  moving  and  whisper 
ing.  The  door  was  soon  opened,  and  a  parley  took 
place,  in  which  I  heard  my  assumed  name  made 
honourable  mention  of  by  my  intruder.  He  led  me 
forward,  pushed  me  gently  before  him,  and  I  found 
myself  in  a  dark  passage,  soft  hands  welcoming 
me,  and  warm  breath  playing  on  my  cheek. 

The  door  was  closed,  and  we  were  led  into  a 
wide  rude  apartment,  dim  in  the  low  glow  of  a 
heap  of  embers.  A  splinter  of  bogwood  was  soon 
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kindled,  and  by  its  light  I  saw  that  we  had  been 
conducted  by  two  girls.  One,  whom  from  her 
attention  to  Aleck  I  concluded  to  be  her  of  the 
reaping-hook,  was  a  pretty  interesting  soft  maiden. 
The  other,  however,  had  attractions  of  a  very  differ 
ent  class  :  fine -featured,  dark- eyed,  coal-black- 
haired  and  tall ;  as  she  stood — her  right  hand  hold 
ing  the  rude  torch  over  her  head,  while  the  left 
gathered  the  folds  of  a  long  cloak  under  her  bosom, 
with  her  eyes  of  coy  expectation  arid  merry  amaze 
ment — she  seemed  more  the  ideal  of  a  robber's 
daughter  in  some  old  romance,  than  a  menial  in  a 
moorland  farm-house.  I  attempted  to  salute  her, 
but  she  held  me  at  bay  with  her  hand.  "Hech, 
lad !  ye're  no  blate — is  it  knievin'  troots  *  ye  think 

*  "  Knieving  trouts"  (they  call  it  tickling  in  England)  is  good 
sport.  You  go  to  a  stony  shallow  at  night,  a  companion  bearing 
a  torch ;  then,  stripping  to  the  thighs  and  shoulders,  wade  in  ; 
grope  with  your  hands  under  the  stones,  sods,  and  other  harbour 
age,  till  you  find  your  game,  then  gripe  him  in  your  "knieve"  and 
toss  him  ashore. 

I  remember,  when  a  boy,  carrying  the  splits  for  a  servant  of 
the  family,  called  Sam  Wham.  Now  Sam  was  an  able  young 
fellow,  well-boned  and  willing  ;  a  hard-headed  cudgel-player,  and 
a  marvellous  tough  wrestler,  for  he  had  a  backbone  like  a  sea-ser 
pent  ;  this  gained  him  the  name  of  the  Twister  and  Twiner.  He 
had  got  into  the  river,  and  with  his  back  to  me,  was  stooping 
over  a  broad  stone,  when  something  bolted  from  under  the  bank 
on  which  I  stood,  right  through  his  legs.  Sam  fell  with  a  great 
splash  upon  his  face,  but  in  falling  jammed  whatever  it  was 
against  the  stone.  "Let  go,  Twister,"  shouted  I,  "  'tis  an  otter, 
he  will  nip  a  finger  off  you." — "Whisht,"  sputtered  he,  as  he  slid 
his  hand  under  the  water ;  "  may  I  never  read  a  text  again,  if  he 
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ye  are  ?  But,  ray  stars,  ye  are  as  droukit  as  if  ye 
had  been  through  a'  the  pools  o'  the  burn !  Sit 
down,  my  jo,  till  we  dry  ye  ;  and  be  qu'et  till  I  get 
a  fire."  Peats  and  bogwood  were  now  heaped  upon 
the  hearth  ;  and,  kneeling  down  upon  the  broad 
stone,  she  began  puffing  away  with  her  pretty 

isna  a  sawmont  wi'  a  shouther  like  a  hog  ! " — "  Grip  him  by  the 
gills,  Twister,"  cried  I.— "Saul  will  I !"  cried  the  Twiner;  but 
just  then  there  was  a  heave,  a  roll,  a  splash,  a  slap  like  a  pistol- 
shot  ;  down  went  Sam,  and  up  went  the  salmon,  spun  like  a 
shilling  at  pitch  and  toss,  six  feet  into  the  air.  I  leaped  in  just 
as  he  came  to  the  water ;  but  my  foot  caught  between  two  stones, 
and  the  more  I  pulled  the  firmer  it  stuck.  The  fish  fell  in  a  spot 
shallower  than  that  from  which  he  had  leaped.  Sam  saw  the 
chance,  and  tackled  to  again  ;  while  I,  sitting  down  in  the  stream 
as  best  I  might,  held  up  my  torch,  and  cried  fair  play,  as  shoulder 
to  shoulder,  throughout  and  about,  up  and  down,  roll  and  tumble, 
to  it  they  went,  Sam  and  the  salmon.  The  Twister  was  never  so 
twined  before.  Yet  through  crossbuttocks  and  capsizes  innu 
merable,  he  still  held  on  ;  now  haled  through  a  pool ;  now  haling 
up  a  bank  ;  now  heels  over  head  ;  now  head  over  heels  ;  now  head 
and  heels  together ;  doubled  up  in  a  corner  ;  but  at  last  stretched 
fairly  on  his  back,  and  foaming  for  rage  and  disappointment ; 
while  the  victorious  salmon,  slapping  the  stones  with  his  tail,  and 
whirling  the  spray  from  his  shoulders  at  every  roll,  came  boring 
and  snoring  up  the  ford.  I  tugged  and  strained  to  no  purpose  ; 
he  flashed  by  me  with  a  snort,  and  slid  into  the  deep  water.  Sam 
now  staggered  forward  with  battered  bones  and  peeled  elbows, 
blowing  like  a  grampus,  and  cursing  like  nothing  but  himself. 
He  extricated  me,  and  we  limped  homo.  Neither  rose  for  a  week  ; 
for  I  had  a  dislocated  ankle,  and  the  Twister  was  troubled  with 
a  broken  rib.  Poor  Sam  !  he  had  his  brains  discovered  at  last  by 
a  poker  in  a  row,  and  was  worm's  meat  within  three  months  ; 
yet,  ere  he  died,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  feasting  on  his  old 
antagonist,  who  was  man's  meat  next  morning.  They  caught 
him  in  a  net.  Sam  knew  him  by  the  twist  in  his  tail. 
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puckered  mouth  ;  partly,  I  suppose,  because  there 

are  no  bellows  in  Glen ;  and  partly,  I  took  it 

for  granted,  to  afford  me  an  opportunity  of  kneeling 
beside  and  preeing  it.  The  smoke  now  rose  before 
me  in  thick  volumes,  and  for  a  while  I  lost  sight  of 
Aleck  and  his  Jeanie.  By  and  by,  however,  on 
raising  rny  head,  I  started  back  at  seeing  a  figure 
the  most  extraordinary  standing  at  the  further  end 
of  the  apartment.  A  blanket  covered  the  shoulders ; 
the  feet  and  legs  were  bare;  a  red  handkerchief 
was  tied  about  the  head  ;  and,  strangest  of  all, 
although  the  hairy  neck  and  whiskers  argued  him 
a  man,  yet  was  he  from  the  waist  to  the  knees  clad 
in  a  petticoat ! 

I  started  to  my  feet,  visions  of  sleepwalkers  and 
lunatics  thronging  through  niy  imagination,  but 
was  caught  hold  of  by  Nanny,  who,  shaking  with 
suppressed  laughter,  whispered  me,  while  the  tears 
ran  out  and  danced  upon  her  long  lashes  for  very 
fun,  that  it  was  only  precious  Aleck,  "  wham  Jeanie 
had  cled  in  her  bit  wyliecoat,  since  she  dauredna 
wake  the  house  to  look  for  aught  else ;  "  then,  lay 
ing  her  hand  upon  my  shoulder  (and  the  wet  oozed 
from  between  her  fingers),  she  proposed,  with  a 
maidenly  mixture  of  kindliness  and  hesitation,  that 
I  should  go  and  do  so  likewise.  Who  knows  how 
I  might  have  stood  the  temptation,  had  she  not  in 
time  perceived  my  error,  and,  blushing  deeply,  ex 
plained,  that  as  Aleck  had  done — undressed  him- 
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self  alone — so  should  I.  Under  these  stipulations, 
I  declined  parting  with  more  than  my  coat,  for 
which  she  substituted  a  curiously  quilted  coverlet  ; 
then  bringing  me  warm  water,  insisted  on  my  bath 
ing  my  feet.  I  gladly  consented ;  but  hardly  had 
I  pulled  off  the  coarse  stockings,  and  washed  the 
black  soil  from  my  hands,  when  there  began  a 
grievous  coughing  and  grumbling  in  the  room  from 
which  the  girls  had  come. 

"  Lord  haud  a  grip  o'  us  !  "  cried  Aleck ;  "  it's 
auld  Peg  hoastin' — De'il  wauken  her,  the  cankered 
rush  !  she'll  breed  a  bonny  splore  gin  she  finds  me 
here." 

"  Whisht,  whisht,"  whispered  Nanny,  "  she's  as 
keen  as  colly  i'  the  lugs  ;  and  glegger  than  baud- 
rons  i'  the  dark." 

The  libelled  Mistress  Margaret  gave  no  further 
time  for  calumniation  ;  slamming  open  the  door, 
she  came  down  upon  us,  gaunt,  grim,  and  uiiescap- 
able — "  Ye  menseless  tawpies  !  ye  bauld  cutties  ! 
ye  wanton  limmers  !  ye — whas  this  .?"  She  snatched 
the  light  from  Nannie's  hand,  and  poked  it  close  to 
my  face — "  Wha's  this  ?  I  say,  wha's  this  ?  " 

"  Hoots,  woman !"  cried  Nanny,  spiritedly,  yet 
with  an  air  of  conciliation,  "  I'se  bail  ye  mony  a 
boy  has  come  over  the  moss  to  crack  wi'  yoursell 
when  ye  were  a  lassie." 

"  When  I  was  a  lassie  !  " 

I   thought  she  would  have  choked ;  but  her  in- 


26  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKT700D." 

dignation  at  last  made  its  way  up  in  thunder  upon 
my  devoted  head. 

"  Wha  are  ye  ?  what  are  ye  ?  what  fetches  ye 
sornin'  here  ?  ye " 

Nanny  again  interposed.  "  He's  just  a  weaver 
lad,  I  tell  ye,  that  Aleck  Lowther  fetched  frae  the 
Langslap  Moss  to  keep  him  company." 

"  A  weaver  lad  !  "  (I  had  raised  my  foot  to  the 
rim  of  the  tub,  and  sat  with  my  chin  upon  my 
hand,  and  my  elbow  on  my  knee,  laughing,  to  the 
great  aggravation  of  her  anger).  "  A  weaver  lad ! 
— there's  ne'er  a  wabster  o'  the  Langslap  Moss  wi' 
siccan  a  leg  as  that ! — there's  ne'er  a  ane  o'  a'  the 
creeshy  clan  wha's  shins  arena  bristled  as  red  as  a 
belly  rasher  ! — there's  ne'er  a  wabster  o'  the  Lang- 
slap  Moss  wi'  the  track  o'  a  ring  upon  his  wee  fin 
ger  ! — there's  ne'er  a  wabster  o'  the  Langslap  Moss 
wi'  aughteen  hunner  linen  in  his  sark-frill ! — Jamie, 
hoi !  Jamie  Steenson,  here's  a  spy  !  " 

So  sudden  and  overpowering  was  her  examination 
and  judgment,  and  her  voice  had  risen  to  such  a 
pitch  of  clamour,  that  all  my  attempts  at  interrup 
tion  and  explanation  were  lost ;  while  the  screams 
which  the  girls  could  not  control  when  they  heard 
her  call  in  assistance,  prevented  a  reply.  One  after 
another,  five  ruffianly-looking  fellows  rushed  in  at 
her  call ;  and  ere  I  could  free  myself  from  the  im 
portunate  exculpations  of  poor  Nanny,  they  were 
crowding  and  cursing  round  me  ;  while  one,  ap- 
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parently  their  leader,  held  a  lantern  to  my  face,  a 
pike  to  ray  throat,  and  demanded  my  name  and 
business.  That  these  were  one  unhappy  remnant 
of  the  rehel  party  I  could  not  doubt ;  if  I  declared 
my  real  name,  I  might  expect  all  that  exasperation 
could  prompt  and  desperation  execute  against  a 
disguised  enemy  in  the  camp  (for  the  only  one 
from  whom  I  could  expect  protection  was,  as  I  had 
seen,  beyond  my  appeal).  Again,  to  give  a  ficti 
tious  name,  and  keep  up  the  character  of  a  country 
weaver,  was  revolting  to  my  pride,  and  in  all  like 
lihood  beyond  my  ability.  Which  horn  of  this 
dilemma  I  might  have  impaled  myself  on,  I  cannot 
tell  ;  for  a  sudden  interruption  prevented  my 
answer. 

Aleck,  who  had  with  difficulty  been  hitherto 
restrained  by  the  united  exertions  of  the  three 
women,  here  burst  from  their  arms,  tossed  off  his 
blanket,  and  leaped  with  a  whoop  into  the  middle 
of  the  floor  ; — except  the  short  petticoat  about  his 
loins  he  was  stark  naked.  "  I'm  twal  stane  wecht 
— my  name's  Aleck  Lawther — I'll  slap  ony  man  o' 
ye  for  four-an' -twenty  tens  I  "  As  he  uttered  this 
challenge,  tossing  his  long  arms  about  his  head, 
bouncing  upright,  and  cutting  like  a  posture-master 
at  the  end  of  every  clause,  while  the  scanty  kilt 
fluttered  and  flapped  about  his  sinewy  hams,  the 
men  fell  back  in  a  panic,  as  if  from  a  spectre  ;  but 
their  astonishment  soon  gave  place  to  indignation, 
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and  my  questioner,  clubbing  his  pike,  stepped 
forward,  and  making  the  shaft  rattle  off  the  white 
array  of  ribs,  which  poor  Aleck's  flourish  had  left 
unprotected,  reduced  his  proposals  to  practice  in  a 
trice.  He,  wisely  making  up  for  disparity  of  forces 
by  superiority  of  weapon,  started  back,  and  adroitly 
unhooking  the  long  iron  chain  and  pot-hooks  from 
the  chimney,  set  them  flying  round  his  head  like  a 
slinger  of  old ;  and  meeting  his  antagonist  with  a 
clash,  shot  him  rocketwise  into  the  corner  :  then 
giving  another  whirl  to  his  stretcher,  and  leaping 
out  with  the  full  swing  of  his  long  body,  he  brought 
it  to  bear  upon  the  next.  There  was  another 
clattering  crash,  and  the  man  went  down ;  but 
pitching  with  his  shoulder  into  the  tub,  upset  it, 
and  sent  a  flood  of  water  into  the  fire.  Smoke, 
steam,  and  white  ashes,  whirled  up  in  clouds  ;  the 
lantern  was  trampled  out,  and  the  battle  became 
general :  for  one  rascal,  lifting  his  fallen  comrade's 
pike  (there  was  luckily  but  one  among  them), 
advanced  upon  me.  I  had  just  light  to  see  the 
thrust  and  parry  it.  Another  second,  and  we  had 
closed  in  the  midst  of  that  strange  atmosphere, 
striking  and  sneezing  at  each  other  across  the  pike 
shaft,  as  we  each  strove  to  wrest  it  to  himself.  My 
antagonist  was  a  lusty  fellow,  and  tugged  me 
stoutly,  while  I  kept  him  between  me  and  the  main 
fight,  now  raging  through  the  water  and  the  fire  : 
this  I  could  just  distinguish  among  the  vapour  and 
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smoke,  dashed  about  in  red  showers  of  embers,  as 
each  new  tramp  and  whirl  of  the  combatants  swept 
it  from  the  hearthstone.  How  Aleck  fought  his 
two  opponents  I  could  not  imagine  ;  yet  once, 
during  a  minute's  relaxation  on  our  parts,  when, 
having  got  the  pike  jammed  between  a  table  and 
the  wall,  we  were  reduced  to  the  by-play  of  kicking 
one  another's  shin-bones,  I  could  hear,  every  now  and 
again,  above  the  medley  of  curses  and  screams  (for 
the  women  were  all  busy)  his  lusty  "  Hah !  "  as  he 
put  in  each  successive  blow  ;  and  then  the  bolt  and 
thud  of  some  one  gone  down,  far  away  in  the 
distance  ;  or  the  rush  of  a  capsize  among  the  loose 
lumber  at  my  feet.  But  I  had  no  longer  an  oppor 
tunity  of  noting  his  prowess  ;  for  my  antagonist, 
getting  the  weapon  disentangled,  hauled  me  after 
him  into  the  open  floor,  and  then  began  upon  the 
swinging  system.  So  away  we  went,  sweeping 
down  chairs  and  stools,  arid  rolling  fallen  bodies 
over  in  our  course  ;  till  tired  and  dizzy,  I  suddenly 
planted  myself,  let  go  both  holds,  and  dashing  in 
right  and  left  together,  sent  him  whirling  like  a 
comet,  impetuous  and  hot,  into  the  void  beyond. 
But  my  own  head  here  fell  heavily  upon  my  breast ; 
and  the  whole  scene,  smoke,  fire,  and  shifting 
shapes,  with  all  their  mingled  hissing,  and  batter 
ing,  oaths,  shrieks,  and  imprecations?  shut  upon  my 
senses. 

A   Babel  of  dull    sound,    chiming    and  sawing 
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within  my  head,  announced  my  returned  conscious 
ness.  This  is  no  dream,  thought  I ;  I  have  been 
hurt,  but  I  am  afraid  to  ask  myself  where.  If  my 
skull  should  be  fractured  now,  and  I  should  be  an 
idiot  all  my  life,  or  if  my  arm  should  be  broken — 
farewell  to  the  river !  But  can  I  be  still  doubled 
up  among  those  pots  and  pans  which  I  crushed 
beneath  me  in  my  fall  ?  No, — dark  as  it  is,  I  feel 
that  I  am  laid  straight  and  soft.  I  must  be  in 
bed,  but  where  ?  where  ?  It  was  some  time  before 
I  had  courage  to  confirm  my  doubts  of  my  head's 
condition  :  it  was  carefully  bandaged,  and  doubtless 
much  shattered :  I  could  feel  that  I  was  in  a  close- 
panelled  bedstead,  such  as  are  usual  in  old  houses  ; 
but  had  too  much  discretion  to  attempt  the  hazard 
ous  experiment  of  rising  without  knowing  either 
my  strength  or  situation.  So  I  lay,  fancying  all 
sorts  of  means  to  account  for  my  preservation  : 
need  I  say  that  the  main  agent  in  all  was  the  fair 
Madeline  ? 

My  curiosity  was  at  length  relieved ;  a  rude 
folding-door  opened  opposite,  and  showed  a  low 
dim  sitting-room  beyond,  from  which  there  rose  a 
few  steps  to  the  entrance  of  my  chamber.  On  these 
appeared,  not,  alas  !  the  fancied  visitant  who  was 
to  flit  about  my  bedside,  and  mix  her  bright  pre 
sence  with  my  dreams,  but  stately  and  severe, 
with  a  pale  cheek  and  compressed  lip,  her  father — 
my  aversion. 
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I  lay  silent,  sick  at  the  thoughts  of  my  own 
meanness  in  his  eyes  ;  while  he  advanced,  shading 
the  light  of  the  candle  from  my  face,  and  in  a  low 
cold  tone,  asked  if  I  desired  anything  ? 

I  shall  never  forget  him  as  he  stood,  the  light 
thrown  full  upon  his  strong  features  and  broad 
chest,  and  shining  purple  through  the  fingers  of  his 
large  hand.  "  I  asked,  sir,  did  you  require  any 
assistance  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  Are  you  in  pain  ?  "  he 
went  on.  I  now  replied  that  my  chief  pain  was 
caused  by  my  own  unworthy  appearance ;  made  a 
confused  apology  for  my  misconduct,  and  offered 
my  acknowledgments  for  the  protection  I  had  re 
ceived.  "  You  have  saved  the  life  of  my  child,"  he 
said,  turning  slightly  from  me,  "  and  protection  is 
a  debt  which  must  be  paid  ;  for  your  follower,  he 
must  thank  the  same  circumstance  for  what  little 
life  his  own  mad  conduct  has  left  him."  Without 
another  word,  he  took  a  phial  from  the  table,  and, 
pouring  out  a  draught,  handed  it  to  me  ;  I  mechani 
cally  drunk  it  off;  but  ere  I  had  taken  it  from  my 
lips,  he  was  gone.  I  heard  the  doors  close  and  the 
bolts  shoot  after  him  with  strange  forebodings  ;  and 
when  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  had  died  away  in 
the  long  passage  beyond,  fell  back  in  a  wild  maze 
of  apprehension  and  self- censure,  till  I  again  sank 
into  a  heavy  sleep. 

When  I  awoke,  there  was  a  yellow  twilight  in 
my  little  cabin,  from  the  scattering  of  a  red  ray  of 
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the  sunset  which  streamed  through  a  crevice  in  the 
door.  I  had  therefore  slept  a  whole  day  ;  rny  fever 
was  abated ;  the  gnawing  pain  had  left  my  head, 
and  T  longed  to  eat.  I  knocked  upon  the  boards, 
and  the  door  was  presently  opened;  but  it  was 
some  time  ere  my  eyes  could  endure  the  flood  of 
light  which  then  burst  in.  The  figure  which  at 
length  became  visible  amid  it,  was  little  worthy  so 
goodly  a  birth.  The  lank,  slack,  ill-hinged  anatomy 
of  Peg,  with  a  bottle  in  one  hand,  and  a  long  horn 
spoon  in  the  other,  advanced,  and  in  no  gracious 
tone  demanded  what  was  my  will.  I  turned  and 
lay  silent ;  for  I  never  felt  an  awkward  situation  so 
embarrassing  as  then.  My  gorge  rose  at  the 
malignant  cause  of  all  rny  disasters ;  but  interest 
and  discretion  told  me  to  be  civil  if  I  spoke  at  all. 
T  gave  no  answer ;  she  was  in  no  humour  to  suffer 
such  trifling  with  her  time.  "  Hear  till  him,  Jamie  I " 
she  exclaimed  to  some  one  behind  her,  "  hear  till 
him,  the  fashions  scunner !  he  dunts  folk  frae  their 
wark  as  if  he  was  the  laird  o'  the  Lang  Marches 
himsell,  and  then —  "  Good  Mistress  Mar 
garet "  u  Mistress  me  nae  mistresses  !  there's 

ne'er  a  wife  i'  the  parish  has  a  right  to  be  mis- 
tressed,  since  she  deeit  wha's  wean  ye  wad  betray  ! 
Deil  hae  me  gin  I  can  keep  my  knieves  aff  ye, 
ye  ill-faurcd  bluid  -  seller  !"—"  Ill-faured  what?" 
shouted  I.  "  No  just  ill-faured  neither,  blest  be 
the  Maker,  and  mair's  the  pity ;  ye're  a  clean  boy 
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eneugli,  as  I  weel  may  say,  wha  had  the  strippin' 
and  streekin'  o'  ye  ;  but  I  say  that  ye're  just  a 
bluid-seller,  a  reformer,  a  spy,  gin  ye  like  it  better!" 
She  backed  down  the  steps,  and  holding  a  leaf  of 
the  door  at  each  side,  stretched  in  her  neck,  and 
went  on,  "  Ay,  spy,  Willie  Macdonnell,  spy  to  your 
teeth. — Isna  your  name  upon  your  sark  breast? 
arid  arena  the  arms  that  ye  disgrace  upon  your  seal, 
and  daur  ye  deny  them  ?  daur  ye  deny  that  ye're 
the  swearer  away  o'  the  innocent  bluid  o'  puir 
Hughy  Morrison,  wham  ye  hangit  like  a  doug  upon 
the  lamp-posts  o'  Doonpatrick  ?  Daur  ye  hae  the 
face  to  deny  that  ye  come  here  e'en  noo  to  reform 
upon  Square  O'More  and  his  bonny  wean  ?  Daur 
ye  hae  the  impurence  to  deny  it  ?  "  Here  I  was 
relieved  by  the  entrance  of  Mr  O'More  himself.  I 
addressed  him  in  a  tone  as  cool  and  conciliatory  as 
I  could  command.  "  I  am  much  relieved  to  find, 
sir,  that  any  harshness  I  may  have  to  complain  of, 
has  originated  in  a  mistake.  I  am  Mr  Macdonnell 
of  Kedrigs.  It  was  only  last  week  that  I  returned 
from  England.  I  have  not  been  in  this  part  of  the 
country  for  many  years ;  and  can  only  say,  that  if 
any  person  bearing  my  name  deserves  the  character 
you  seem  to  impute  to  me,  I  detest  him  as  cordially 
as  you  do."  He  eyed  me  with  visibly  increased 
disgust.  "  It  will  not  pass,  sir,  it  will  not  pass.  I 
have  had  notice  of  your  intentions.  Mr  Macdonnell 
of  Kedrigs  is  in  Oxford." — "  I  tell  you,  sir,  he  is 
7  r 
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here  !  "  I  cried,  starting  up  in  bed.  "  Back,  back  !  " 
he  exclaimed  to  the  servants  who  were  pressing 
round  ;  they  fell  back,  and  he  came  up  to  me. 
"  Hark  ye,  sir,  instead  of  assuming  a  name  to  which 

you  have  no  right "     The  passion  which  had 

been  burning  within  me  all  along,  blazed  out  in 
uncontrollable  fury.  I  started  with  a  sudden  energy 
out  into  the  floor ;  dashed  backwards  and  fo wards 
through  the  room,  stamping  with  indignation,  while 
I  asserted  my  honour,  and  demanded  satisfaction ; 
but  the  fire  which  had  for  a  minute  animated  me 
failed ;  my  tongue  became  confused  and  feeble  ; 
the  whole  scene  whirled  and  flickered  round  me, 
and  I  sank  exhausted,  and  in  a  burning  fever,  on  a 
seat. 

Every  one  who  has  suffered  fever  knows  what  a 
fiery  trance  it  is.  How  long  mine  had  continued  I 
could  not  guess ;  when  the  crisis  came,  it  was  favour 
able,  and  I  awoke,  cool  and  delighted,  from  a  long 
sweet  sleep.  That  scene  I  had  already  witnessed, 
of  sunset  through  the  room  beyond,  was  again  before 
me  ;  the  same  grey  and  purple  haze  hung  over  the 
mountain,  and  the  same  rich  sky  from  above  lit  up 
the  river-reaches ;  the  dim  old  room  was  warm  in 
the  mellow  light;  the  folding-doors  stood  wide  open, 
but  on  the  steps  where  the  marrer  of  the  whole  had 
stood  before,  lo  I  the  radiance  revelling  through  her 
hair ;  the  rich  light  flushing  warm  through  the  out 
line  of  her  face  and  neck ;  the  sweet  repose  of  satis- 
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faction  and  conscious  care  beaming  over  her  whole 
countenance  ;  benign  and  beautiful  stood  Madeline 
O'More,  her  finger  on  her  lips.  "  She,  too,  thinks 
me  a  spy,"  I  muttered,  in  the  bitterness  of  my 
heart,  and  hid  my  face  upon  the  pillow.  But  who 
can  describe  my  delight  when  I  heard  her  well- 
remembered  accents  murmur  beside  me,  "  Oh  no, 
believe  me,  indeed  I  do  not  I  "  I  looked  up.  She 
was  covered  with  blushes — I  felt  them  reflected  on 
my  own  cheek — there  was  a  conscious  pause. 
"  Then  you  do  believe  that  I  am  what  I  have  told 
you?"  I  said  at  last.  "  0  yes!  but  indeed  you 
must  forgive  the  error,"  she  replied ;  and  readily 
did  I  admit  its  justifiableness,  when  she  went  on  to 
tell  me  that  a  friend  had  ridden  a  long  journey  to 
warn  them  against  a  person  bearing  my  name,  and 
answering  to  my  appearance  —  an  apostate  from 
their  own  cause,  and  a  noted  spy,  who,  upon  some 
vague  information  of  their  retreat,  had  set  out  with 
the  intention  of  discovering  and  betraying  them  ; 
and  that  their  friend  (in  whom  I  at  once  recognised 
the  priest  I  had  seen  her  father  conduct  from  the 
house)  had  left  them  but  a  few  minutes  before  T 
arrived. 

It  was  now  my  turn  to  apologise  and  explain. 
She  listened,  with  many  pleas  of  palliation  for  the 
indignities  I  had  endured,  to  my  account  of  my 
business  in  Ireland,  and  the  circumstances  which 
had  led  me  to  Glen ;  but  when  I  came  to 
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account  for  my  appearance  at  Moyabel,  her  con 
fusion  satisfied  me  that  the  motive  was  already 
known.  I  felt  suddenly  conscious  of  having  been 
dreaming  about  her  ;  and  I  knew  that  a  fevered 
man's  dream  is  his  nurse's  perquisite :  dissimula 
tion,  after  what  I  knew  and  suspected  to  have 
passed,  would  have  been  as  impossible  as  repug 
nant.  So  then  and  there,  among  that  mellow  sun 
set  in  the  sick  chamber,  I  confessed  to  her  how  my 
whole  thoughts  had  been  haunted  by  her  image, 
since  the  time  when  her  father  had  hurried  her 
from  the  scene  of  our  meeting ;  how  I  could  not 
rest  while  any  scheme,  how  wild  soever,  promised 
me  even  a  chance  of  again  beholding  her ;  how  this 
had  induced  me  to  snatch  at  the  first  opportunity 
of  discovering  her,  and  had  brought  on  that  disas 
trous  adventure  which  had  ended  in  my  wound ; 
but  that  I  still  endured  another,  which  I  feared 
would  prove  incurable,  if  I  might  not  live  upon  the 
hope  (and  I  took  her  hand)  of  gaining  her  to  be  my 
heart's  physician  constantly. 

Footsteps  suddenly  sounded  in  the  passage.  I 
released  her  hand,  and  she  hid  her  confusion,  in  a 
hasty  escape  through  a  side-door,  just  before  her 
father  made  his  appearance  at  that  of  the  hall.  He 
advanced  with  a  frank  expression  of  pleasure  and 
concern ;  took  his  seat  by  my  bedside  ;  congratu 
lated  me  on  the  favourable  issue  of  my  illness,  and 
repeated  those  apologies  and  explanations  which 


THE  WET   WOOING.  37 

his  daughter  had  already  made  ;  adding  that  his 
first  intention  had  been  to  detain  me  prisoner,  so 
that  I  could  have  no  opportunity  of  betraying  them 
until  their  departure  for  France  ;  but  that  the  mo 
ment  he  had  heard  my  undisguised  ravings,  he 
perceived  the  injustice  of  which  he  had  been 
guilty ;  that  Aleck's  speech  having  returned  soon 
after,  (for  the  poor  fellow  was  so  beaten  that  he 
could  not  say  a  word  for  three  days — but  I  have 
taken  good  care  of  him),  another  evidence,  however 
unnecessary,  was  afforded  by  his  declaration ;  and 
that,  therefore,  a  messenger  was  immediately  des 
patched  to  Knowehead,  with  private  letters,  ex 
plaining  our  situation  and  its  causes,  and  resting 
on  the  honour  of  my  friend  for  the  security  of  all. 
The  trust  had  been  well  reposed  :  Aleck,  who  was 
able  to  go  home  in  a  few  days,  had  come  the  night 
before  (although  returned  that  morning)  with  the 
intelligence  of  the  real  spy  having  applied  for 
information  to  the  old  gentleman ;  but  that,  loyal 
subject  and  zealous  Protestant  as  he  was,  he  had 
given  him  no  more  than  a  civil  indication  of  his 
door.  All  this  he  told  with  a  gratified  and  grateful 
air,  and  left  me  to  a  night  of  happy  dreams. 

Next  morning,  however,  he  came  to  me,  and  in  a 
serious,  nay  severe  manner,  told  me,  that  as  I  had 
divulged  the  motive  which  brought  me  thither  in 
my  ravings,  he  felt  it  a  duty  to  himself  and  to  me, 
now  that  I  was  established  in  my  recovery,  to  in- 
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form  me  that,  while  he  forgave  my  intrusion  on  a 
privacy  he  had  already  begged  me  not  to  break,  he 
must  desire  that  there  should  be  no  recurrence  of 
attentions  to  his  daughter,  which  might  distract  a 
heart  destined  either  for  the  service  of  a  free  Catholic 
in  regenerated  Ireland,  or  for  that  of  Heaven  in  a 
nunnery. 

He  had  laid  his  hand  upon  the  table,  and  it 
unconsciously  rested  upon  the  seals  of  my  watch. 
"Look,"  said  I,  "at  these  trinkets;  I  shall  tell 
you  what  they  are,  and  let  them  be  my  answer. 
That  rude  silver  seal,  with  the  arms  and  initials, 
was  dug  from  my  father's  orchard,  along  with  the 
bones  of  his  ancestor,  who  fell  there  beneath  the 
knives  of  free  Catholics  in  — 41,  a  greyhaired  man, 
among  the  seven  bodies  of  his  murdered  wife  and 
children.  Look  again  at  that  curious  ring  ;  it  was 
worn  by  his  son,  the  sole  survivor  of  all  that  ancient 
family  who  escaped,  a  maimed  and  famished  spectre, 
out  of  Deny,  after  the  same  party  had  driven  him 
to  eat  his  sword-belt  for  hunger.  Look  once  again 
at  this  more  antique  locket ;  it  contains  the  hair  of 
a  maternal  ancestor,  who  perished  for  the  faith 
among  the  fagots  of  Smithfield ;  and  look,  here,  at 
my  own  arm — that  wound  I  received  when  a  child, 
from  the  chief  of  a  '  Heart  of  Steel '  banditti,  who, 
under  tho  same  banner,  lighted  our  family's  escapo 
from  rape  and  massacre,  by  the  flames  of  their  own 
burning  roof -tree  ;  and  yet  I — I,  every  drop  of 
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whose  blood  miglit  well  cry  out  for  vengeance, 
when  I  see  these  remembrancers  of  my  wrongs  in 
the  hands  of  my  wrongs'  defender,  do  yet  take  that 
hand,  and  long  to  call  him  father." 

I  was  here  interrupted  by  the  sudden  entrance  of 
a  splashed  and  wearied  messenger :  advancing  with 
a  military  salute,  he  presented  a  letter  to  Mr  O'More, 
"  Pardon  me,"  he  said,  hastily  tearing  it  open,  "  this 
is  on  a  matter  of  life  and  death."     He  read  it  in 
great  agitation  ;   led  the  messenger  aside  ;    gave 
some  hurried  orders  ;  took  down  his  arms  from  the 
mantelpiece  ;  and  drawing  his  belt,  and  fixing  in 
his  pistols  while  he  spoke,  addressed  me  : — "Not 
withstanding  what  you  have  urged,  my  determina 
tion  remains  unaltered.     I  must  leave  Moyabel,  for 
I  cannot  now  say  how  long :  you  shall  be  taken 
care  of  in  my  absence  :  farewell,  sir,  farewell."    He 
shook  me  by  the  hand,  and  hurried  away.     I  heard 
confusion  in  the  house,  and  thought  I  could  distin 
guish  the  sweet  voice  of  Madeline,  broken  by  sobs 
at  his  departure.     A  considerable  party  seemed  to 
leave  the  house ;  for  there  was  a  great  trampling  of 
horses  in  the  court-yard,  and  two  or  three  mounted 
men  passed  by  the  windows.     At  length  they  were 
out  of  hearing,  and  I  determined  not  to  lose  another 
minute  of  the  precious  opportunity.     My  clothes 
had  been  brought  from  Knowehead,  and  I  was  so 
much  recovered  that  I  found  myself  able  to  rise, 
and  set  about  dressing  immediately.     My  conti- 
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nental  visions  of  beard  were  more  than  realised  ; 
and  if  I  failed  to  produce  a  shapely  moustache, 
'twas  not  for  lack  of  material.  With  fluttering 
expectation,  I  selected  the  most  graceful  of  the 
pantaloons  ;  drew  on  my  rings  ;  arrayed  myself  in 
the  purple  velvet  slippers,  cap,  and  brocade  dress 
ing-gown  ;  took  one  lingering  last  look  at  the  little 
mirror,  and  descended  into  the  parlour.  I  drew  a 
writing-table  to  me,  and  penned  a  long  letter  to 
Knowehead,  another  to  Kedrigs,  and  had  half- 
finished  a  sonnet  to  Madeline.  The  day  was  nearly 
past,  and  she  had  not  yet  made  her  appearance. 

For  the  first  time  the  thought  struck  me,  and 
that  with  a  pang  which  made  me  leap  to  my  feet, 
that  she  had  accompanied  her  father,  and  was 
gone !  gone,  perhaps,  to  a  nunnery  in  France  1 
gone,  and  lost  to  me  for  ever!  "  Hilloa,  Peg!" 
and  I  thumped  the  floor  with  the  poker,  "  Peg,  I 
say !  as  you  would  not  have  me  in  another  fever, 
come  here  !"  She  came  to  the  door:  the  poor  old 
creature's  eyes  were  swollen  and  bloodshot :  she 
made  a  frightened  curtsy  to  me  as  I  stood,  the 
papers  crumpled  up  in  one  hand,  and  the  poker  in 
the  other. — "  Peggy?  oh,  Peggy !  where  is  your 
young  mistress?" 

"  Save  us,  your  honour !  Ye  are  na  wcel ;  sail  I 
fetch  you  a  drap  cordial  ?  " 

"  Your  mistress  ?  your  mistress  ?  where  is  your 
young  mistress  ?" 
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"  Oh,  sir,  dear  !  take  anither  posset,  and  gang  to 
your  bed." 

11  To  the  devil  I  pitch  your  posset !  where  is  your 
young  mistress?  where  is  Madeline  O'More?  " 

She  turned  to  escape  :  I  leaped  forward,  and 
caught  her  by  the  shoulder — "  Since  ye  maun 
ken,  then,"  she  screamed,  "  by  God's  providence, 
she's  on  the  saut  water  wi'  the  Square,  her  father" 
— I  sank  back  upon  the  sofa — "  wha,"  she  con 
tinued  in  a  soothing  strain,  "has  left  me  to  take 
charge  o'  your  honour's  head  till  ye  can  gang  your 
lane :  A'  the  ithers  are  awa,  but  wee  Jeanie  and 
inysell ;  and  ye  wadna,  surely  your  honour  wadna 
gang  to  frichten  twa  lane  weemen,  by  dwamin'  awa 
that  gait,  and  deein'  amang  their  hands  ?  But  save 
us,  if  there's  no  auld  Knowehead  himsell,  wi'  that 
bauld  sorner,  Aleck  Lawther,  on  a  sheltie  at  his 
heels,  trottin'  doon  the  causey ! — Jeanie,  hoi,  Jeanie, 
rin  and  open  the  yett." 

I  lay  back — sick — sick — sick.  The  old  man, 
booted  and  spurred,  strode  in — 

"  I'm  thinkin',  Willie,  ye  hae  catched  a  cloured 
head?" 

"  If  I  do  not  catch  a  strait-waistcoat,  sir,  it  will 
be  the  less  matter." 

"  Willie,  man,"  said  he,  without  noticing  my 
comment,  "she's  weel  awa,  and  you  are  weel  redd — 
but  toss  off  thae  wylie-coats  and  nightcaps,  and  lap 
yoursell  up  in  mensefu'  braid-claith ;  for,  donsie  as 
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you  are,  you  maun  come  alang  wi'  me  to  Knowehead 
— there's  a  troop  o'  dragoons  e'en  now  on  Skyboe 
side,  wi'  your  creditable  namesake  at  their  head,  and 
they'll  herry  Moyabel  frae  hearthstane  to  riggin' 
before  sax  hours  are  gane — best  keep  frae  under  a 
lowin'  king-post,  and  on  the  outside  o'  the  four 
wa's  o'  a  prevost. — You're  no  fit  to  ride,  man  ;  and 
you  couldna  thole  the  jolting  o'  a  wheel-car — but 
never  fear,  we'll  slip  you  hame  upon  a  feather 
bed. — Nae  denial,  Willie — here,  draw  on  your  coat : 
now,  that's  something  purpose-like  —  cram  thae 
flim-flams  into  a  poke,  my  bonny  Jean,  and  fetch 
me  a  handkerchief  to  tie  about  his  head:  Come, 
Willie,  take  my  arm — come  awa,  come  awa." 

I  was  passive  in  his  hands,  for  I  felt  as  weak  as 
an  infant.  They  wrapped  me  up  in  greatcoats  and 
blankets,  and  supported  me  to  the  courtyard.  I 
had  hardly  strength  to  speak  to  Aleck,  whom  I  now 
saw  for  the  first  time  since  the  night  of  his  dis 
aster  ;  the  poor  fellow's  face  still  bore  the  livid 
marks  of  his  punishment,  but  he  was  active  and 
assiduous  as  ever.  A  slide  car  or  slipe — a  vehicle 
something  like  a  Lapland  sledge — was  covered  with 
bedding  in  the  middle  of  the  square  :  a  cart  was 
just  being  hurried  off,  full  of  loose  furniture,  with 
Peggy  and  Jenny  in  front.  I  was  placed  upon  my 
hurdle,  apparently  as  little  for  this  world  as  if 
Tyburn  had  been  its  destination  :  Knowehead  and 
Aleck  mounted  their  horses,  took  the  reins  of  that 
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which  drew  me  at  either  side,  and  hauled  me  off  at 
a  smart  trot  along  the  smooth  turf  of  the  grass- 
grown  causeway.  The  motion  was  sliding  and 
agreeable,  except  on  one  occasion,  when  we  had  to 
take  a  few  perches  of  the  highway  in  crossing  the 
river  ;  but  when  we  struck  off  into  the  green  horse- 
track  again,  and  began  to  rise  and  sink  upon  the 
ridges  of  the  broad  lea,  I  could  have  compared  my 
humble  litter  to  the  knight's  horses,  which  felt 
like  proud  seas  under  them.  From  the  sample  I 
had  had  of  that  part  of  the  country  on  the  night  of 
the  flood,  I  had  anticipated  a  "  confused  march 
forlorn,  through  bogs,  caves,  fens,  lakes,  dens,  and 
shades  of  death,"  but  was  agreeably  surprised  to 
see  the  Longslap  Moss  a  simple  stripe  along  the 
water's  edge,  lying  dark  in  the  deepening  twilight, 
a  full  furlong  from  our  path,  which,  instead  of  wel 
tering  through  the  soaked  and  spungy  flats  that  I 
had  expected,  wound  dry  and  mossy  up  the  gentle 
slope  of  a  smooth  green  hill ;  so  that,  although  the 
night  closed  in  upon  us  ere  half  our  journey  was 
completed,  we  arrived  at  Knowehead  without  far 
ther  accident  than  one  capsize  (the  beauty  of  slip 
ping  consists  in  the  impossibility  of  breaks  down), 
and  so  far  from  being  the  worse  of  my  "  sail,"  I 
felt  actually  stronger  than  oh  leaving  the  Grange  ; 
nevertheless  I  was  put  to  bed,  where  I  continued 
for  a  week. 

Next  day  brought  intelligence  of  the  wrecking 
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of  Moyabel  in  the  searcli  for  the  rebel  general  and 
the  sick  Frenchman  :  our  measures  had  been  so 
well  taken,  however,  that  no  suspicion  attached 
itself  to  Knowehead.  I  learned  from  Peggy,  so 
soon  as  her  lamentations  subsided,  that  Mr  O'More 
was  a  south  country  gentleman,  who  had  married 
her  master's  sister,  and  that  Madeline  was  his  only 
child  ;  that  this  had  been  his  first  visit  to  the  north 
since  the  death  of  his  lady,  which  had  taken  place 
at  her  brother's  house,  but  that  Moyabel  had  long 
been  the  resort  of  his  friends  and  emissaries.  The 
old  woman  left  Knowehead  that  night,  and  I  learned 
no  more;  for  Jenny  (who  remained  with  Miss  Janet) 
had  been  so  busy  with  her  care  of  Aleck  during  his 
illness,  and  afterwards  so  unwell  herself,  that  she 
knew  nothing  more  than  I. 

Another  week  completely  re-established  me  in 
my  strength ;  but  the  craving  that  had  never  left 
me  since  the  last  sight  of  Madeline,  kept  me  still 
restless  and  impatient.  Meanwhile  Aleck's  court 
ship  had  ripened  in  the  golden  sun  of  matrimony, 
and  the  wedding  took  place  on  the  next  Monday 
morning.  He  was  a  favourite  with  all  at  Knowe 
head,  and  the  event  was  celebrated  by  a  dance  of  all 
the  young  neighbours.  After  witnessing  the  leaping 
and  flinging  in  the  barn  for  half  an  hour,  I  retired 
to  Miss  Janet's  parlour,  where  I  was  lolling  away 
the  evening  on  her  high-backed  sofa,  along  with 
the  old  gentleman,  who,  driven  from  his  capitol  in 
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the  kitchen  by  the  bustle  of  the  day,  had  installed 
himself  in  the  unwonted  state  of  an  embroidered 
arm-chair  beside  me.  We  were  projecting  a  grand 
coursing  campaign  before  I  should  leave  the  coun 
try,  and  listening  to  the  frequent  bursts  of  merri 
ment  from  the  barn  and  kitchen,  when  little  Davie 
came  in  to  tell  his  master  that  "  Paul  Ingram  was 
speerin'  gain  he  wad  need  ony  tey,  or  brendy,  or 
prime  pigtail,  or  Virginney  leaf." 

"  I  do  not  just  approve  of  Paul's  line  of  trade," 
observed  the  old  man,  turning  to  me  ;  "  for  I'm 
thinking  his  commodities  come  oftener  frae  the 
smuggler's  cave  than  the  king's  store  ;  but  he's  a 
merry  deevil,  Paul,  and  has  picked  up  a  braw 
hantle  o'  mad  ballads  ae  place  and  another ;  some 

frae  Glen here,  some  frae  Galloway,  some  frae 

the  Isle  o'  Man,  and  some  queer  lingos  he  can 
sing,  that  he  says  he  learned  frae  the  Frenchmen." 

A  sudden  thought  struck  me.  "  I  will  go  out 
and  get  him  to  sing  some  to  me,  sir." — "  Is  Eab 
Halliday  there,  Davie  ?  "  inquired  he. 

"  Oh  aye,  sir,"  said  Davie ;  "  it's  rantin'  Eab 
that  ye  hear  roarin'  e'en  noo." 

"  Weel,  tell  him,  Davie,  that  here's  Mr  William, 
wha  has  learned  to  speel  Parnassus  by  a  step- 
ladder,  has  come  to  hear  the  sang  he  made  about 
my  grandmither's  wooin'." 

Accordingly  Davie  ushered  me  to  the  kitchen. 
I  could  distinguish  through  the  reaming  fumes  of 
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liquor  and  tobacco  about  half  a  dozen  of  carousers  ; 
they  were  chorusing  at  the  full  stretch  of  their 
lungs  the  song  of  a  jolly  fellow  in  one  comer,  who, 
nodding,  winking,  and  flourishing  his  palms,  in 
that  state  of  perfect  bliss  "that  good  ale  brings 
men  to,"  was  lilting  up 

"  Till  the  house  be  rinnin'  round  about, 

It's  time  enough  to  flit ; 
When  we  fell,  we  aye  gat  up  again, 
And  sae  will  we  yet ! " 

This  was  ranting  Eab  Halliday — they  all  rose  at 
my  entrance ;  but  being  able  to  make  myself  at 
home  in  all  companies,  I  had  little  difficulty  in  soon 
restoring  them  to  their  seats  and  jollity;  while 
Davie  signified  what  was  to  him  intelligible  of  his 
master's  wishes  to  the  tuneful  ranter.  Kab,  after 
praying  law  for  any  lack  of  skill  that  might  be 
detected  by  my  learning,  sang  with  great  humour 
the  following  verses,  which  he  entitled 

THE    CANNY    COURTSHIP. 

Young  Redrigs  walks  where  the  sunbeams  fa' ; 

He  sees  his  shadow  slant  up  the  wa' — 

Wi'  shouthers  sae  braid,  and  wi'  waist  sae  sma', 

Guid  faith  he's  a  proper  man  ! 
He  cocks  his  cap,  and  he  streeks  out  his  briest ; 
And  he  steps  a  step  like  a  lord  at  least ; 
And  he  cries  like  the  deevil  to  saddle  his  beast, 

And  aff  to  court  he's  gaun. 
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The  Laird  o'  Largy  is  far  frae  hame, 
But  his  dochter  sits  at  the  quiltin'  frame, 
Kamin'  her  hair  wi'  a  siller  kame, 

In  mony  a  gowden  ban' : 
Bauld  Eedrigs  loups  frae  his  blawin'  horse, 
He  prees  her  mou'  wi'  a  freesome  force — 
"  Come  take  me,  Nelly,  for  better  for  worse, 

To  be  your  ain  guidman." 

"  I'll  no  be  harried  like  bumbee's  byke — 
I'll  no  be  handled  unleddy  like — 
I  winna  hae  ye,  ye  worryin'  tyke, 

The  road  ye  came  gae  'lang  ! " 
He  loupit  on  wi'  an  awsome  snort, 
He  bang'd  the  fire  frae  the  flinty  court ; 
He's  aff  and  awa'  in  a  siiorin'  sturt, 

As  hard  as  he  can  whang. 

It's  doon  she  sat  when  she  saw  him  gae, 

And  a'  that  she  could  do  or  say, 

Was — "  O  !  and  alack  !  and  a  well-a-day  ! 

I've  lost  the  best  guidman  !" 
But  if  she  was  wae,  it's  he  was  wud  ; 
He  garr'd  them  a'  frae  his  road  to  scud  ; 
But  Glowerin'  Sam  gied  thud  for  thud, 

And  then  to  the  big  house  ran. 

The  Glowerer  ran  for  the  kitchen-door  ; 
Bauld  Eedrigs  hard  at  his  heels,  be  sure, 
He's  wallop'd  him  roun'  and  roun'  the  floor, 

As  wha  but  Eedrigs  can  ? 
Then  Sam  he  loups  to  the  dresser-shelf— 
"  I  daur  ye  wallop  my  leddy's  delf ; 
I  daur  ye  break  but  a  single  skelf 

Frae  her  cheeny  bowl,  my  man  ! " 
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But  Redrigs'  bluid  wi'  his  hand  was  up  ; 
He'd  lay  them  neither  for  crock  nor  cup, 
He  play'd  awa'  wi'  his  cuttin'  whup, 

And  doon  the  dishes  dang ; 
He  clatter'd  them  doon,  sir,  raw  by  raw  ; 
The  big  anes  foremost,  and  syne  the  sma' ; 
He  came  to  the  cheeny  cups  last  o'  a' — 

They  glanced  wi'  goud  sae  thrang  ! 

Then  bonny  Nelly  came  skirlin'  butt ; 

Her  twa  white  arms  roun'  his  neck  she  put — 

"  O  Redrigs,  dear,  hae  ye  tint  your  wut  ? 

Are  ye  quite  and  clean  gane  wrang  ? 
0  spare  my  teapot !  O  spare  my  jug  ! 
O  spare,  0  spare  my  posset-mug  ! 
And  I'll  let  ye  kiss,  and  I'll  let  ye  hug, 

Dear  Redrigs,  a'  day  lang." 

"  Forgie,  forgie  me,  my  beauty  bright 
Ye  are  my  Nelly,  my  heart's  delight  ; 
I'll  kiss  and  I'll  hug  ye  day  and  night, 

If  alang  wi'  me  you'll  gang." 
"  Fetch  out  my  pillion,  fetch  out  my  cloak, 
You'll  heal  my  heart  if  my  bowl  you  broke.' 
These  words,  whilk  she  to  her  bridegroom  spoke, 

Are  the  endin'  o'  my  sang. 

I  got  tins  copy  of  Ids  song  since,  else  I  could 
not  have  recollected  it  from  that  hearing ;  for  I  was 
too  impatient  to  put  the  plan  into  execution  for 
which  I  had  come  out,  to  attend  even  to  this  im 
mortalising  of  an  ancestor. 

I  knew  Ingram  at  once  by  his  blue  jacket,  and 
the  corkscrews  which  bobbed  over  each  temple  as 
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ho  nodded  and  swayed  his  head  to  the  flourishes  of 
"  the  gaberlunzie  man  "  (the  measure  which  Halli- 
day  had  chosen  for  his  words) ;  so  when  the  song 
was  finished,  and  I  had  drank  a  health  to  Kobin's 
muse,  I  stepped  across  to  where  he  sat,  and  said  I 
wished  to  speak  with  him  alone.  He  put  down  his 
jug  of  punch,  and  followed  me  into  my  own  room. 
I  closed  the  door  and  told  him,  that  as  I  understood 
him  to  be  in  the  Channel  trade,  I  applied  to  know 
if  he  could  put  me  on  any  expeditious  conveyance 
to  the  coast  of  France.  "  Why,  sir,"  said  he,  "  I 
could  give  you  a  cast  myself  in  our  own  tight  thing, 
the  Saucy  Sally,  as  far  as  Douglas  or  the  Calf;  and 
for  the  rest  of  the  trip,  why  there's  our  consort, 
the  Little  Sweep,  that  will  be  thereabouts  this 
week,  would  run  you  up,  if  it  would  lie  in  your 
way,  as  far  as  Guernsey,  or,  if  need  be,  to  Belle 
Isle."  "  Belle  Isle  !  "  repeated  I,  with  a  start ;  for 
the  words  of  O'More  to  the  priest  came  suddenly 
upon  my  recollection,  "  Has  any  boat  left  this  coast 
or  that  of  Man  for  Belle  Isle  within  the  last  fort 
night?"  "Not  a  keel,  sir;  there's  ne'er  a  boat 
just  now  in  the  Channel  that  could  do  it  but  herself 
— they  call  her  the  Deil-sweep,  sir,  among  the 
revenue  sharks  ;  for  that's  all  that  they  could  ever 
make  of  her.  She  is  the  only  boat,  sir,  as  I  have 
said,  and  if  so  be  you  are  a  gentleman  in  distress, 
you  will  not  be  the  only  one  that  will  have  cause  to 
trust  to  her — but,  d— n  it  (he  muttered),  these 
7  Q 


50  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

women — well,  what  of  that  ? — Mayn't  I  lend  a  hand 
to  save  a  fine  fellow  for  all  that? — but  harkye, 
brother,  this  is  all  in  confidence." 

"Your  confidence  shall  not  be  abused,"  whispered 
I,  hardly  able  to  breathe!  for  eager  hope — the  female 
passengers  —  the  desire  for  exclusion  —  the  only 
boat  that  fortnight,  all  confirmed  me.  "  Mr  O'More 
and  I  are  friends  ;  fear  neither  for  him  nor  yourself; 
let  me  only  get  first  on  board,  and  I  can  rough  it 
all  night  on  deck,  as  many  a  time  I've  done  before : 
his  daughter  and  her  woman  can  have  your  cabin 
to  themselves."  It  was  a  bold  guess,  but  all  right ; 
he  gaped  at  me  for  a  minute  in  dumb  astonishment ; 
then  closing  one  hand  upon  the  earnest  which  I 
here  slipped  into  it,  drew  the  other  across  his  eyes, 
as  if  to  satisfy  himself  that  he  was  not  dreaming, 
and  in  a  respectful  tone  informed  me  that  they  in 
tended  sailing  on  the  next  night  from  Cairn  Castle 
shore.  "  We  take  the  squire  up  off  Island  Magee, 
sir ;  he  has  been  lying  to  on  the  look-out  for  us 
there  for  the  last  ten  days ;  so  that  if  you  want  to 
bear  a  hand  in  getting  the  young  lady  aboard,  it 
will  be  all  arranged  to  your  liking." 

During  this  conversation,  my  whole  being  under 
went  a  wonderful  change  ;  from  the  collapsing  sick 
ness  of  bereavement,  I  felt  my  heart  and  limbs 
expand  themselves  under  the  delightful  enlarge 
ment  of  this  new  spring  of  hope  :  I  shook  Ingram 
by  the  hand,  led  him  back  to  the  kitchen,  and  re- 
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turned  to  the  old  man  with  a  step  so  elated,  and 
with  such  a  kindling  of  animation  over  my  whole 
appearance,  that  he  exclaimed,  in  high  glee, "  Heard 
ye  ever  sic  verses  at  Oxford,  Willie  ?  Odd  !  man, 
Eab  Halliday  is  as  good  as  a  dozen  o'  Janet's 
possets  for  ye ;  I'll  hae  him  here  again  to  sing  to 
ye  the  morn's  e'en/' 

"He  is  a  very  pleasant  fellow — a  very  pleasant 
fellow  indeed,  sir ;  but  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
enjoy  his  company  to-morrow  night,  as  I  purpose 
taking  my  passage  for  the  Isle  of  Man  in  Ingram 's 
boat." — "Nonsense,  Willy,  nonsense;  ye  wadna 
make  yoursell  '  hail,  billy,  weel  met,"  wi'  gallows- 
birds  and  vagabonds — though,  as  for  Paul  himsell " 

"  My  dear  sir,  you  know  I  have  my  passport, 

and  need  not  care  for  the  reputation  of  my  hired 
servants  ;  besides,  sir,  you  know  how  fond  I  am  of 
excitement  of  all  sorts,  and  the  rogue  really  sings 
so  well" 

"That  he  does,  Willy.  Weel,  weel—he  that 
will  to  Cupar  maun  to  Cupar ! "  and  so  saying,  he 
lifted  up  his  candle  and  marched  off  the  field  with 
out  another  blow. 

Ingram  and  I  started  next  evening  about  four 
o'clock,  attended  by  little  Davie,  who  was  to  bring 
back  the  horse  I  rode  next  day;  Ingram,  whose 
occupation  lay  as  much  on  land  as  sea,  was  quite 
at  home  on  his  rough  sheltie,  which  carried  also  a 
couple  of  little  panniers  at  either  side  of  the  pom- 
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rnel,  well-primed  with  samples  of  his  contraband 
commodities.  We  arrived  a  little  after  nightfall  in 
Larne,  where  we  left  Davie  with  the  horses,  while 
Ingram,  having  disposed  of  his  pony,  joined  me  on 
foot,  and  we  set  off  by  the  now  bright  light  of  the 
moon  along  the  hills  for  Cairn  Castle. 

During  the  first  three  or  four  miles  of  our  walk, 
he  entertained  me  with  abundance  of  songs  echoed 
loud  and  long  across  the  open  mountain  ;  but  when 
we  descended  from  it  towards  the  sea,  we  both  kept 
silence  and  a  sharp  look-out  over  the  unequal  and 
bleak  country  between.  We  now  got  among  low 
clumpy  hills  and  furzy  gullies,  and  had  to  pick  our 
Bteps  through  loose  scattered  lumps  of  rock,  which 
were  lying  all  round  us  white  in  the  clear  moon 
shine,  like  flocks  of  sheep  upon  the  hill- side.  The 
wind  was  off  the  shore,  and  we  did  not  hear  the 
noise  of  the  water  till,  at  the  end  of  one  ravine,  we 
turned  the  angular  jut  of  a  low  promontory,  and 
beheld  the  image  of  the  moon  swinging  in  its  still 
swell  at  our  feet. 

Ingrain  whistled,  and  was  answered  from  the 
shore  a  little  farther  on ;  he  stepped  out  a  few 
paces  in  advance,  and  led  forward ;  presently  I 
saw  a  light  figure  glide  out  of  the  shadow  in  front 
and  approach  us. 

"  Veil,  mine  Apostele  Paul,  vat  news  of  the  Ephe- 
siens  ?  " 

"  All  right,  Munsher  Martin,  and  here  is  another 
passenger." 
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He  whispered  something,  and  the  little  French 
man  touched  his  hat  with  an  air,  and  expressed,  in 
a  compound  of  Norman-French,  Manx,  and  Eng 
lish,  the  great  pleasure  he  had  in  doing  a  service 
to  the  illustrious  cavalier,  the  friend  of  liberty. 
Hearing  a  noise  in  front,  I  looked  up  and  discerned 
the  light  spar  of  a  mast  peeping  over  an  interven 
ing  barrier  of  rock  ;  we  wound  round  it,  and  on  the 
other  side  found  a  cutter-rigged  boat  of  about  eigh 
teen  tons  hauled  close  to  the  natural  quay,  with 
her  mainsail  set  and  flapping  heavily  in  the  night 
wind.  Here  we  met  another  seaman.  In  ten 
minutes  we  were  under  way ;  the  smooth  ground- 
swell  running  free  and  silent  from  our  quarter,  and 
the  boat  laying  herself  out  with  an  easy  speed,  as 
she  caught  the  breeze  freshening  over  the  lower 
coast.  The  Saucy  Sally  was  a  half-decked  cutter 
(built  for  a  pleasure-boat  in  Guernsey),  and  a  tight 
thing,  as  Ingrarn  had  said.  I  did  not  go  into  the 
cabin,  which  occupied  all  the  forecastle,  but  wrap 
ping  myself  in  my  cloak,  lay  clown  along  the  stern- 
sheets,  and  feigned  to  bo  asleep,  for  I  was  so  ex 
cited  by  the  prospect  of  meeting  Madeline,  that  I 
could  no  longer  join  in  the  conversation  of  the 
crew.  In  about  half  an  hour  I  heard  them  say  that 
we  were  in  sight  of  Island  Magee,  and  rising,  be 
held  it  dark  over  our  weather-bows.  I  went  for 
ward  and  continued  on  the  forecastle  in  feverish 
impatience  as  we  neared  it.  The  breeze  stiffened 
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as  we  opened  Larne  Lough,  and  the  Saucy  Sally 
tossed  two  or  three  sprinklings  of  cold  spray  over 
my  shoulders,  but  I  shook  the  water  from  my  cloak 
and  resumed  my  look-out.  At  last  we  were  within 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  coast,  and  a  light  ap 
peared  right  opposite  ;  we  showed  another  and  lay 
to.  With  a  fluttering  heart  I  awaited  the  approach 
of  a  boat.  Twice  I  fancied  I  saw  it  distinguish  it 
self  from  the  darkness  of  the  coast,  and  twice  I  felt 
the  blank  recoil  of  disappointment.  At  last  it  did 
appear,  dipping  distinct  from  among  the  rocks,  and 
full  of  people.  They  neared  us  ;  my  heart  leapt  at 
every  jog  of  their  oars  in  the  loose  thewels ;  for  I  could 
now  plainly  discern  two  female  figures,  two  boat 
men,  and  a  muffled  man  in  the  stern.  All  was  now 
certain ;  they  shot  alongside,  laid  hold  of  the  gun 
nel,  and  I  heard  O'More's  voice  call  on  Ingram  to 
receive  the  lady.  I  could  hardly  conceal  my  agita 
tion  as  she  was  lifted  on  deck,  but  had  no  power 
to  advance  ;  Nancy  followed,  and  O'More  himself 
leaped  third  on  deck — the  boat  shoved  off,  the 
helmsman  let  the  cutter's  head  away,  the  mainsail 
filled,  and  we  stood  out  to  sea. 

Here  I  was  then,  and  would  be  for  four-and- 
twenty  hours  at  the  least,  by  the  side  of  her  whom 
a  little  time  before  I  would  have  given  years  of  my 
life  to  have  been  near  but  for  a  minute ;  yet,  with 
an  unaccountable  irresolution,  I  still  delayed,  nay, 
shrunk  from,  the  long-sought  interview.  It  was 
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not  till  her  father  had  gone  into  the  little  cabin  to 
arrange  it  for  her  reception,  and  had  closed  the 
door  between  us,  that  I  ventured  from  my  hiding- 
place  behind  the  foresail,  and  approached  her  where 
she  stood  gazing  mournfully  over  the  boat's  side  at 
the  fast  passing  shores  of  her  country.  I  whispered 
her  name  ;  she  knew  my  voice  at  the  first  syllable, 
and  turned  in  amazed  delight;  but  the  flush  of 
pleasure  which  lit  up  her  beautiful  features  as  I 
clasped  her  hand,  had  hardly  dawned  ere  it  was 
chased  by  the  rising  paleness  of  alarm.  I  comforted 
her  by  assurances  of  eternal  love,  and  vowed  to  fol 
low  her  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  in  despite  of  every 
human  power.  We  stood  alone  ;  for  two  sailors 
were  with  O'More  and  the  girl  in  the  cabin,  and 
the  third,  having  lashed  the  tiller  to,  was  fixing 
something  forward.  We  stood  alone  I  cannot  guess 
how  long — time  is  short,  but  the  joy  of  those  mo 
ments  has  been  everlasting.  We  exchanged  vows 
of  mutual  affection  and  constancy,  and  I  had  sealed 
our  blessed  compact  with  a  kiss,  witnessed  only  by 
the  moon  and  stars,  when  the  cabin-door  opened, 
and  her  father  stood  before  me.  I  held  out  my 
hand,  and  accosted  him  with  the  free  confidence  of 
a  joyful  heart.  The  severe  light  of  the  moon  sharp 
ened  his  strong  features  into  startling  expression, 
as  he  regarded  me  for  a  second  with  mingled  as 
tonishment  and  vexation.  He  did  not  seem  to  no 
tice  my  offered  hand  ;  but,  saying  something  in  a 
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low  cold  tone  about  the  unexpected  pleasure,  turned 
to  the  steersman,  and  demanded  fiercely  why  he 
had  not  abided  by  his  agreement  ?  The  sailor, 
quailing  before  the  authoritative  tone  and  aspect  of 
his  really  noble-looking  questioner,  began  an  ex 
culpatory  account  of  my  having  been  brought  thi 
ther  by  Ingram,  to  whom  he  referred. 

Bold  Paul  was  beginning  with  "  Lookee,  Squire, 
I'm  master  of  this  same  craft,"  when  I  interrupted 
him  by  requesting  that  he  would  take  his  mess 
mates  to  the  bows,  and  leave  the  helm  with  me,  as 
I  wished  to  explain  the  matter  myself  in  private. 
He  consigned  his  soul,  in  set  terms,  to  the  devil, 
if  any  other  man  than  myself  should  be  allowed  to 
make  a  priest's  palaver-box  of  the  Saucy  Sally,  and 
sulkily  retired,  rolling  his  quid  with  indefatigable 
energy,  and  squirting  jets  of  spittle  half-mast  high. 

O'More  almost  pushed  the  reluctant  Madeline 
into  the  cabin,  closed  the  door,  and  addressed  me. 
—  "To  what  motive  am  I  to  attribute  your  pre 
sence  here,  Mr  Macdonnell  ?  " 

"  To  one  which  I  am  proud  to  avow,  the  desire 
of  being  near  the  object  of  my  sole  affections — your 
lovely  daughter ;  as  well,  sir,  as  from  a  hope  that 
I  may  still  be  able  to  overcome  those  objections 
which  you  once  expressed." 

He  pointed  over  the  boat's  side  to  the  black  piled 
precipices  of  the  shore,  as  they  stood  like  an  iron 
wall  looming  along  the  weather-beam. —  "Look 
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there,  sir;  look  at  the  Bloody  Gobbins,  and  hear 
me — When  a  setting  moon  shall  cease  to  fling  the 
mourning  of  their  shadows  over  the  graves  of  my 
butchered  ancestors,  and  when  a  rising  sun  shall 
cease  to  bare  before  abhorring  Christendom" 

"Luff,  sir,  luff,"  cried  Ingram,  from  the  fore 
castle. 

"  Come  aft  yourself,  Paul,"  I  replied  in  despair 
and  disgust. 

O'More  retired  to  the  cabin  bulkhead,  and  leaned 
against  the  door,  without  completing  his  broken 
vow.  Ingram  took  the  helm,  and  I  sat  down  in 
silence.  Paul  saw  our  unpleasant  situation,  and 
ceasing  to  remember  his  own  cause  for  ill-humour, 
strove  to  make  us  forget  ours.  He  talked  with  a 
good  deal  of  tact,  but  with  little  success,  for  the 
next  half  hour.  O'More  remained  stem  and  black 
as  the  Gobbins  themselves,  now  rapidly  sinking 
astern,  while  the  coast  of  Island  Magee  receded  into 
the  broad  Lough  of  Belfast  upon  our  quarter.  The 
moon  was  still  shining  with  unabated  lustre,  and  we 
could  plainly  discern  the  bold  outline  of  the  hills 
beyond ;  while  the  coast  of  Down  and  the  two  Cope- 
lands  lay  glistening  in  grey  obscure  over  our  star 
board  bow.  No  sail  was  within  sight ;  we  had  a 
stiff  breeze  with  a  swinging  swell  from  the  open 
bay;  and  as  the  cutter  lay  down  and  showed  the 
glimmer  of  the  water's  edge  above  her  gunnel,  the 
glee  of  the  glorying  sailor  burst  out  in  song  : — 
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Haul  away,  haul  away,  down  helm,  I  say  ; 

Slacken  sheets,  let  the  good  boat  go. — 
Give  her  room,  give  her  room  for  a  spanking  boom ; 

For  the  wind  comes  on  to  blow — • 
(Haul  away ! ) 

For  the  wind  conies  on  to  blow, 
And  the  weather-beam  is  gathering  gloom, 

And  the  scud  flies  high  and  low. 

Lay  her  out,  lay  her  out,  till  her  timbers  stout, 
,     Like  a  wrestler's  ribs,  reply 
To  the  glee,  to  the  glee  of  the  bending  tree, 

And  the  crowded  canvass  high — 
(Lay  her  out ! ) 

And  the  crowded  canvass  high  ; 
Contending,  to  the  water's  shout, 

With  the  champion  of  the  sky. 

Carry  on,  carry  on  ;  reef  none,  boy,  none  ; 

Hang  her  out  on  a  stretching  sail : 
Gunnel  in,  gunnel  in  !  for  the  race  we'll  win; 

While  the  land-lubbers  so  pale — 
(Carry  on  ! ) 

While  the  land-lubbers  so  pale 
Are  fumbling  at  their  points,  my  son, 

For  fear  of  the  coming  gale  ! 

All  but  O'More  joined  in  the  chorus  of  the  last 
stanza,  and  the  bold  burst  of  harmony  was  swept 
across  the  water  like  a  defiance  to  the  eastern  gale. 
Our  challenge  was  accepted.  "  Howsomever,"  said 
Ingram,  after  a  pause,  and  running  his  glistening 
eye  along  the  horizon,  u  as  we  are  not  running  a 
race,  there  will  be  no  harm  in  taking  in  a  handful 
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or  two  of  our  cloth  this  morning ;  for  the  wind  is 
chopping  round  to  the  north,  and  I  wouldn't  wonder 
to  hear  Sculmarten's  breakers  under  our  lee  before 
sunrise." 

"  And  a  black  spell  we  will  have  till  then,  for 
when  the  moon  goes  down  you  may  stop  your  fingers 
in  your  eyes  for  starlight,"  observed  the  other  sailor, 
as  he  began  to  slacken  down  the  peak  halliards ; 
while  they  brought  the  boat  up  and  took  in  one  reef 
in  the  mainsail ;  but  the  word  was  still  "  helm  a- 
larboard,"  and  the  boat's  head  had  followed  the  wind 
round  a  whole  quarter  of  the  compass  within  the 
next  ten  minutes.  We  went  off  before  the  breeze, 
but  it  continued  veering  round  for  the  next  hour;  so 
that  when  we  got  fairly  into  the  Channel,  the  pre 
dictions  of  the  seamen  were  completely  fulfilled ;  for 
the  moon  had  set,  the  wind  was  from  the  east,  and 
a  hurrying  drift  had  covered  all  the  sky. 
.  We  stood  for  the  north  of  Man;  but  the  cross  sea, 
produced  by  the  shifting  of  the  wind,  which  was  fast 
rising  to  a  gale,  buffeted  us  with  such  contrary 
shocks,  that  after  beating  through  it  almost  till  the 
break  of  day,  we  gave  up  the  hope  of  making  Ness- 
head,  and,  altering  our  course,  took  in  another  reef, 
and  ran  for  the  Calf. 

But  the  gale  continued  to  increase ;  we  pitched 
and  plunged  to  no  purpose  ;  the  boat  was  going 
bows  in  at  every  dip,  and  the  straining  of  her  tim 
bers  as  she  stooped  out  to  every  stretch,  told  plainly 
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that  we  must  either  have  started  planks  or  an  altered 
course  again.  The  sailors,  after' some  consultation, 
agreed  on  putting  about;  and,  for  reasons  best 
known  to  themselves,  pitched  upon  Strangford 
Lough  as  their  harbour  of  refuge.  Accordingly,  we 
altered  our  course  once  more,  and  went  off  before 
the  wind.  Day  broke  as  we  were  still  toiling  ten 
miles  from  the  coast  of  Down.  The  grey  dawn 
showed  a  black  pile  of  clouds  overhead,  gathering 
bulk  from  rugged  masses  which  were  driving  close 
and  rapid  from  the  east.  By  degrees  the  coast  be 
came  distinct  from  the  lowering  sky ;  and  at  last  the 
sun  rose  lurid  and  large  above  the  weltering  waters. 
It  was  ebb  tide,  and  I  represented  that  Strangford 
bar  at  such  a  time  was  peculiarly  dangerous  in  an 
eastern  gale ;  nevertheless  the  old  sailor  who  was 
now  at  the  helm  insisted  on  standing  for  it.  When 
we  were  yet  a  mile  distant,  I  could  distinguish  the 
white  horses  running  high  through  the  black  tremb 
ling  strait,  and  hear  the  tumult  of  the  breakers  over 
the  dashing  of  our  own  bows.  Escape  was  impos 
sible;  we  could  never  beat  to  sea  in  the  teeth  of 
such  a  gale ;  over  the  bar  we  must  go,  or  founder. 
We  took  in  the  last  reef,  hauled  down  our  jib,  and, 
with  ominous  faces,  saw  ourselves  in  ten  minutes 
more  among  the  cross  seas  and  breakers. 

The  waters  of  a  wide  estuary  running  six  miles 
an  hour,  and  meeting  the  long  roll  of  the  Channel, 
might  well  have  been  expected  to  produce  a  dan- 
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gerous  swell ;  but  a  spring- tide,  combining  with  a 
gale  of  wind,  had  raised  them  at  flood  to  an  extra 
ordinary  height,  and  the  violence  of  their  discharge 
exceeded  our  anticipations  accordingly.  We  had 
hardly  encountered  the  first  two  or  three  breakers, 
when  Ingram  was  staggered  from  the  forecastle  by 
the  buffet  of  a  counter  sea,  which  struck  us  forward 
just  as  the  regular  swell  caught  us  astern ;  the  boat 
heeled  almost  on  her  beam  ends,  and  he  fell  over 
the  cabin  door  into  the  hold  ;  the  man  at  the  helm 
was  preparing  for  the  tack  as  he  saw  his  messmate's 
danger,  and  started  forward  to  save  him  :  he  was 
too  late ;  the  poor  fellow  pitched  upon  his  head  and 
shoulders  among  the  ballast ;  at  the  same  instant 
the  mainsail  caught  the  wind,  the  boom  swung 
across,  and  striking  the  helmsman  on  the  back  of 
the  neck,  swept  him  half  overboard,  where  he  lay 
doubled  across  the  gunnel,  with  his  arms  and  head 
dragging  through  the  water,  till  I  hauled  him  in. 
He  was  stunned  and  nearly  scalped  by  the  blow. 
Ingram  lay  moaning  and  motionless  ;  the  boat  was 
at  the  mercy  of  the  elements,  while  I  stretched  the 
poor  fellows  side  by  side  at  our  feet.  I  had  now  to 
take  the  helm,  for  the  little  Frenchman  was  totally 
ignorant  of  the  coast;  he  continued  to  hand  the 
main-sheet ;  and  O'More,  who  all  night  long  had 
been  sitting  in  silence  against  the  cabin  bulkhead, 
leaped  manfully  upon  the  forecastle  and  stood  by 
the  tackle  there.  We  had  now  to  put  the  boat  upon 
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the  other  tack,  for  the  tide  made  it  impossible  to 
run  before  the  wind.  O'More  belayed  his  sheet, 
and,  as  the  cutter  lay  down  again,  folded  his  arms 
and  leaned  back  on  the  weather-bulwark,  balancing 
himself  with  his  feet  against  the  skylight. 

The  jabble  around  us  was  like  the  seething  of  a 
caldron ;  for  the  waves  boiled  up  all  at  once,  and 
ran  in  all  directions.  I  was  distracted  by  their 
universal  assault,  and  did  not  observe  the  heaviest 
and  most  formidable  of  all,  till  it  was  almost  down 
upon  our  broadside.  I  put  the  helm  hard  down, 
and  shouted  with  all  my  might  to  O'More — li  Stand 
by  for  a  sea,  sir — lay  hold,  lay  hold."  It  was  too 
late.  I  could  just  prevent  our  being  swamped  by 
withdrawing  our  quarter  from  the  shock,  when  it 
struck  us  on  the  weather-bows,  where  he  stood :  it 
did  not  break.  Our  hull  was  too  small  an  obstacle) 
it  swept  over  the  forecastle  as  the  stream  leaps  a 
pebble,  stove  in  the  bulwark,  lifted  him  right  up, 
and  launched  him  on  his  back,  with  his  feet  against 
the  foresail.  The  foresail  stood  the  shock  a  moment, 
and  he  grappled  to  it,  while  we  were  swept  on  in 
the  rush,  like  a  sparrow  in  the  clutches  of  a  hawk; 
but  the  weight  of  water  bore  all  before  it — the 
sheets  were  torn  from  the  deck,  the  sail  flapped  up 
above  the  water,  and  I  saw  him  tossed  from  its  edge 
over  the  lee-bow.  The  main-sail  hid  him  for  a 
moment ;  he  reappeared,  sweeping  astern  at  the 
rate  of  fifteen  knots  an  hour.  He  was  striking  out, 
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dnd  crying  for  a  rope  ;  there  was  no  rope  at  hand, 
and  all  the  loose  spars  had  been  stowed  away.  He 
could  not  be  saved.  I  have  said  that  the  sun  had 
just  risen  :  between  us  and  the  east  his  rays  shone 
through  the  tops  of  the  higher  waves  with  a  pale 
and  livid  light ;  as  O'More  drifted  into  these,  his 
whole  agonised  figure  rose  for  a  moment  dusk  in 
the  transparent  water,  then  disappeared  in  the  hol 
low  beyond;  but  at  our  next  plunge  I  saw  him 
heaved  up  again,  struggling  dim  amid  the  green 
gloom  of  an  overwhelming  sea.  An  agonising  cry 
behind  me  made  me  turn  my  head.  *'  0  save  him, 
save  him !  turn  the  boat,  and  save  him  !  0  William, 
as  you  love  me,  save  my  father  !  "  It  was  Made 
line,  frantic  for  grief,  stumbling  over,  and  uncon 
sciously  treading  on  the  wounded  men,  as  she 
rushed  from  the  cabin,  and  cast  herself  upon  her 
knees  before  me.  I  raised  my  eyes  to  heaven, 
praying  for  support ;  and  though  the  clouds  rolled, 
and  the  gale  swept  between,  strength  was  surely 
sent  me  from  above  ;  for  what  save  heavenly  help 
could  have  subdued  that  fierce  despair,  which,  at  the 
first  sight  of  the  complicated  agonies  around,  had 
prompted  me  to  abandon  hope,  blaspheme,  and  die  ? 
I  raised  her  gently  but  firmly  in  my  arms  ;  drew 
her,  still  struggling  and  screaming  wild  entreaties, 
to  my  breast,  and  not  daring  to  trust  myself  with  a 
single  look  at  her  imploring  eyes,  fixed  my  own 
upon  the  course  we  had  to  run,  and  never  swerved 
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from  my  severe  determination,  till  the  convulsive 
sobs  had  ceased  to  shake  her  breast  upon  mine, 
and  I  had  felt  the  warm  gush  of  her  relieving  tears 
instead  ;  then  my  stern  purpose  melted,  and,  bend 
ing  over  the  desolate  girl,  I  murmured,  "  Weep  no 
more,  my  Madeline,  for,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  I 
will  be  a  father  and  a  brother  to  you  yet ! "  Blessed 
be  he  who  heard  my  holy  vow  ! — when  I  looked  up 
again  we  were  in  the  smooth  water. 

Drenched,  numbed,  and  dripping  all  with  the 
cold  spray,  one  borne  senseless  and  bloody  in  his 
messmate's  arms,  we  climbed  the  quay  of  Strang- 
ford.  The  threatened  tempest  was  bursting  in  rain 
and  thunder ;  but  our  miserable  plight  had  attracted 
a  sympathising  crowd.  No  question  was  asked  of 
who  ?  or  whence  ?  by  a  generous  people,  to  wounded 
and  wearied  men  and  helpless  women  ;  till  there 
pressed  through  the  ring  of  bystanders  a  tall  fellow, 
with  a  strong  expression  of  debasement  and  despe 
rate  impudence  upon  his  face,  that  seemed  to  say, 
"  Infamy,  you.  have  done  your  worst."  Ho  de 
manded  our  names  and  passports,  and  arrested  us 
all  in  the  king's  name,  almost  in  the  same  breath. 
I  struck  him  in  the  face  with  my  fist,  and  kicked 
him  into  the  kennel.  No  one  attempted  to  lift  him  ; 
but  he  scrambled  to  his  feet,  with  denunciations  of 
horrible  revenge.  He  was  hustled  about  by  the 
crowd  till  he  lost  temper,  and  struck  one  of  them. 
He  had  now  rather  too  much  work  upon  his  hands 
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to  admit  of  a  too  close  attention  to  us ;  three  or 
four  persons  stepped  forward  and  offered  us  pro 
tection. 

Ingram  and  the  other  wounded  sailor  were  taken 
off,  along  with  the  Frenchman,  by  some  of  their  own 
associates;  while  a  respectable  and  benevolent  look 
ing  man  addressed  me,  "  I  am  a  Protestant,  sir, 
and  an  Orangeman ;  but  put  these  ladies  under  my 
protection,  and  you  will  not  repent  your  confidence  ; 
for,  next  to  the  Pope,  I  love  to  defeat  an  informer ;" 
and  he  pointed  with  a  smile  to  our  arrester,  who 
was  just  measuring  his  length  upon  the  pavement. 

"  Is  his  name  Macdonnell?"  asked  I. 

"  The  same,  sir,"  he  replied ;  "  but  come  away 
with  me  before  he  gets  out  of  my  Thomas's  hands, 
and  I  will  put  your  friends  out  of  the  reach  of  his." 

I  shall  never  be  able  to  repay  the  obligation  I 
owe  to  this  good  man,  who  received  Miss  O'More, 
with  her  attendant,  into  the  bosom  of  his  family, 
till  I  had  arranged  her  journey  to  the  house  of  a 
female  relative,  whence,  after  a  decent  period  of 
mourning,  our  marriage  permitted  me  to  bear  her 
to  my  own. 


BEN-NA-GROICH. 

[  MAOA.    MARCH  1839.  ] 

A  PLAIN  dark  -  coloured  chariot,  whose  dusty 
wheels  gave  evidence  of  a  journey,  stopped 
to  change  horses  at  Fushie  Bridge,  on  the  7th  of 
August  1838.  The  travellers  seemed  listless  and 
weary,  and  remained,  each  ensconced  in  a  corner  of 
the  carriage.  The  elder  was  a  lady  of  from  forty 
to  fifty  years  of  age — thin,  and  somewhat  prim  in 
her  expression,  which  was  perhaps  occasioned  by  a 
long  upper  lip,  rigidly  stretched  over  a  chasm  in 
her  upper  gum,  caused  by  the  want  of  a  front  tooth. 
Her  companion  had  taken  off  her  bonnet,  and  hung 
it  to  the  cross  strings  of  the  roof.  The  heat  and 
fatigue  of  the  journey  seemed  to  have  almost  over 
come  her,  and  she  had  placed  her  head  against  the 
side,  and  was  either  asleep  or  very  nearly  so.  It  is 
impossible  to  say  what  her  appearance  might  be 
when  her  eyes  were  open ;  all  that  we  can  say 
under  present  circumstances  is,  that  the  rest  of  her 
features  were  beautifully  regular  —  that  what  ap 
peared  of  her  form  was  unimpeachable — that  her 
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hair  was  disengaged  from  combs  and  other  entangle 
ment,  and  floated  at  its  own  sweet  will  over  cheek, 
and  neck,  and  shoulders.  In  the  rumble  were  seat 
ed  two  servants,  who  seemed  to  have  a  much  better 
idea  of  the  art  of  enjoying  a  journey  than  the  party 
within.  A  blue  cloak,  thrown  loosely  over  the  gen 
tleman's  shoulders,  succeeded  (as  was  evidently  his 
object)  in  concealing  a  certain  ornamental  strip  of 
scarlet  cloth  that  formed  the  collar  of  his  coat ;  but 
revealed,  at  the  same  time,  in  spite  of  all  the  efforts 
he  could  make  to  draw  up  the  apron,  the  upper 
portion  of  a  pair  of  velvet  integuments,  which, 
according  to  Lord  Byron's  description  of  them, 
were  "  deeply,  darkly,  beautifully  blue."  The  lady, 
reclining  on  his  arm,  which  was  gallantly  extended, 
so  as  to  save  her  from  bumping  against  the  iron, 
requires  no  particular  description.  She  was  dressed 
in  very  gay- coloured  clothes — had  a  vast  quantity 
of  different -hued  ribbons  floating  like  meteors  on 
the  troubled  air — from  the  top  and  both  sides  of  her 
bonnet ;  while  a  glistening  pink  silk  cloak  was  in 
correct  keeping  with  a  pair  of  expansive  cheeks, 
where  the  roses  had  very  much  the  upperhand  of 
the  lilies.  While  Mistress  Wilson,  the  respectable 
landlady  of  the  posting  -  house,  was  busy  giving 
orders  about  the  horses,  a  carriage  was  heard 
coming  down  the  hill  at  a  prodigious  rate,  and,  with 
a  sort  of  prophetic  spirit,  the  old  woman  knew  in 
an  instant  that  four  horses  more  would  be  required ; 


G8  TALES  FROM 

and  then  slie  recollected  as  instantaneously  tliat 
there  would  only  be  one  pair  in  the  stable.  Under 
these  circumstances,  she  went  directly  to  the  door 
of  the  plain  chariot,  whose  inmates  still  showed  no 
signs  of  animation,  and  tried  to  set  their  minds  at 
rest  as  to  the  further  prosecution  of  their  journey — 
though,  as  they  had  no  knowledge  of  the  possibility 
of  any  difficulty  arising,  they  had  never  entertained 
any  anxiety  on  the  subject. 

"  Dinna  be  fleyed,  my  bonny  burdy,"  .she  said, 
addressing  the  unbonnetted  young  lady,  who  was 
still  apparently  dozing  in  the  corner.  "  Ye  sal  hae 
the  twa  best  greys  in  Fussie  stables ;  they'll  trot 
ye  in  in  little  mair  than  an  hour  ;  an'  the  ither  folk 
maun  just  be  doin'  wi'  a  pair,  as  their  betters  hae 
dune  afore  them." 

The  young  lady  started  up  in  surprise,  and  looked 
on  the  shrewd  intelligent  features  of  the  well-known 
Meg  Dods,  without  understanding  a  syllable  of  her 
address. 

"  Haena  ye  got  a  tongue  i'  yer  head,  for  a'  ye 're 
sae  bonny?  "  continued  the  rather  uncomplimentary 
landlady — "  maybe  the  auld  wife  i'  the  corner  '11 
hae  mair  sense.  Hear  ye  what  I  said  ?  ye  sail  hae 
the  twa  greys — and  Jock  Brown  to  drive  them  ; 
steady  brutes  a'  the  three,  an'  very  quick  on  the 
road." 

The  elder  lady  gazed  with  lack-lustre  eyes  npoi 
the  announcer  of  these  glad  tidings. 
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"Greys,  did  you  say?"  she  asked,  catching  at 
the  only  words  she  had  understood  in  the  address. 

"  Yes,  did  I.  An'  ye  dinna  seem  over  thankful 
for  the  same.  I  tell  ye,  if  ye  hadna  a  woman  o* 
her  word  to  deal  wi',  ye  wad  likely  hae  nae  horses 
ava'; — for  here  comes  ane  o'  the  things  thae  English 
idewuts  ca's  a  dug- cart  that  they  come  doon  wi', 
filled  inside  an'  out  wi'  men,  and  dugs,  an'  guns — 
a'  hurryin'  aif  to  the  muirs,  an'  neither  to  haud  nor 
bind  if  they  haena  four  horses  the  minute  they  clap 
their  hands.  They'll  mak'  a  grand  fecht,  ye'll  see, 
to  get  your  twa  greys  ;  but  bide  a  wee — the  twa 
greys  ye  sail  hae,  if  it  was  the  laird  o'  Dalhousie 
himsell." 

And  in  fact  in  a  very  few  seconds  after  the  vener 
able  hostess  had  uttered  these  sybilline  vaticina 
tions,  they  received  an  exact  fulfiinent — 

"  Four  horses  on  ! "  exclaimed  a  voice  from  the 
last  arrived  vehicle,  which  sorely  puzzled  the  know 
ing  ones  of  Fushie  Brig  to  determine  to  what  genus 
or  species  it  belonged.  It  was  a  long  high  car 
riage,  fitted  for  the  conveyance  both  of  men  and 
luggage  ;  and  its  capabilities  in  both  these  respects 
were,  on  this  occasion,  very  severely  tried.  On  the 
high  driving -seat  were  perched  two  gentlemen, 
counterbalanced  on  the  dicky-seat  behind  by  two 
sporting-looking  servants.  Inside,  four  other  gen 
tlemen  found  ample  room  ;  while  a  sort  of  second 
body  swinging  below,  seemed  to  carry  as  many 
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packages,  trunks,  and  portmanteaus,  as  the  hold  of 
a  Leith  smack.  "  Four  horses  on  ! "  repeated  the 
voice,  which  proceeded  from  one  of  the  sporting- 
looking  servants  on  the  seat  behind. 

"  Blaw  awa',  my  man,"  murmured  Mrs  Wilson  ; 
"  it'll  be  a  gey  while  or  the  second  pair  comes  out, 
for  a'  yer  blawin'.  Did  ye  want  ony thing,  sirs  ?  " 
she  inquired,  going  up  to  the  equipage. 

"  To  be  sure,"  answered  one  of  the  gentlemen ; 
"  four  horses  immediately — we're  pushed  for  time." 

"  Hech,  sirs,  so  are  we  a',  but  time '11  hae  the  best 
o't,"  replied  the  hostess.  "  Ye  maun  just  hae 
patience,  sirs,  for  ye  canna  get  on  this  three  hours." 

"  Three  hours  1 "  exclaimed  the  gentleman ;  "why, 
what's  the  matter  ?  Why  the  deuce  don't  they  get 
out  the  horses  ?  " 

"  Just  for  the  same  raison  the  Hielanman  couldna' 
get  out  the  bawbee,"  replied  the  imperturbable  Meg 
Dods ;  "  the  deil  a  plack  was  in  his  pouch,  puir 
body — an'  sae,  ye  see>  ye  maun  just  stay  still." 

"  My  lord,"  interposed  one  of  the  servants,  touch 
ing  his  hat,  "  there's  a  pair  of  very  natty  greys  just 
coming  out  of  the  stable,  and  a  pair  of  bays  with 
the  harness  on.  I  have  seen  them  in  stall " — 

"  Then  let  us  have  them,  Charles,  by  all  means," 
replied  his  lordship. 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

In  a  very  short  time  high  words  were  heard,  from 
which  it  was  evident  that  by  no  means  a  compli- 
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mentary  opinion  was  entertained  of  the  gentle 
manly  conduct  of  the  nobleman's  dependant  by  the 
guard  and  ornament  of  the  plain  chariot. 

"  I  say,  my  fine  chap,  you  leave  them  there  grey 
'osses  alone,  will  ye  ?  they  ain't  none  o'  yourn." 

"  Quite  a  mistake,  Johnny,"  replied  the  noble 
retainer,  with  a  supercilious  glance  at  our  friend, 
who  was  still  perched  high  in  air. 

"  Oh  !  if  ye  come  to  go  to  be  a-leaving  off  of 
names,  old  Timothy,  you'll  find  I've  a  way  of  writ 
ing  my  card  with  my  five  fingers  here  in  a  text 
hand  as  no  gentleman  can  mistake." 

While  boasting  of  his  literary  acquirements,  our 
Hector  in  livery  slewed  himself  down  from  the  side 
of  the  red-cheeked  Andromache,  and  presented  an 
appearance  which  apparently  induced  the  gentle 
man  in  the  cockade  to  believe  that  the  mistake 
might  possibly  be  on  his  own  side. 

tl  My  lord  is  in  a  great  hurry/' 

"  So  is  my  ladies." 

"  He  must  have  four  horses." 

"  They  must  have  two." 

"  Lauds  !  "  exclaimed  the  voice  of  the  hostess, 
addressing  three  or  four  stable-men  who  had  been 
gaping  spectators  of  this  altercation,  "  bring  yer 
grapes  and  pitchin'  forks  here,  an'  lift  this  birkie 
wi'  the  cockaud  in  his  head  back  till  his  seat  again. 
Tell  Jock  Brown  to  get  his  boots  on  wi'  a'  his  micht, 
and  drive  thir  ladies  to  Douglas's  Hotel.  An' 
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I'm  sayin',  if  ony  o'  thae  English  bit  craturs,  wi' 
their  clippy  tongues,  lays  hand  on  bit  or  bridle  o' 
ony  o'  my  horses,  dinna  spare  the  pitchin'  fork — 
pit  it  through  them  as  ye  wad  a  lock  strae ;  I'll  hae 
nae  rubbery  in  my  stable-yaird — I'm  braw  freens 
wi'  the  Justice-Clerk." 

As  affairs  now  appeared  to  grow  serious,  the 
Noah's  Ark  disembogued  the  whole  of  its  living 
contents,  and  a  minute  inspection  of  the  stables 
was  commenced  by  the  whole  party.  The  ladies, 
in  the  mean  time,  who  had  some  confused  idea  that 
all  was  not  right,  were  looking  anxiously  from  the 
windows ;  and  if  the  elder  lady  had  been  an  atten 
tive  observer  of  her  companion's  looks,  she  would 
have  seen  a  flush  of  surprise  suffuse  her  whole 
countenance  as  her  eyes  for  an  instant  rested  on  one 
of  the  gentlemen,  who  stood  apparently  an  unin 
terested  spectator  of  the  proceedings  of  his  friends. 
A  similar  feeling  of  amazement  seemed  to  take  pos 
session  of  the  champion  of  the  ladies,  as  he  recog 
nised  the  same  individual.  He  left  his  antagonist 
in  the  very  middle  of  a  philippic  that  ought  to  have 
Bunk  that  gentleman  in  his  own  estimation  for  ever, 
and  walking  hurriedly  up  to  the  gentleman,  who 
was  still  in  what  is  called  a  reverie,  said — 
"  Mr  Harry  ! — hope  ye're  quite  well,  sir?  " 
"  What  ?—  Copus  ?"  replied  the  gentleman.  "  I'm 
delighted  to  see  you  again.  Who  are  you  with  just 
now?" 
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"  Family,  sir  —  great  family  —  equal  to  a  duke, 
master  says ; — lady's-maid  uncommon  pleasant,  and 
all  things  quite  agreeable." 

"  Do  you  mean  you  are  with  a  duke,  Copus  ?  " 

"  Bless  ye  !  no,  sir,  only  equal  to  it.  Master  has 
bought  a  Scotch  chiefship,  and  we're  all  a-going 
down  to  take  possession.  Master  made  all  the  tar 
tans  himself  afore  we  left  off  trade." 

"  I  don't  understand  you — what  is  he  ?  " 

"  Smith,  Bobbins,  and  Huxtable,  they  called  us 
at  Manchester, — great  way  of  business — but  master, 
old  Smith,  has  retired,  and  bought  this  here  Scotch 
estate,  and  makes  us  all  call  him  Ben-na-Groich/' 

"  And  his  family,  Copus  ?  " 

11  Only  his  old  sister,  and  our  young  lady." 

"  Well,— her  name  ?  " 

"  Miss  Jane.  She's  a  niece,  they  say,  of  old  Smith 
— Ben-na-Groich,  I  means  ;  but  I  don't  b'lieve  it. 
She's  a  real  lady,  and  no  mistake  ;  and,  they  say, 
will  have  a  prodigious  fortin.  By  dad,  our  old 
'ooman  takes  prodigious  care  of  her,  and  is  always 
a  snubbing." 

"  My  dear  Copus,  say  not  a  word  of  having  seen 
me ;  you  can  be  the  greatest  friend  I  ever  had  in 
my  life — you'll  help  me  ?  "  . 

"  Won't  I  ?— that's  all ;— 'elect  all  about  Oriel,  Mr 
Harry,  and  Brussels?  Ah  1  them  was  glorious  days ! " 

"  We  shall  have  better  days  yet,  Copus,  never 
fear." 
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After  a  few  minutes'  conversation,  the  face  of 
affairs  entirely  changed.  An  apology  was  made  by 
his  lordship  in  person  for  the  mistake  of  his  servant; 
that  individual  was  severely  reprimanded,  greatly 
to  the  satisfaction  of  Mr  Copus  ;  the  two  greys  were 
peaceably  yoked  to  the  plain  chariot,  and  Jock  Brown 
cracked  his  whip  and  trotted  off  at  a  pace  that  set 
loose  the  tongues  of  all  the  dogs  in  the  village. 

"  What  a  barbarous  set  of  people  these  Lowland- 
ers  are  !  "  exclaimed  the  senior  lady — "  so  different 
from  the  brave  and  noble  mountaineers.  My  bro 
ther,  the  chieftain,  is  lucky  in  having  such  a  splen 
did  set  of  retainers,  and  the  tartan  he  invented  is 
very  becoming." 

"  Veil,  only  to  think  of  picking  up  my  old  master 
in  a  inn-yard  !  "  murmured  Mr  Copus,  resuming  his 
old  position,  and  fixing  his  guarding  arm  once  more 
inside  of  the  rumble-rail ;  "  after  all  the  rum  goes 
we  had  together  at  Oxford  and  Brussels.  Nothing 
couldn't  be  luckier  than  meeting  a  old  friend  among 
them  Scotch  savages.  Do  ye  know,  Mariar,  they 
haven't  no  breeches  ?  " 

"  For  shame,  Mr  Copus  !  " 
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CHAPTER  II. 

It  must  be  evident  to  the  most  unpractised  eye 
that  the  young  gentleman  recognised  by  his  old 
servant,  and  the  pretty  young  lady  in  the  plain 
chariot,  are  the  hero  and  heroine  of  this  true  story. 
And  a  very  fitting  hero  and  heroine  they  would  have 
been  for  a  tale  of  far  higher  pretensions  than  the 
plain  unvarnished  one  which  it  is  now  our  duty  to 
deliver.  At  present,  all  we  can  afford  to  tell  the 
reader  is  the  fact  of  their  being  consumedly  in  love 
— that  their  love  proved  its  truth  by  not  running 
very  smoothly — and  that,  at  the  moment  at  which 
we  have  brought  them  on  the  stage,  they  had  had 
no  communication  for  several  months  before.  The 
delight,  therefore,  of  Henry  Raymond  on  recognis 
ing  Jane  Somers  at  Meg  Dods's  door,  was  equalled 
by  his  surprise.  He  formed  one  of  a  party  going 
down  for  the  twelfth  of  August  to  the  moors  of  his 
friend,  Lord  Teysham ;  but  the  interview  he  had 
had  with  his  former  domestic,  Bill  Copus,  who  had 
attended  him  through  his  career  at  Oxford,  and 
afterwards  for  a  short  time  to  the  Continent,  some 
what  cooled  his  zeal  as  a  sportsman,  by  adding  to 
his  hopes  as  a  lover.  The  forced  embargo  laid  on 
them  by  the  hostess  of  Fushie  Bridge — for  she  was 
resolute  in  refusing  to  take  them  on  with  a  pair, 
and  the  cattle  of  the  last  stage  were  miserably 
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tired — gave  him  time  to  lay  so  much  of  his  plans 
before  his  friends  as  he  saw  fit ;  and,  long  before 
the  second  pair,  which  had  been  with  a  party  to 
Leith,  ha-d  been  refreshed,  and  were  ready  to  start, 
his  companions  had  unanimously  passed  a  resolu 
tion,  "  that  it  was  incumbent  on  the  members  of 
this  excursion,  collectively  and  individually,  to  give 
all  possible  aid  and  assistance  to  Henry  Kaymond, 
in  overthrowing  the  plans  of  all  persons  of  the  name 
of  Smith,  or  of  any  other  name  or  denomination 
whatever,  and  marrying  a  certain  young  lady  of 
the  name  of  Jane  Somers." 

But  Lord  Teysham,  who  united  a  great  deal  of 
good  plain  sense  with  his  buoyancy  of  spirits,  took 
him  quietly  aside,  and  asked  him — 

"  Why,  in  heaven's  name,  if  he  liked  the  girl,  he 
didn't  propose  for  her  in  form  ?  " 

"  I  have,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  Harry,  "  and 
been  refused." 

" By  whom?" 

"  The  uncle.  He  wrote  me  a  letter,  saying  my 
favour  of  3d  ult.  had  come  duly  to  hand,  and  he 
declined  the  offer  as  expressed  therein, — and  he 
remains,  sir,  for  self  and  niece,  my  obedient  ser 
vant,  Thomas  Smith." 

"  But  had  he  a  right  to  send  you  this  letter  ?  " 

"  As  guardian  and  uncle,  I  suppose  he  has  ;  but 
as  empowered  by  Jane  herself,  none  whatever." 

"  But  what's  his  objection  ?  " 
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"I've  an  elder  brother." 

"  Well,  but  your  governor  is  a  close  old  boy.  He 
has  metal  enough  for  a  frigate  besides  his  First- 
rate." 

"  Yes ;  but  he  has  told  me  a  hundred  times  that 
tit  for  tat  is  the  only  game  he  plays  at — whatever 
fortune  I  bring  he  will  pay  me  over  the  same  ;  if  I 
marry  for  love,  I  must  live  on  it.  I  could  give  you 
a  score  or  two  more  of  his  wise  sayings." 

"  Oh!  thank  ye — I've  a  good  stock  of  my  own  ; 
but  why,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  is  he  so  distrust 
ful  ?  Can't  he  give  you  credit  for  being  able  to 
choose,  without  bribing  you,  as  it  were,  to  look  out 
for  a  fortune?" 

"  My  father  won't  give  credit  to  any  one,  espe 
cially  to  me ;  besides,  he  has  some  little  cause  to 
be  suspicious,  for  I've  cleaned  him  out  of  a  trifle 
once  or  twice,  in  a  way  that  makes  him  slow  to  bite 
now.  I  have  been  on  the  point  of  marriage  twice — 
once  to  old  Crocky,  and  once  to  Stulz." 

"  How  ?  " 

"Why,  you  see,  last  year  I  was  dipt  a  little  to 
the  fishmonger,  and  wrote  a  matrimonial  letter 
home,  hinting  at  trousseaus  and  other  expenses,  but 
mentioning  no  names.  Nothing  could  please  the 
old  gentleman  so  much,  and  it  was  on  that  occasion 
he  sent  me  up  the  paper,  properly  signed  and  at 
tested,  binding  himself  to  give  me  guinea  for  guinea 
whatever  fortune  I  might  get  with  my  wife.  A 
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thousand  he  sent  me  to  do  the  needful  in  the  way 
of  jewels  and  other  presents,  set  me  square  with  all 
the  world/' 

"  And  your  progenitor  was  indignant  at  the  dis 
appointment  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  horribly ;  and  unless  it  had  been  for  a 
four-year  bill  of  Stulz,  I  shouldn't  have  troubled 
him  so  soon.  But,  as  I  was  aware  that  Walter 
knew  of  the  obligation  about  my  future  fortune,  I 
gave  him  to  understand  that  I  was  devoted  to  Miss 
Coutts,  and  that  I  had  no  reason  to  despair.  The 
very  thought  of  such  a  thing  was  death  both  to  the 
old  Jack  Daw  and  the  young.  The  squire  and  his 
eldest  hope  would  have  been  both  in  the  poor-house 
if  I  had  succeeded  in  carrying  off  the  heiress,  and 
had  kept  them  to  their  bond.  So,  after  a  week  or 
two,  I  let  them  off  for  their  alarm,  and  a  moderate 
tip.  But  all  these  things,  my  dear  Teysham,  are 
over  now.  I  am  resolved  to  marry  Jane  Somers, 
and  out  both  Stulz  and  Crocky." 

"  If  you  can  get  her ;  but  this  old  monster,  with 
the  uncommon  name,  has  her  in  his  power.  We 
must  concert  measures  calmly,  and  we  need  not 
despair.  Will  she  herself  help  us  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure  she  will.  Her  new  home  must  be 
misery  to  her.  She  is  the  daughter  of  a  sister  of 
this  old  Smith,  who,  by  some  chance  or  other, 
married  a  gentleman.  She  had  a  large  fortune, 
which  now  belongs  to  this  only  child.  Colonp 
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Somers  has  long  been  dead ;  the  widow  died  a  few 
years  ago.  Jane  was  then  educated  in  the  house 
of  another  guardian,  a  cousin  of  Colonel  Somers, 
who  lived  near  Bath  ;  and,  on  his  lately  being  sent 
to  India  on  a  high  command,  she  was  claimed  by 
this  Manchester  hobgoblin,  and  torn  from  all  her 
old  friends." 

"  Yourself  among  the  rest  ?" 

"  Just  so — and  now  you  know  the  whole  story," 

In  which  respect,  as  we  conclude,  the  reader  is 
by  this  time  on  a  par  with  Lord  Teysham,  we  quit 
the  conclave  at  Fushie  Bridge,  and  proceed  to  the 
more  splendid  apartments  in  Douglas's  Hotel. 

In  the  little  drawing-room  that  looks  to  St 
Andrew  Square,  the  evening  seemed  to  have  passed 
stupidly  enough.  Aunt  Alice,  after  yawning  till 
tea  time,  and  scolding  the  greater  part  of  that 
excellent  time-killer,  had  at  last,  at  about  nine 
o'clock,  betaken  herself  to  her  bedroom,  to  bring 
down  the  Scottish  Chiefs — a  book  of  manners  and 
statistics  from  which  all  her  notions  of  the  Scottish 
nation  of  an  early  period  were  derived.  Waverley, 
and  the  other  northern  stories  of  the  enchanter, 
supplied  her  with  all  her  modern  information ;  and 
not  very  bad  sources  they  would  have  been,  if  Miss 
Alice  had  been  able  to  understand  the  language  in 
which  they  were  written.  But  our  noble  verna 
cular  was  to  her  a  more  impenetrable  mystery  than 
any  revealed  at  Eleusis,  and  it  was,  perhaps,  on 
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this  account  tliat  slie  entertained  so  decided  a  pre 
ference  for  the  performance  of  Miss  Porter. 

Jane  Somers,  whom  we  have  hitherto  represented 
as  either  listless  or  sleeping,  was  sitting  busily 
engaged  in  the  somewhat  unusual  occupation  of 
thinking.  And,  as  her  thoughts  were  wandering 
about  Lansdowne,  and  a  vast  apartment,  nobly 
lighted  and  filled  with  the  sounds  of  revelry  by 
night,  we  need  not  be  surprised  if  they  occasionally 
made  a  detour  to  the  stables  of  Fushie  Bridge,  and 
the  sight  that  met  her  there.  While  musing  deeply 
on  these  very  interesting  subjects,  our  friend  Copus 
entered  the  room  and  said — 

"  Please,  mum,  one  of  the  vaiters  here  knows  all 
about  them  there  places  as  master  talks  so  much 
on ;  p'raps  Miss  Alice  would  like  to  hear  about 
'em?" 

"  I  will  tell  my  aunt,  William,"  said  the  young 
lady,  and  returned  to  her  former  musings. 

Copus  retired  and  shut  the  door. 

A  low  voice  at  her  ear  as  she  again  rested  her 
head  upon  the  arm  of  the  sofa,  whispered  "  Jane  !  " 

On  looking  up  she  saw  a  tall  man  dressed  in  the 
usual  waiter's  costume,  with  a  large  white  cloth 
spread  over  his  left  arm. 

"  Harry  Eaymond  !"  she  said,  but  by  some  un 
accountable  instinct  speaking,  even  in  the  extre 
mity  of  her  surprise,  in  a  tone  of  voice  that  scarcely 
reached  beyond  tho  person  she  addressed, — "  In 
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Heaven's  name,  what  do  you  here  ? — in  this  dis 
guise  ?  Aunt  Alice  will  detect  you,  and  then  my 
situation  will  be  made  doubly  miserable." 

"  Then  it  is  miserable,  Jane  ?  Why  do  you  sub 
mit  to  it  ?  Ah,  Jane,  you  have  forgotten,  surely, 
the  promises  you  gave  me." 

"  Forgetfulness  seems  to  have  existed  on  more 
sides  than  one.  I  have  been  four  months  in  Lanca 
shire,  and  am  indebted,  at  last,  to  a  chance  meeting 
in  Scotland  for  being  recalled  to  your  recollection.'' 

"  Recollection  ! "  echoed  the  young  man,  in  the 
liveliness  of  his  emotion  flinging  the  white  cloth 
upon  the  floor.  "  Good  heavens !  what  can  have 
put  such  a  notion  into  your  head  ?  I  have  written 
letter  upon  letter,  both  to  you  and  your  guardian — 
that  is,  after  I  found  out  where  you  had  gone  to. 
My  letters  to  you  have  not  been  answered;  my 
letter  to  him  was  answered  by  a  refusal." 

"  Harry,  Harry,  he  never  consulted  me — I  never" 

but  here  she  checked  herself,  as  perhaps  she 

considered  that  the  vehemence  of  her  denial  might 
be  construed  into  something  very  like  an  anxiety 
to  retract  it ;  and  whether  this  was  the  construc 
tion  put  on  it  or  not,  all  we  have  to  say  is,  that  on 
Miss  Alice  Smith  slipping  quietly  into  the  room, 
with  a  volume  of  the  Scottish  Chiefs  in  her  hand, 
she  almost  screamed,  as  she  saw  a  stranger  seated 
on  the  sofa  beside  her  niece,  and  holding  her  very 
earnestly  by  the  hand.  « 

7  S 
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"How!  what's  all  this?"  exclaimed  Miss  Alice. 
"  Them  Scotch  is  the  oddest  people !" 

"  Young  lady  nearly  fainted,  ma'am,  at  some 
accounts  I  was  giving  her  of  the  Highlands,  ma'am. 
I'm  waiter  here,  ma'am ;  and  it's  part  of  my  busi 
ness,  ma'am,  to  give  all  sorts  of  information  to  the 
English  families  as  they  pass  through  the  city, 
ma'am/' 

"  And  what  were  you  a- telling  of  to  this  young- 
lady?" 

"  Only  a  few  incidents  that  occasionally  happen 
in  such  wild  scenes  as  Fash-na-Cairn  or  Ben-na- 
Groich.  They  say  the  new  Ben-na-Groich  is  an 
English  nobleman,  with  a  very  handsome  sister  ; — 
I  was  merely  telling  this  young  lady  here  what 
would  probably  be  the  fate  of  the  beautiful  English 
woman." 

"Gracious  rnel"  exclaimed  Miss  Alice:  "no 
wonder  she  fainted,  poor  thing.  What  was  it? 
for  mercy's  sake — what  will  they  do  to  her  ?" 

"  Fash-na-Cairn  and  all  his  clan  have  been  at 
war  for  hundreds  of  years  with  Ben-na-Groich.  He 
will  probably  lead  a  foray  upon  the  new  chief  and 
carry  off  his  sister." 

"  Gracious  I  how  old  is  this  Fash-na-Cairn?" 

"  About  five-and-twenty.  He  has  buried  his 
fifteenth  wife.  They  seldom  live  more  than  three 
months." 

"  Oh,  Jane!  Jane!  we're  lost — ruined — murdered! 
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Waiter,  /'m  the  sister  of  Ben-na-Groich,  the  victim 
of  Fash-na- Cairn!" 

"  Sorry,  ma'am,  I've  alarmed  you  ;  but,  perhaps, 
the  friends  of  the  clan  may  gather  round  Ben-na- 
Groich,  and  succeed  in  capturing  Fash-na-Cairn." 

"  And  what  then  ?"  inquired  Miss  Alice,  with  a 
glimpse  of  hope. 

"  Oh,  then,  it  is  the  universal  custom  for  the 
next  in  blood  of  the  chieftain,  if  she  be  unmarried, 
to  cut  off  a  finger  of  the  prisoner  every  day  with  an 
old  hereditary  hatchet  kept  for  that  purpose,  till 
he  relents,  and  offers  to  make  her  his  bride.  If  he 
does  so  before  he  has  lost  the  fingers  of  both  hands, 
the  feud  is  at  an  end." 

Miss  Alice  shuddered  at  the  thoughts  of  cutting 
off  a  young  man's  fingers. 

"  Oh,  waiter,  this  is  dreadful  news  !  I'm  certain 
my  poor  brother  knew  nothing  of  this  when  he 
purchased  that  horrible  property.  And  what  will 
they  do  to  him  if  the  furry  succeeds  ?  " 

"  Tie  him  up  in  a  wolfs  skin,  and  hunt  him  to 
death  with  bloodhounds/' 

"My  poor  brother,  my  poor  brother!  And  he 
so  fat,  and  subject  to  the  gout !  But  it's  quite  true 
— it's  exactly  what  they  did  to  the  Bohemian  in 
QtUentin  Durward" 

"  The  present  Fash-na-Cairn  is  a  descendant  of 
Le  Balafre." 

"  Oh,   the   monster !     Have  they  no  police  at 
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Ben-na-Groich,  nor  even  special  constables? — no 
justice  of  peace  ?" 

"  The  only  justice  there  is  the  dirk  and  claymore. 
But  the  young  lady  seems  revived  now.  Do  you  take 
supper?  I'll  send  the  chambermaid  directly,  ma'am." 

"When  the  historical  and  veracious  waiter  left 
the  room,  the  long  and  stately  figure  of  Miss  Alice 
sank  slowly  down  upon  the  sofa.  Jane  Somers's 
face  was  buried  in  her  hands,  and,  by  the  tremors 
that  ran  through  her  whole  frame,  and  the  redness 
of  what  was  visible  of  her  cheeks  and  neck,  it  was 
evident  that  she  was  nearly  in  convulsions  with 
some  powerfully  suppressed  feeling.  The  aunt,  of 
course,  considered  it  to  be  the  result  of  terror, 
whatever  sager  guess  the  reader  may  make  upon 
the  subject,  and  gave  way  to  a  fit  of  dolorous 
lamentation,  that  did  not  much  contribute  to  her 
niece's  recovery. 

"  This  comes  of  pride,  and  being  one  of  the 
Scottish  chiefs  !  To  be  eaten  up  by  bloodhounds, 
and  have  his  sister  carried  off  by  Fash-na-Cairn ! 
Blue-Beard  was  a  joke  to  him ;  fifteen  wives,  and 
only  five-and- twenty  ! — more  than  three  per  annum 
since  he  came  of  age  !  I  will  put  my  brother  on 
his  guard  the  moment  we  arrive.  This  is  truly  a 
barbarous  country,  and  inhabited  by  nobody  but 
murderers  and  cannibals.  Hobbins  and  Huxtable 
will  be  amazed  to  hear  of  their  partner's  fate — and 
my  brother  never  was  partial  to  dogs  !" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

The  castle  of  Ben-na-Groich.  was  an  old  square 
building,  situated  in  a  wild  ravine  of  the  North 
Highlands.  It  consisted  of  little  more  than  a  high 
tower,  of  the  rough  stone  of  the  country,  at  one 
corner  of  a  low  mass  of  building,  in  many  parts 
fallen  into  decay,  and  presenting  an  appearance  of 
strength  and  massiveness,  on  which  any  attempt  at 
beauty  would  have  been  thrown  away.  One  side 
of  the  square  had  something  more  of  a  habitable 
look  than  the  remaining  portions,  from  the  circum 
stance  of  its  chimneys  being  newly  rebuilt  and 
tastefully  whitewashed ;  the  roof  also  was  repaired, 
and  the  windows  fitted  with  glass — a  luxury  which 
was  considered  useless  by  the  inhabitants  of  the 
remaining  three  sides — the  said  inhabitants  consist 
ing  of  two  or  three  cows,  half  a  score  of  dogs,  and 
one  or  two  old  representatives  of  Fingal,  who  clung 
to  their  ancient  habitation  with  a  local  attachment 
that  would  have  done  honour  to  a  cat. 

On  the  evening  of  the  10th  of  August,  the  parlour 
(for  it  was  nothing  more,  though  bearing  the  nobler 
designation  of  the  hall)  was  occupied  by  a  solitary 
gentleman  of  somewhat  solid  dimensions,  who 
cheered  his  loneliness  by  an  occasional  stir  of  the 
fire,  and  a  frequent  sip  at  a  tumbler  of  whisky- 
toddy.  From  time  to  time  lie  went  to  the  window 
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and  listened.  The  cataract  that  rushed  down  the 
ravine  would  have  drowned  any  other  external  sound, 
even  if  such  had  existed ;  and  with  an  expression 
of  increased  ill  humour  after  every  visit  to  the 
window,  the  gentleman  renewed  his  former  occu 
pation  of  sipping  the  toddy  and  stirring  the  fire. 

"  Some  folly  or  other  of  sister  Alice,"  at  last  he 
grunted,  "  putting  off  her  time  in  Edinburgh.  They 
ought  to  have  been  here  by  two  o'clock,  and  here 
it  is  eight,  and  not  a  sound  of  their  wheels.  That 
cursed  rivulet,  to  be  sure,  drowns  everything  else  ; 
'tis  worse  than  our  hundred-horse  engine.  I  wish 
they  were  here,  for  being  a  Highland  chieftain  is 
lonely  work  after  all — no  coffee-house — no  club — 
no  newspaper.  Hobbins  was  right  enough  in  say 
ing,  '  I  should  soon  tire  ;'  but  tire  or  not,  I  am  too 
proud  to  go  back — no  I  Young  Charles  Hobbins 
shall  marry  Jane  Somers.  I  will  settle  them  here 
for  three  or  four  months  in  the  summer,  and  we  can 
all  go  back  to  his  house  for  the  rest  of  the  year.  A 
real  chieftain  will  be  something  to  look  at  there, 
though,  in  this  cursed  country,  it  does  not  seem  to 
create  much  admiration.  What  can  be  keeping 
sister  Alice  ?  " 

The  gentleman  walked  to  the  window  once 
more,  and,  opening  it  a  little  way,  shouted  "  Angus 
Mohr !  Angus  Mohr  I "  A  feeble  voice  in  a  short 
time  answered  from  the  dilapidated  end  of  the 
building. 
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"Her's  comin' — fat  ta  teil  does  ta  fat  havril 
want  ?  "  Uncertain  steps  not  long  after  sounded 
along  the  creaking  passage  ;  the  door  was  opened, 
and  presented  to  the  impatient  glance  of  the  new 
proprietor  the  visage  of  the  grumbling  Gael.  He 
was  an  old  decrepit  man,  with  bright  ferocious  eyes 
gleaming  through  his  elf-locks.  If  he  had  suc 
ceeded  in  making  a  "  swap "  of  his  habiliments 
with  any  scarecrow  south  of  the  Tay,  he  would 
have  had  by  far  the  best  of  the  bargain,  for  his 
whole  toilet  consisted  in  a  coarse  blue  kilt  or 
petticoat  (for  it  had  none  of  the  checkers  that  give 
a  showy  appearance  to  the  kilt)  ;  his  stocking — for 
he  only  rejoiced  in  one — was  wrinkled  down  almost 
over  his  shoe;  his  coat  was  tattered  and  torn  in 
every  variety  of  raggedness ;  and  the  filth,  which 
was  almost  thick  enough  to  cover  the  glaring  red 
ness  of  his  fortnight's  beard,  showed  that  Angus 
Mohr  took  very  little  interest  in  the  great  question 
about  the  soap  duties.  tl  Fat  d'ye  want,  auld 
man?"  inquired  the  visitor — "bringin'  a  poddy  a' 
this  way  to  hear  yer  havers." 

"  I  merely  wish  to  know,  Angus,  if  there  is  any 
lad  here  you  can  send  to  the  side  of  the  hill  to  see 
if  a  carriage  is  coming  this  way." 

"  Tere's  a  laud  oot  in  the  byre,"  replied  Angus  ; 
"  but  he's  four  score  year  auld,  an'  has  been  teaf 
and  blind  since  they  took  him  to  Inferness  jail  for 
dirking  the  packman — teil  tak  their  sowls  for  pittin 
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an  honest  man  in  ony  such  places — ye  can  pid  him 
gang,  if  ye  like." 

"  Why,  if  he's  deaf  and  blind,  Angus,  he  will  he 
no  great  help." 

"  Ten  gang  yersell ;  petter  that  than  sitting 
filling  yer  pig  wame  wi'  whisky." 

"You  shall  have  a  glass,  Angus,  when  I  have 
tea  brought  in." 

"  An'  little  thanks  for  it  too.  It's  a  small  reward 
for  comin'  a'  this  way  through  the  cauld." 

"  You  may  go  now,"  said  our  fat  friend,  who  was 
now  more  anxious  to  get  quit  of  his  visitor  than  he 
had  been  for  his  appearance. 

"  Teil  a  pit,  teil  a  pit ;  no  without  the  glass  ye 
promised." 

11  Be  off,  sir — be  more  respectful  to  your  su 
periors.  I  am  chief  of  this  clan." 

"  He's  ta  chief!  "  cried  old  Angus,  with  a  laugh 
that  shot  a  chill  into  the  gallant  chieftain's  heart — 
"  he's  ta  chief,  is  he  ?  Hu  !  hu  !  hu  !  " 

"  For  goodness'  sake,  old  man,  go  back  to  your 
own  room.  You  shall  have  a  whole  bottle  ;  I'll 
send  it  to  you  directly." 

"  Mak  it  a  gallon,  an'  I'll  gang.  Mak  it  a  gallon 
— it  will  do  for  twa  days/' 

"  Well,  well,  you  shall  have  a  gallon — only  go/' 
urged  the  now  alarmed  proprietor  j  for  Angus,  per 
ceiving  his  advantage,  went  on  increasing  in  his 
demands,  and  the  self-elected  chief  began  to  perceive 
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that  his  subjects  were  not  so  obedient  as  he  had 
expected ;  and  vague  ideas  of  dirks  and  drownings 
occurred  hurriedly  to  his  mind. 

Angus,  however,  seemed  for  this  time  satisfied  with 
his  prize,  and  resumed  his  way  to  the  lower  regions, 
muttering  and  growling  as  he  went,  as  if  he  had 
been  a  highly  injured  individual,  and  leaving  the  fat 
gentleman  in  a  very  uncomfortable  frame  of  mind. 

"  Savages  !  "  he  murmured  to  himself;  "  by  dad, 
we  shall  all  be  murdered  to  a  certainty.  However, 
when  all  my  own  servants  arrive,  we  shall  turn 
Angus  and  the  blind  old  man  out  of  the  castle,  and 
have  things  a  little  better  managed  than  this.  But 
it  certainly  is  very  strange  my  sister  does  not  come  ! 
Our  new  man,  Copus,  is  a  stout  fellow,  and  would 
keep  this  old  rascal  Angus  in  order." 

"Fat,  in  the  toil's  name,  are  ye  skirlin'  there 
for  ? "  said  the  sharp  voice  of  that  uncourteous 
seneschal,  as  he  put  his  shaggy  head  out  of  the 
glassless  orifice  that  served  as  a  window ;  "  are  we 
a'  teaf,  think  ye  ?  " 

"  Hallo,  old  feller !  "  shouted  the  voice  of  Copus 
in  reply,  "  leave  off  your  hinfernal  jabber,  and  open 
the  door,  will  ye  ?  " 

"  Open't  yersell,  and  be  t — d  till  ye,"  screamed 
the  old  man ;  "  her's  no  servant  o'  your's,  I'm 
thinking." 

"  William,  isn't  there  never  a  bell  ? "  inquired 
Miss  Alice. 
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"  Bell  1  "  re-echoed  Mr  Copus  ;  "  no,  nor  nothing 
else  that  a  gentleman  is  acquainted  with  ;  so  here 
I  thinks,  raa'am,  we  must  stay  all  night,  for  that 
We  waterfall  wont  let  nobody  hear,  and  the  old 
lunatic,  as  peeps  out  of  the  hole  in  the  wall,  don't 
seem  inclined  to  be  civil." 

"  Oh,  for  heaven's  sake,  William,  try  again — 
shout  as  loud  as  you  are  able." 

"Hillo!  hillo!  hillo!" 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  exclaimed  the  voice  of 
the  new  proprietor  himself,  at  the  same  moment 
that  his  head  appeared  at  the  window. 

"  Here  we  are,  sir,"  replied  Copus,  "  half-dead 
with  fear  and  hunger,  and  yet  can't  get  into  our 
own  house  for  love  or  money." 

"  111  open  the  door  myself,"  eaid  the  chieftain, 
and  putting  for  the  nonce  his  newly  acquired  dignity 
into  his  pocket,  he  waddled  through  the  bluster 
ing  passages,  and  turned  the  key  with  his  own 
hand. 

"  And  this,  then,  is  Ben-na-Groich  Castle,"  sighed 
Miss  Alice,  as  at  length  she  entered  the  parlour, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  niece,  and  looking  round 
with  a  dolorous  expression  that  would  have  fur 
nished  a  study  for  a  picture  of  despair. 

"  Even  so/'  replied  her  brother,  with  an  attempt 
at  a  joyous  chuckle  that  died  off  into  a  groan. 

"  Oh,  brother  Ben — since  Ben-na-Groich  you 
insist  on  being  called  —  oh,  brother  Ben,  what 


BEN  NA-GROICH.  91 

tempted  yon  to  buy  sucli  a  place  as  this  ? — in  such 
a  country? — among  such  hideous  people?  " 

"  Partly  a  bad  debt  that  the  late  owner  was  on 
our  books — partly  a  desire  to  be  a  regular  chief, 
and  astonish  the  Huxtables ;  but  cheer  up,  sister, 
things  will  be  better  in  a  day  or  two.  We  shall  all 
put  on  our  tartans — cheer  up  you  too,  niece  Jane, 
Charles  Hobbins  will  be  here  ere  long  ;  I've  got 
some  clothes  ready  for  him  too,  and  intend  to  give 
him  a  black  feather,  and  make  him  as  good  a  downy- 
whistle  as  you  can  desire." 

"Ah,  brother!"  interposed  Miss  Alice,  "that 
would  have  been  all  very  well  a  short  time  ago, 
and  it  would  have  been  delightful  to  see  you  with 
your  henchman,  and  jellies,  and  downy- whistles — 
but  'tis  too  late  now.  Oh,  brother !  we  are  doomed 
to  destruction.  Copus  will  tell  you  what  he  has 
seen  this  very  day." 

"Why,  what  has  he  seen? — a  ghost?  they  are 
wery  superstitious,  and  believe  in  the  second  sight." 

"Oh,  first  sight  is  quite  enough  for  us.  I  saw 
them  myself,  though  they  were  at  such  a  distance, 
I  confess,  I  took  them  for  a  flock  of  sheep." 

"  Who  ? — what  was  it  you  saw  ? — speak,  Copus." 
Thus  adjured,  our  travelled  friend,  with  a  face  from 
which  the  expression  of  alarm  had  not  yet  entirely 
subsided,  commenced  his  narrative. 

"  This  morning,  sir,  when  we  first  changed  'osses, 
I  gets  off  the  rumble,  sir,  and  leaves  Mariar  by  her- 
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self.  I  goes  into  the  small  house  while  the  cattle 
was  a-coming — a  lonely  place,  sir,  in  the  midst  of 
a  moor,  sir — and  says  I  to  the  landlady,  says  I, 
1  here's  a  fine  day,  says  I.' 

"  '  Make  the  most  of  it,'  says  she,  'you  bid  fair 
never  to  see  another.' 

"'You're  wery  purlite/  says  I;  'I  don't  think 
I'm  in  a  dying  condition/ 

"  '  You  carry  your  death-sentence  at  your  breast/ 
says  she,  in  a  hollow  voice,  like  a  drum  with  a 
hoarseness. 

"  '  What  do  you  elude  to,'  says  I? — and  looking 
at  my  breast,  sir,  I  seed  nothing  in  life  but  this 
here  watch-ribbon  as  you  gived  me,  of  your  own 
tartan,  you  know,  sir. 

"  '  Why  wear  ye  the  badge  of  the  doomed  Ben- 
na-Groich  ? '  says  she  ;  '  know  you  not  that  his  web 
is  spun?' 

"  '  There  you're  misinformed,'  says  I,  ma'am ; 
'  they're  all  done  by  machinery.' 

"  '  Fool,'  says  she,  quite  in  a  passion,  '  you've  put 
yourself  under  a  ruined  wall,  and  will  be  crashed 
to  the  dust  by  the  tumble.' 

"  '  Wrong  again,'  says  I,  'for  master  1ms  had  the 
whole  building  repaired/ 

"  '  Blind  mole,  you  will  take  no  warning ;  perhaps 
because  you  don't  believe — see  there  ! '  And  when 
I  looked  in  to  where  she  pointed,  sure  enough  I  sees 
ten  or  a  dozen  stout  chaps  all  a-sharping  of  their 
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swords  upon  great  grinding-stones,  at  the  other  end 
of  the  house. 

"  <  What's  all  them  fellows  arter?  '  says  I. 

"  '  Blood/  says  she. 

"  {  Blood  and  wounds  I '  says  I,  '  I  never  beared 
such  a  woman.  'Gleet,  at  Oxford,  hearing  of  an  old 
Koman  Catholic  lady  they  called  the  Civil,  as  spoke 
in  that  'ere  fashion,  and  was  a  dealer  in  books  and 
stationery,  but,  cuss  me,  if  you  doesn't  beat  her 
hollow.  Whose  blood  do  you  mean,  ma'am  ? ' 

"  '  His  who  calls  himself  Ben-na-Groich.'  " 

"  Oh,  brother  Thomas,  did  you  ever  hear  of  the 
like  ?  "  shuddered  Miss  Alice. 

"A  witch,"  said  the  gentleman  thus  appealed  to, 
with  a  very  unsuccessful  effort  to  appear  disdainful. 
"  What  more,  Copus  ? — did  she  say  anything  else?'' 

"  Lots  more,  but  I've  nearly  forgotten  it." 

"  How  long  did  this  detain  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  kept  us  waiting  three  or  four  hours," 
interposed  Miss  Alice ;  "  and  when  he  came  out,  he 
couldn't  have  been  more  unsteady  if  he  had  been 
a-drinking." 

"Yes,  indeed,  sir,"  added  Maria,  "his  manners 
has  been  wery  extraordinary  ever  since;  he  has 
been  either  singing  songs  or  sleeping  the  whole 
way  here." 

"  The  interview  was  a  very  strange  one.  Did 
any  one  else  see  the  ten  or  twelve  men?"  inquired 
the  chief. 
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"  I  seed  one  of  them,  sir/'  replied  Maria — "  a  tall, 
handsome  gentleman,  in  a  green  frock  coat.  He 
went  towards  a  horse  that  was  tied  near  a  stack  of 
fuel,  just  at  the  moment  Copus  came  out." 

"  Indeed  ?     Did  you  see  him,  Copus  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes.  I  saw  a  figure  something  as  she 
describes  it.  He  is  the  surest  sign,  the  wild  woman 
said,  of  something  awful ;  they  calls  him  Kickan- 
drubb." 

"  How  strange  !  "  repeated  the  chieftain,  for  the 
hundredth  time — "  a  regular  conspiracy,  and  nobody 
here  to  defend  us.  The  old  tiger  down-stairs, 
Angus  Mohr,  would  be  the  first  to  kill  us  if  he  could, 
and  what  is  to  become  of  us,  Heaven  only  knows." 

"  Better  let  the  horses  stay  at  the  door,  sir ;  the 
carriage  may  be  useful,"  suggested  Copus. 

"  There's  no  time  to  be  lost,  indeed,"  replied  the 
master ;  "  but  yet  what  would  be  the  use  of  flying  ? 
We  are  safer  here  than  on  the  road/' 

"No,    no;    let   us    go,   brother    Ben  —  brother" 
Thomas,  I  mean — for  do  you  know  that  Fash-na- 
Cairn  has  vowed  he'll  have  your  life  ?  " 

"  Who  the  devil  is  Fash-na-Cairn  ?  I  never  did 
him  any  harm." 

"  But  his  clan  has  been  opposed  to  Ben-na-Groich 
for  hundreds  of  years.  Hell  murder  you — and  me  I 
— oh  dear !  oh  dear !  he'll  force  me  to  be  Mrs  Fash- 
na-Cairn  !  "  Here  Miss  Alice,  overcome  by  her  hor 
rible  imaginings,  covered  her  face  with  her  hands; 
but  whether  she  wept  or  not  history  does  not  record. 
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"  Will  ye  no  let  a  poddy  sleep,  and  be  d — d  till 
ye  ?  "  again  screamed  the  shrill  voice  of  Angus 
Mohr;  "hoo  mony  mair  o'  ye  southron  pmtes  is 
coming  yammering  to  the  door  ?  " 

No  answer,  apparently,  was  given  to  this  inquiry, 
for  it  was  renewed  with  bitterer  tones  than  before. 

"  Fat's  a'  this  o't? — wi'  swords  and  targets,  an' 
the  Stuart  stripe  in  yer  plaids.  Are  ye  come  to 
harry  ta  auld  fat  man?  huigh !  hurra!  Cot,  an 
Angus  had  a  dirk  himsell,  he'd  pit  it  up  to  the 
handle  in  ta  fat  cairl's  wame." 

While  these  words  of  encouragement  or  inquiry 
were  issuing  from  the  wrathful  native,  a  hurry  of 
steps  was  heard  upon  the  stairs— the  clank  of  steel, 
as  if  of  the  crossing  of  swords,  sounded  in  the 
passage,  and  with  a  shout,  Fash-na-Cairn !  Fash-na- 
Cairn!  the  parlour  door  was  burst  open,  and  six 
wild  figures  in  the  full  Highland  costume  rushed  in 
upon  the  deliberations  of  the  new  chieftain  and  his 
household.  One  of  the  party  seized  the  arm  of 
Aunt  Alice  ;  another,  with  a  flat-sided  blow  of  his 
claymore,  laid  our  heroic  friend  Copus  quietly  on 
the  floor  •  a  third  took  Jane  Somers  by  the  hand  as 
she  sat  retired  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  and  kept 
guard  over  her  during  the  whole  of  the  scene  ; 
while  the  others  placed  themselves  opposite  the 
astonished  Ben-na-Groich  himself,  and  pointed  their 
weapons  at  his  throat  without  saying  a  word. 

"What  do  you  want,  gentlemen?"  said  that 
individual,  with  a  tremor  in  his  voice  that  revealed 
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the  conflict  within.  "  I'll  give  you  a  cheque  for  as 
much  as  you  require — fix  your  own  price  !  What 
shall  it  be  ?  " 

"  Eevenge  ! "  said  a  hollow  voice,  proceeding 
from  the  chief  of  the  party.  "  I  have  you  now  in 
my  power — the  first  time  after  a  search  of  eight 
hundred  years." 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  I  never  did  you  a  mis 
chief;  if  I  did,  I'm  willing  to  pay  damages,  assessed 
by  your  own  surveyor." 

"  Your  ancestor,  Fin  of  the  crooked  finger,  stab 
bed  my  ancestor,  Kenneth  of  the  flat  nose,  as  he 
dined  with  him  in  this  hall  in  the  reign  of  Fergus 
the  First — give  me  back  his  blood." 

"  Can't,  indeed — haven't  a  drop  of  it,,  or  any  one 
else's  blood ;  but  I  will  pay  the  worth  of  it — only 
spare  my  life." 

"  Fash-na-Cairn  may  spare,  but  on  one  condition 
— you  have  a  sister." 

"  Oh  no,  indeed  he  hasn't,  sir,"  said  Miss  Alice, 
"  she  died  when  she  was  quite  a  baby." 

"  Speak,  dog,"  said  the  ruthless  Fash-na-Cairn, 
kicking  Copus  as  he  lay  on  the  carpet ;  "  who  is  the 
sister  of  Ben-na-Groich  ?  " 

"  That  'ere  middle-aged  lady  with  the  red  nose. 
That's  our  Miss  Alice." 

"  She  must  be  Fash-na- Cairn's  bride,  or  the 
wolfs  skin  must  cover  Ben-na-Groich." 

"  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,"  sighed  the  disconsolate  lady ; 
"  will  nothing  do  but  that  ?  " 
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"  Even  that  won't  save  him — I  see  another 
maiden." 

"  Oh,  I'm  sure  you  are  quite  welcome  to  Jane 
Somers,"  said  Miss  Alice  ;  "  my  brother  will  give 
his  consent  directly — won't  you,  Thomas  ?  " 

"  Say  the  word,  and  I  give  you  the  hand  of  friend 
ship." 

"  What  word  ?  "  asked  the  sorely  puzzled  Ben-na- 
Groich ;  "  I  will  say  whatever  is  needful." 

"  Does  the  maiden  herself  consent  ? — Bring  hither 
the  fair  one  of  the  hill." 

Jane  Somers  was  brought  forward  by  her  guard 

"  Now,  Jane,"  began  the  Chieftain,  "  this  here 
gentleman,  Mr  Fash-na-Cairn,  is  anxious  to  marry 
some  one  of  my  family — are  you  disposed  to  save  me 
from  murder  and  robbery  by  giving  him  your  hand  ?  " 

"  To  save  you,  my  dear  uncle,  from  anything 
unpleasant,  there  is  no  sacrifice  I  would  not  make." 

"  There's  a  dear,  good  girl/'  cried  the  Chieftain, 
delighted.  "  Take  her ;  you  are  very  welcome ; 
and  when  I  get  home,  which  will  be  in  three  days 
from  this  time,  I  will  send  you  some  marriage 
presents.  If  you  have  any  fancy  for  this  estate, 
you  shall  have  it  a  bargain ;  in  the  mean  time  let 
the  rest  of  us  get  into  the  carnage,  and  be  off  as 
fast  as  we  can.  Come,  Copus,  get  up,  you  lazy 
hound — we  must  be  off." 

"  Off  or  not  off,  sir,  I  doesn't  budge  a  foot.  I 
stays  with  my  young  missus." 
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"  Very  well,  only  let  us  out  of  the  house."  While 
preparations  were  making  for  a  rapid  retreat,  one  of 
the  brigands  went  up  to  Jane  Somers  and  whispered, 
"  my  carriage  is  waiting  on  the  bridge.  Lady  Tey- 
sham,  and  the  other  ladies  at  my  shooting-box, 
expect  us  every  moment ;  so  be  under  no  alarm/' 

Jane  bowed  her  head  and  yielded  to  her  destiny, 
and  since  that  time  has  been  as  happy  a  specimen 
of  the  married  life  as  is  often  to  be  met  with.  Ben- 
na-Groich,  on  finding  out  the  hoax,  was  too  much 
afraid  of  the  ridicule  of  his  friends  to  make  it  public ; 
and  to  this  hour,  Aunt  Alice  tells  the  most  wondrous 
tales  of  the  lawlessness  of  the  Highlands,  and  the 
blood-thirstiness  and  revenge  characteristic  of  a 
Scottish  Chieftain.  "  Only  to  think  of  people 
cherishing  a  resentment  for  nearly  a  thousand  years, 
and  only  satisfying  it  at  last  by  marriage  or  murder. 
Oh,  Mrs  Bobbins,  never  believe  what  people  says 
when  they  talk  to  you  about  the  foodie  system — 
the  starvation  system  would  be  a  much  better  name 
for  it,  for  the  whole  country  is  made  of  nothing  but 
heath,  and  the  gentlemen's  clothes  is  no  covering 
from  the  cold ;  and  besides  all  that,  they  are  indeli 
cate  to  a  degree  I  " 
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THE  SUKVEYOB'S  TALE. 

BY  PROFESSOR  AYTOUN. 

I  MAG  A.    APRIL  1846. 

GOOD  resolutions  are,  like  glass,  manufactured 
for  the  purpose  of  being  broken.  Immediately 
after  my  marriage,  I  registered  in  the  books  of  my 
conscience  a  very  considerable  vow  against  any 
future  interference  with  the  railway  system.  The 
Biggleswade  speculation  had  turned  out  so  well 
that  I  thought  it  unsafe  to  pursue  my  fortune  any 
further.  The  incipient  gambler,  I  am  told,  always 
gains,  through  the  assistance  of  a  nameless  person 
age  who  shuffles  the  cards  a  great  deal  oftener  than 
many  materialists  suppose.  Nevertheless,  there  is 
always  a  day  of  retribution. 

I  wish  I  had  adhered  to  my  original  orthodox  de 
termination.    During  the  whole  period  of  the  honey- 
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moon,  I  remained  blameless  as  to  shares.  Uncle 
Scripio  relinquished  the  suggestion  of  " dodges" 
in  despair.  He  was,  as  usual,  brimful  of  projects, 
making  money  by  the  thousand,  and  bearing  or 
bulling,  as  the  case  might  be,  -with  genuine  Ame 
rican  enthusiasm.  I  believe  he  thought  me  a  fool 
for  remaining  so  easily  contented,  and  very  soon 
manifested  no  further  symptom  of  his  consciousness 
of  my  existence  than  by  transmitting  mo  regularly 
a  copy  of  the  Railway  Gazette,  with  some  mysterious 
pencil-markings  at  the  list  of  prices,  which  I  pre 
sume  he  intended  for  my  guidance  in  the  case  of  an 
alteration  of  sentiment.  For  some  time  I  never 
looked  at  them.  When  a  man  is  newly  married,  he 
has  a  great  many  other  things  to  think  of.  Mary 
bad  a  decided  genius  for  furniture,  and  used  to 
pester  me  perpetually  with  damask  curtains,  carved- 
wood  chairs,  gilt  lamps,  and  a  whole  wilderness  of 
household  paraphernalia,  about  which,  in  common 
courtesy,  I  was  compelled  to  affect  an  interest. 
Now,  to  a  man  like  myself,  who  never  had  any  fancy 
for  upholstery,  this  sort  of  thing  is  very  tiresome. 
My  wife  might  have  furnished  the  drawing-room 
after  the  pattern  of  the  Cham  of  Tartary's  for  any 
thing  I  cared,  provided  she  had  left  me  in  due  ignor 
ance  of  the  proceeding  ;  but  I  was  not  allowed  to 
escape  so  comfortably.  I  looked  over  carpet-pat 
terns  and  fancy  papers  innumerable,  mused  upon  all 
manner  of  bell-pulls,  and  gave  judgment  between 
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conflicting  rugs,  until  the  task  became  such  a  nui 
sance  that  I  was  fain  to  take  refuge  in  the  sacred 
sanctuary  of  my  club.  Young  women  should  be  par 
ticularly  careful  against  boring  an  accommodating 
spouse.  Of  all  places  in  the  world,  a  club  is  the 
surest  focus  of  speculation.  You  meet  gentlemen 
there  who  hold  stock  in  every  line  in  the  kingdom 
— directors,  committee-men,  and  even  crack  engin 
eers.  I  defy  you  to  continue  an  altogether  unin 
terested  auditor  of  the  fascinating  intelligence  of 
Mammon.  In  less  than  a  week  my  vow  was  broken, 
and  a  new  liaison  commenced  with  the  treacherous 
Delilah  of  scrip.  As  nine-tenths  of  my  readers 
have  been  playing  the  same  identical  game  towards 
the  close  of  last  year,  it  would  be  idle  to  recount  to 
them  the  various  vicissitudes  of  the  market.  It  is 
a  sore  subject  with  most  of  us — a  regular  undeni 
able  case  of  "  infandum  regina."  The  only  comfort 
is,  that  our  fingers  were  simultaneously  burned. 

Amongst  other  transactions,  I  had  been  induced 
by  my  old  friend  Cutts,  now  in  practice  as  an  inde 
pendent  engineer,  to  apply  for  a  large  allocation  of 
shares  in  the  Slopperton  Valley,  a  very  spirited  un 
dertaking,  for  which  the  Saxon  (as  we  used  to  call 
him)  was  engaged  to  invent  the  gradients.  This 
occurred  about  the  commencement  of  the  great 
Potato  Revolution — an  event  which  I  apprehend 
will  be  long  remembered  by  the  squirearchy  and 
shareholders  of  these  kingdoms.  The  money-market 
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was  beginning  to  exhibit  certain  symptoms  of  tight 
ness;  premiums  were  melting  perceptibly  away,  and 
new  schemes  were  in  diminished  favour.  Under 
these  circumstances,  the  Provisional  Committee  of 
the  Slopperton  Valley  Company  were  beneficent 
enough  to  gratify  my  wishes  to  the  full,  and  ac 
corded  to  me  the  large  privilege  of  three  hundred 
original  shares.  Two  months  earlier  this  would 
have  been  equivalent  to  a  fortune — as  it  was,  I  must 
own  that  my  gratitude  was  hardly  commensurate  to 
the  high  generosity  of  the  donors.  I  am  not  sure 
that  I  did  not  accompany  the  receipt  of  my  letter 
of  allocation  with  certain  expletives  by  no  means 
creditable  to  the  character  of  the  projectors — at  all 
events,  I  began  to  look  with  a  milder  eye  upon  the 
atrocities  of  Pennsylvanian  repudiation.  However, 
as  the  crash  was  by  no  means  certain,  my  sanguine 
temperament  overcame  me,  and  in  a  fit  of  temporary 
derangement  I  paid  the  deposit. 

In  the  ensuing  week  the  panic  became  general. 
Capel- court  was  deserted  by  its  herd — Liverpool  in  a 
fearful  state  of  commercial  coma — Glasgow  trembling 
throughout  its  Gorbals — and  Edinburgh  paralytic- 
ally  shaking.  The  grand  leading  doctrine  of  political 
economy  once  more  was  recognised  as  a  truth  :  tho 
supply  exorbitantly  exceeded  the  demand,  and  there 
were  no  buyers.  The  daily  share-list  became  a  far 
more  pathetic  document  in  my  eyes  than  the  Sorrows 
of  Werter.  The  circular  of  my  brokers,  Messrs 
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Tine  and  Transfer,  contained  a  tragedy  more  woful 
than  any  of  the  conceptions  of  Shakespeare — the 
agonies  of  blighted  love  are  a  joke  compared  with 
those  of  baffled  avarice  ;  and  of  all  kinds  of  con 
sumption,  that  of  the  purse  is  the  most  severe. 
One  circumstance,  however,  struck  me  as  somewhat 
curious.  Neither  in  share-list  nor  circular  could  I 
find  any  mention  made  of  the  Slopperton  Valley. 
It  seemed  to  have  risen  like  an  exhalation,  and  to 
have  departed  in  similar  silence.  This  boded  ill 
for  the  existence  of  the  £750  I  had  so  idiotically 
invested,  the  recuperation  whereof,  in  whole  or  in 
part,  became  the  subject  of  my  nightly  meditations ; 
and  as  correspondence  in  such  matters  is  usually 
unsatisfactory,  I  determined  to  start  personally  in 
search  of  my  suspended  deposit. 

I  did  not  know  a  single  individual  of  the  Slopper 
ton  Provisional  Committee,  but  I  was  well  enough 
acquainted  with  Cutts,  whose  present  residence  was 
in  a  midland  county  of  England,  where  the  work 
of  railway  construction  was  going  actively  forward. 
As  I  drove  into  the  town  where  the  Saxon  had 
established  his  headquarters,  I  saw  with  feelings  of 
peculiar  disgust  immense  gangs  of  cut-throat-look 
ing  fellows — "the  navvies  of  the  nations,"  as  Alfred 
Tennyson  calls  them — busy  at  their  embankments, 
absorbing  capital  at  an  alarming  ratio,  and  utterly 
indifferent  to  the  state  of  the  unfortunate  share 
holders  then  writhing  under  the  pressure  of  calls. 
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Philanthropy  is  a  very  easy  thing  when  our  own 
circumstances  are  prosperous,  but  a  turn  of  the 
wheel  of  fortune  gives  a  different  complexion  to 
our  views.  If  I  had  been  called  upon  two  months 
earlier  to  pronounce  an  oration  upon  the  vast  bene 
fits  of  general  employment  and  high  wages,  I  should 
have  launched  out  con  amore.  Now,  the  spectacle 
which  I  beheld  suggested  no  other  idea  than  that 
of  an  enormous  cheese  fast  hastening  to  decompo 
sition  and  decay  beneath  the  nibbling  of  myriads 
of  mites. 

I  found  Cutts  in  his  apartment  of  the  hotel  in 
the  unmolested  enjoyment  of  a  cigar.  He  seemed 
fatter,  and  a  little  more  red  in  the  gills,  than  when 
I  saw  him  last,  otherwise  there  was  no  perceptible 
difference. 

"Hallo,  old  fellow!"  cried  the  Saxon,  pitching 
away  a  pile  of  estimates  ;  "  what  the  mischief  has 
brought  you  up  here  ?  Waiter — a  bottle  of  sherry  I 
You  wouldn't  prefer  something  hot  at  this  hour  of 
the  morning,  would  you?" 

"  Certainly  not." 

"Ay — you're  a  married  man  now.  How's  old 
Morgan  ?  Lord  1  what  fun  we  had  at  Shrewsbury 
when  I  helped  you  to  your  wife !" 

"  So  far  as  I  recollect,  Mr  Cutts,  you  nearly 
finished  that  business.  But  I  want  to  have  a  seri 
ous  talk  with  you  about  other  matters.  What  has 
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become  of  that  confounded  Slopperton  Valley,  for 
which  you  were  engineer?" 

"  Slopperton  Valley !  Haven't  you  heard  about 
it  ?  The  whole  concern  was  wound  up  about  three 
weeks  ago.  Take  a  glass  of  wine." 

{ '  Wound  up  ?  Why,  this  is  most  extraordinary. 
I  never  received  any  circular  1" 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  said  Cutts,  very  coolly. 
"  That's  precisely  what  I  said  to  old  Hasherton, 
the  chairman,  the  day  after  the  secretary  bolted.  I 
told  him  he  should  send  round  notice  to  the  fellows 
at  a  distance,  warning  them  not  to  cash  up ;  but 
it  seems  that  the  list  of  subscribers  had  gone 
amissing,  and  so  the  thing  was  left  to  rectify 
itself." 

"  Bolted !  You  don't  mean  Mr  Glanders,  of  the 
respectable  firm  of  Glanders  and  Co.  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do.  I  wonder  you  have  not  heard 
of  it.  That  comes  of  living  in  a  confounded  country 
where  there  are  neither  breeches  nor  newspapers — - 
help  yourself — and  no  direct  railway  communica 
tion.  Glanders  bolted  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  I 
can  tell  you  that  I  thought  myself  very  lucky  in 
getting  hold  of  as  much  of  the  deposits  as  cleared 
my  preliminary  expenses." 

"  Cutts — are  you  serious?  " 

"  Perfectly.  But  what's  the  use  of  making  a  row 
about  it  ?  You  look  as  grim  as  if  there  was  verjuico. 
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in  the  sherry.  You  ought  to  thank  your  stars  that 
the  thing  was  put  a  stop  to  so  soon." 

"  Why — didn't  you  recommend  me  to  apply  for 
shares  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  did,  and  I  wonder  you  don't  feel 
grateful  for  the  advice.  Everybody  thought  they 
would  have  come  out  at  a  high  premium.  I  would 
not  have  taken  six  pounds  for  them  in  the  month 
of  September ;  but  this  infernal  potato  business 
has  brought  on  the  panic,  and  nobody  will  table  a 
shilling  for  any  kind  of  new  stock.  It  was  a  lucky 
thing  for  us  that  we  got  a  kind  of  hint  to  draw  in 
our  horns  in  time." 

"And  pray,  since  the  concern  is  wound  up,  as 
you  say,  how  much  of  our  deposit-money  will  bo 
returned  ?  " 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  said  Cutts,  with  singu 
larly  elaborate  articulation — "You  don't  mean  to  say 
that  you  were  such  an  inconceivable  ass  as  to  pay 
up  your  letter  of  allotment  ?  Well,  I  never  heard  of 
such  a  piece  of  deliberate  infatuation  !  Why,  man, 
a  blacksmith  with  half  an  eye  must  have  seen  that 
the  game  was  utterly  up  a  week  before  the  calls 
were  due.  I  don't  think  there  is  a  single  man  out 
of  Scotland  who  would  have  made  such  a  fool  of 
himself;  indeed,  so  far  as  I  know,  nobody  cashed 
up  except  a  dozen  old  women  who  knew  nothing 
about  the  matter,  and  ten  landed  proprietors,  who 
expected  compensation,  and  deserved  to  be  done 
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accordingly.  You  need  not  look  as  though  you 
meditated  razors.  The  Biggleswade  profits  will 
pay  for  this  more  than  thirty  times  over." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Cutts,"  said  I  in  a  paroxysm, 
"  this  is  a  most  nefarious  transaction,  and  I'm 
hanged  if  I  don't  take  the  law  with  every  one  con 
nected  with  it.  I'll  make  an  example  of  that  fellow 
Hasherton,  and  the  whole  body  of  the  committee/' 

"Just  as  you  like,"  replied  the  imperturbable  Cutts. 
"  You're  a  lawyer,  and  the  best  judge  of  those  sort 
of  things.  I  may,  however,  as  well  inform  you  that 
Hasherton  went  into  the  Gazette  last  week,  and 
that  you  won't  find  another  member  of  the  com 
mittee  at  this  moment  within  the  four  seas  of  Great 
Britain." 

"  And  pray,  may  I  ask  how  you  came  to  be  con 
nected  with  so  discreditable  a  project?  Do  you 
know  that  it  is  enough  to  blast  your  own  reputation 
forever?" 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  the  Saxon, 
commencing  another  cigar.  "  I  look  to  the  matter 
of  employment,  and  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
character  of  my  clients,  beyond  ascertaining  their 
means  of  liquidating  my  account.  The  committee 
required  the  assistance  of  a  first-rate  engineer,  and 
I  flatter  myself  they  could  hardly  have  made  a  more 
unexceptionable  selection.  But  what's  the  use  of 
looking  sulky  about  it  ?  You  can't  help  yourself  j 
and,  after  all,  what's  the  amount  of  your  loss  ?  A 
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parcel  of  pound-notes  that  would  have  lain  rotting 
in  the  bank  had  you  not  put  them  into  circulation  I 
Cheer  up,  Fred,  you've  made  at  least  one  individual 
very  happy.  Glanders  is  going  it  in  New  York. 
I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  half  your  deposit-money 
is  already  invested  in  mint-juleps,  gin-slirigs,  and 
sherry-cobblers." 

"It  is  very  easy  for  you  to  talk,  Mr  Cutts,"  said 
I,  with  considerable  acrimony.  "  Tour  account,  at 
all  events,  appears  to  have  been  paid.  Doubtless 
you  looked  sharply  after  that.  I  cannot  help  put 
ting  my  own  construction  upon  the  conduct  of  a 
gentleman  who  makes  a  direct  profit  out  of  the  mis 
fortunes  of  his  friends." 

"  You  affect  me  deeply,"  said  Cutts,  applying 
himself  diligently  to  the  decanter ;  "  but  you  don't 
drink.  Do  you  know  you  put  me  a  good  deal  in 
mind  of  Macready  ?  Did  you  ever  hear  him  in 
Lear, 

'  How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  thanks  it  is 
To  have  a  toothless  child  ? ' 

You're  remarkably  unjust,  Fred,  as  you  will  ac 
knowledge  in  your  cooler  moments.  I  am  hurt  by 
your  ingratitude — I  am,"  and  the  sympathising 
engineer  buried  his  face  in  the  folds  of  a  Bandana 
handkerchief. 

I  knew,  by  old  experience,  that  it  was  of  no  use 
to  get  into  a  rage  with  Cutts.  After  all,  I  had  no 
tenable  ground  of  complaint  against  him ;  for  the 


THE  SURVEYOR'S  TALE.  11 

payment  of  the  deposit-money  was  my  own  deliber 
ate  act,  and  it  was  no  fault  of  his  that  the  shares 
were  not  issued  at  a  premium.  I  therefore  con 
trived  to  swallow,  as  I  best  could,  my  indignation, 
though  it  was  no  easy  matter.  Seven  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  is  a  serious  sum,  and  would  have  gone 
a  long  way  towards  the  furnishing  of  a  respectable 
domicile. 

I  believe  that  Cutts,  though  he  never  allowed 
himself  to  exhibit  a  symptom  of  ordinary  regret, 
was  internally  annoyed  at  the  confounded  scrape 
in  which  I  was  landed  by  following  his  advice.  At 
all  events  he  soon  ceased  comporting  himself  after 
the  manner  of  the  comforters  of  Job,  and  finally 
undertook  to  look  after  my  interest  in  case  any 
fragment  of  the  deposits  could  be  rescued  from  the 
hands  of  the  Philistines.  I  have  since  had  a  letter 
from  him  with  the  information  that  he  has  recovered 
a  hundred  pounds — a  friendly  exertion  which  shall 
be  duly  acknowledged  so  soon  as  I  receive  a  remit 
tance,  which,  however,  has  not  yet  come  to  hand. 

By  the  time  we  had  finished  the  sherry,  I  was 
restored,  if  not  to  good-humour,  at  least  to  a  state 
of  passive  resignation.  The  Saxon  gave  strict 
orders  that  ho  was  to  be  denied  to  everybody,  and 
made  some  incoherent  proposals  about  "making  a 
forenoon  of  it,"  which,  however,  1  peremptorily  de 
clined. 

"  It's  a  very  hard  thing,"  said  Cutts.  "  but  I  see 
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it's  an  invariable  rule  that  matrimony  and  good* 
fellowship  can  never  go  together.  You're  not  half 
the  brick  you  used  to  be,  Fred ;  but  I  suppose  it 
can't  be  helped.  There's  a  degree  of  slow-coachiness 
about  you  which  I  take  to  be  peculiarly  distressing, 
and  if  you  don't  take  care  it  will  become  a  confirmed 
habit." 

"Seven  hundred  and  fifty  pounds — what!  all 
my  pretty  chickens  and  their " 

"  Don't  swear  !  it's  a  highly  immoral  practice. 
At  all  events  you'll  dine  with  me  to-day  at  six. 
You  shall  have  as  much  claret  as  you  can  conscien 
tiously  desire,  and,  for  company,  I  have  got  the 
queerest  fellow  here  you  ever  set  eyes  on.  You 
used  to  pull  the  long  bow  with  considerable  effect, 
but  this  chap  beats  you  hollow." 

"  Who  is  he?" 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  He  calls  himself  Leopold 
Young  Mandeville — is  a  surveyor  by  trade,  and  has 
been  working  abroad  at  some  outlandish  line  or 
another  for  the  last  two  years.  He  is  a  very  fair 
hand  at  the  compasses,  and  so  I  have  got  him  here 
by  way  of  assistant.  You  may  think  him  rather 
dull  at  first,  but  wait  till  he  has  finished  a  pint,  and 
I'm  shot  if  he  don't  astonish  you.  Now,  if  you  will 
have  nothing  more,  we  may  as  well  go  out,  and 
take  a  ride  by  way  of  appetiser." 

At  six  o'clock  I  received  the  high  honour  of  an 
introduction  to  Mr  Young  Mandeville.  As  I  really 
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consider  this  gentleman  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
personages  of  the  era  in  which  we  live,  I  may  per 
haps  be  excused  if  I  assume  the  privilege  of  an 
acquaintance,  and  introduce  him  also  to  the  reader. 
The  years  of  Mr  Mandeville  could  hardly  have  ex 
ceeded  thirty.  His  stature  was  considerably  above 
the  average  of  mankind,  and  would  have  been 
greater  save  for  the  geometrical  curvature  of  his 
lower  extremities,  which  gave  him  all  the  appear 
ance  of  a  walking  parenthesis.  His  hair  was  black 
and  streaky  ;  his  complexion  atrabilious ;  his  voice 
slightly  raucous,  like  that  of  a  tragedian  contending 
with  a  cold.  The  eye  was  a  very  fine  one — that  is, 
the  right  eye — for  the  other  optic  was  evidently 
internally  damaged,  and  shone  with  an  opalescent 
lustre.  There  was  a  kind  of  native  dignity  about 
the  man  which  impressed  me  favourably,  notwith 
standing  the  reserved  manner  in  which  he  ex 
changed  the  preliminary  courtesies. 

Cutts  did  the  honours  of  the  table  with  his  usual 
alacrity.  The  dinner  was  a  capital  one,  and  the 
wine  not  only  abundant  but  unexceptionable.  At 
first,  however,  the  conversation  flowed  but  languidly. 
My  spirits  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  appalling 
intelligence  of  the  morning ;  nor  could  I  help  re 
flecting,  with  a  certain  uneasiness,  upon  the  recep 
tion  I  was  sure  to  meet  with  from  certain  brethren 
in  the  Outer  House,  to  whom,  in  a  moment  of  rash 
confidence,  I  had  intrusted  the  tale  of  my  dilemma. 
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I  abhor  roasting  in  my  own  person,  and  yet  I  knew 
I  should  have  enough  of  it.  Mandeville  eat  on 
steadily,  like  one  labouring  under  the  conviction 
that  he  thereby  performed  a  good  and  meritorious 
action,  and  scorning  to  mix  up  extraneous  matter 
with  the  main  object  of  his  exertions.  The  Saxon 
awaited  his  time,  and  steadily  circulated  the  cham 
pagne. 

Wo  all  got  more  loquacious  after  the  cloth  was 
removed.  A  good  dinner  reconciles  one  amazingly 
to  the  unhappy  chances  of  our  lot ;  and,  before  the 
first  bottle  was  emptied,  I  had  tacitly  forgiven  every 
one  of  the  Provisional  Committee  of  the  Slopperton 
Railway  Company,  with  the  exception  of  the  villan- 
ous  Glanders,  who,  for  anything  I  knew,  might,  at 
that  moment,  be  transatlantically  regaling  himself 
at  my  particular  expense.  His  guilt  was  of  course 
inexpiable.  Mandeville,  having  eat  like  an  ogre, 
began  to  drink  like  a  dromedary.  Both  the  dark 
and  the  opalescent  eye  sparkled  witli  unusual  fire, 
and  with  a  sigh  of  philosophic  fervour  he  unbut 
toned  the  extremities  of  his  waistcoat. 

"  Help  yourselves,  my  boys,"  said  the  jovial 
Cutts  ;  "  there's  lots  of  time  before  us  between  this 
and  the  broiled  bones.  By  Jove,  I'm  excessively 
thirsty  1  I  say,  Mandeville,  were  you  ever  in  Scot 
land  ?  I  hear  great  things  of  the  claret  there." 

"  I  never  had  that  honour,"  replied  Mr  Young 
Mandeville,  "  which  I  particularly  regret,  for  I 
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have  a  high — may  I  say  the  highest  ? — respect  for 
that  intelligent  country,  and  indeed  claim  a  remote 
connection  with  it.  I  admire  the  importance  which 
Scotsmen  in  variably  attach  to  pure  blood  and  an 
cient  descent.  It  is  a  proof,  Mr  Cutts,  that  with 
them  the  principles  of  chivalry  are  not  extinct,  and 
that  the  honours  which  should  be  paid  to  birth 
alone,  are  not  indiscriminately  lavished  upon  the 
mere  acquisition  of  wealth." 

"  Which  means,  I  suppose,  that  a  lot  of  rubbishy 
ancestors  is  better  than  a  fortune  in  the  funds. 
Well — every  man  according  to  his  own  idea.  I 
am  particularly  glad  to  say,  that  I  understand  no 
nonsense  of  the  kind.  There's  Fred,  however,  will 
keep  you  in  countenance.  Ho  says — but  I'll  be 
hanged  if  I  believe  it — that  he  is  descended  from 
some  old  king  or  another,  who  lived  before  the  in 
vention  of  breeches." 

"  Cutts— don't  be  a  fool  1 " 

"  Oh,  by  Jove,  it's  quite  true  1 "  said  the  irreve 
rent  Saxon;  "you  used  to  tell  me  about  it  every 
night  when  you  were  half-seas  over  at  Shrewsbury. 
It  was  capital  fun  to  hear  you,  about  the  mixing  of 
the  ninth  tumbler." 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  Mr  Mandeville,  with  an 
appearance  of  intense  interest — "do  you  indeed 
reckon  kindred  with  the  royal  family  of  Scotland  ? 
I  have  a  particular  reason  personal  to  myself  in  the 
inquiry." 
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"  Why,  if  you  really  want  to  know  about  it,"  said 
I,  looking,  I  suppose,  especially  foolish,  for  Cutts 
was  evidently  trotting  me  out,  and  I  more  than 
half  suspected  his  companion — "  I  do  claim — but 
it's  a  ridiculous  thing  to  talk  of — a  lineal  descent 
from  a  daughter  of  William  the  Lion." 

"  You  delight  me  !  "  said  Mr  Mandeville.  "  The 
connection  is  highly  respectable — I  have  myself 
some  of  that  blood  in  my  veins,  though  perhaps  of 
a  little  older  date  than  yours ;  for  one  of  my  ances 
tors,  Ulric  of  Mandeville,  married  a  daughter  of 
Fergus  the  First  I  am  very  glad  indeed  to  make 
the  acquaintance  of  a  relative  after  the  lapso  of  so 
many  centuries/' 

I  returned  a  polite  bow  to  the  salutation  of  my 
new-found  cousin,  and  wished  him  at  the  bottom  of 
the  Euxine. 

"Will  you  pardon  me,  Mr  Cutts,  if  I  ask  my 
kinsman  a  question  or  two  upon  family  affairs  ? 
The  older  cadets  of  the  royal  blood  have  seldom  an 
opportunity  of  meeting." 

"  Fire  away,"  said  the  Saxon,  "  but  bo  done  with 
it  as  soon  as  you  can." 

"Reduced  as  we  are,"  continued  Mr  Mandeville, 
addressing  himself  to  me,  "  in  numbers  as  well  as 
circumstances,  it  appears  highly  advisable  that  wo 
should  maintain  some  intercourse  with  each  other 
for  the  preservation  of  our  common  rights.  These, 
as  we  well  know,  had  their  origin  before  the  insti- 
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tution  of  Parliaments,  and  therefore  are  by  no  means 
fettered  or  impugned  by  any  of  the  popular  enact 
ments  of  a  later  age.  Now,  as  you  are  a  lawyer,  I 
should  like  to  have  your  opinion  on  a  point  of  some 
consequence.  Did  you  ever  happen  to  meet  our 
cousin,  Count  Ferguson  of  the  Eoman  Empire?" 

"  Never  heard  of  him  in  my  life,"  said  I. 

"  Any  relation  of  the  fellow  who  couldn't  get  into 
the  lodging-house  ?  "  asked  Cutts. 

"  I  do  not  think  so,  Mr  Cutts,"  replied  Man- 
deville,  mildly.  "I  had  the  pleasure  of  making 
the  Count's  acquaintance  at  Vienna.  He  is,  I  ap 
prehend,  the  only  heir-male  extant  to  the  Scottish 
crown,  being  descended  from  Prince  Fergus  and  a 
daughter  of  Queen  Boadicea.  Now,  you  and  I, 
though  younger  cadets,  and  somewhat  nearer  in 
succession,  merely  represent  females,  and  have 
therefore  little  interest  beyond  a  remote  contin 
gency.  But  I  understand  it  is  the  fact  that  the 
ancient  destination  to  the  Scottish  crown  is  re 
stricted  to  heirs-male  solely  ;  and  therefore  I  wish 
to  know,  whether,  as  the  Stuarts  have  failed,  the 
Count  is  not  entitled  to  claim  in  right  of  his  un 
doubted  descent  ?  " 

I  was  petrified  at  the  audacity  of  the  man.  Either 
he  was  the  most  consummately  impudent  scoundrel 
I  ever  had  the  fortune  to  meet,  or  a  complete  mo 
nomaniac  !  I  looked  him  steadily  in  the  face.  The 
fine  black  eye  was  bent  upon  me  with  an  expression 
8  u 
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of  deep  interest,  and  something  uncommonly  like 
a  tear  was  quivering  in  the  lash.  Palpable  mono 
mania  ! 

"  It  seems  a  very  doubtful  question,"  said  I. 
u  Before  answering  it,  I  should  like  to  see  the 
Count's  papers,  and  take  a  look  at  our  older 
records/' 

"  That  means,  you  want  to  be  fee'd,"  said  Cutts. 
"  I'll  tell  you  what,  my  lads,  I'll  stand  this  sort  of 
nonsense  no  longer.  Confound  your  Fergusons 
and  Boadiceas  !  One  would  think,  to  hear  you 
talk,  that  you  were  not  a  couple  of  as  ordinary  in 
dividuals  as  ever  stepped  upon  shoe-leather,  but 
princes  of  the  blood-royal  in  disguise.  Help  your* 
selves,  I  say,  and  give  us  something  else." 

"I  fear,  Mr  Cutts,"  said  Mandeville,  in  a  deep 
and  choky  voice,  "  that  you  have  had  too  little 
experience  of  the  vicissitudes  of  the  world  to  ap 
preciate  our  situation.  You  spoke  of  a  prince. 
Know,  sir,  that  you  see  before  you  one  who  has 
known  that  dignity,  but  who  never  shall  know  it 
more  !  0  Amalia,  Amalia  ! — dear  wife  of  my  bosom 
— where  art  tfeou  now!  Pardon  me,  kinsman — 
your  hand — I  do  not  often  betray  this  weakness, 
but  my  heart  is  full,  and  I  needs  must  give  way  to 
its  emotion."  So  saying,  the  unfortunate  Mande 
ville  bowed  down  his  head  and  wept ;  at  least,  so 
I  concluded,  from  a  succession  of  severe  eructations. 

I  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  him.    Of  all  the 
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hallucinations  I  ever  had  witnessed,  this  was  the 
most  strange  and  unaccountable.  Cutts,  with  great 
coolness,  manufactured  a  stiff  tumbler  of  brandy 
and  water,  which  he  placed  at  the  elbow  of  the  ex- 
potentate,  and  exhorted  him  to  make  a  clean  breast 
of  it. 

"  What's  the  use  of  snivelling  about  the  past  ?  " 
said  he.  "  It's  a  confounded  loss  of  time.  Come, 
Mandeville,  toss  off  your  liquor  like  a  Trojan,  and 
tell  us  all  about  it,  if  you  have  anything  like  a 
rational  story  to  tell.  We'll  give  you  credit  for  the 
finer  feelings,  and  all  that  sort  of  nonsense — only 
look  sharp." 

Upon  this  hint  the  Surveyor  spoke,  applying 
himself  at  intervals  to  the  reeking  potable  beside 
him.  I  shall  give  his  story  in  his  own  words, 
without  any  commentary. 

"  I  feel,  gentlemen,  that  I  owe  to  you,  and  more 
especially  to  my  new-found  kinsman,  some  expla 
nation  of  circumstances,  the  mere  recollection  of 
which  can  agitate  me  so  cruelly.  You  seemed  sur 
prised  when  I  told  you  of  the  rank  which  I  once 
occupied,  and  no  doubt  you  think  it  is  a  strange 
contrast  to  the  situation  in  which  you  now  behold 
me.  Alas,  gentlemen  I  the  history  of  Europe,  dur 
ing  the  last  half-century,  can  furnish  you  with 
many  parallel  cases.  Louis  Philippe  has,  ere  now, 
like  myself,  earned  his  bread  by  mathematical 
exertion — Young  Gustavson — Henry  of  Bourbon, 
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are  exiles  !  the  sceptre  has  fallen  from  the  hands 
of  the  chivalrous  house  of  Murat !  Minor  princi 
palities  are  changed  or  absorbed,  unnoticed  amidst 
the  war  and  clash  of  the  great  world  around  them  ! 
Thrones  are  eclipsed  like  stars,  and  vanish  from 
the  political  horizon. 

"  Do  not  misunderstand  me,  gentlemen — I  claim 
no  such  hereditary  honours.  I  am  the  last  repre 
sentative  of  an  ancient  and  glorious  race,  who  cut 
their  way  to  distinction  with  their  swords  on  the 
field  of  battle.  Eoger  de  Mandeville,  bearer  of  the 
ducal  standard  at  the  red  fight  of  Hastings,  was  the 
first  of  my  name  who  set  foot  upon  English  ground. 
Since  then,  there  is  not  an  era  in  the  history  of  our 
country  which  does  not  bear  witness  to  some  achieve 
ment  of  the  stalwart  Mandevilles.  The  Crusades 
— Cressy — Poitiers — and — pardon  me,  kinsman — 
Flodden,  were  the  theatres  of  our  renown. 

"  I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  speak  of  the  broad 
lands  and  castles  which  we  once  possessed.  These 
have  long  since  passed  away  from  us.  A  Birming 
ham  artisan,  whose  churl  ancestor  would  have 
deemed  it  an  honour  to  run  beside  the  stirrup  of 
my  forefathers,  now  dwells  in  the  hall  of  the  Man 
deville.  The  spear  is  broken,  and  the  banner 
mouldered.  Nothing  remains,  save  in  the  chancel 
of  the  roofless  church  a  recumbent  marble  effigy, 
with  folded  hands,  of  that  stout  Sir  Godfrey  of 
Mandevillo  who  stormed  the  breach  of  Ascalon ! 
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"  I  was  heir  to  nothing  but  the  name.  Of  my 
early  struggles  I  need  not  tell  you.  A  proud  and 
indomitable  heart  yet  beat  within  this  bosom  ;  and 
though  some  of  the  ancient  nobility  of  England, 
who  knew  and  lamented  my  position,  were  not 
backward  in  their  offers,  I  could  not  bring  myself 
in  any  one  instance  to  accept  of  eleemosynary  as 
sistance.  Even  the  colours  which  were  spontane 
ously  offered  to  rne  by  the  great  Captain  of  the  age, 
were  rejected,  though  not  ungratefully.  Had  there 
been  war,  Britain  should  have  found  me  foremost  in 
her  ranks  as  a  volunteer,  but  I  could  not  wear  the 
livery  of  a  soldier  so  long  as  the  blade  seemed  un- 
dissolubly  soldered  to  the  sheath.  I  spurned  at 
the  empty  frivolity  of  the  mess-room,  and  despised 
every  other  bivouac  save  that  upon  the  field  of 
battle. 

"  In  brief,  gentlemen,  I  preferred  the  field  of 
science,  which  was  still  open  to  me,  and  became  an 
engineer.  Mr  Cutts,  whose  great  acquirements  and 
brilliant  genius  have  raised  him  to  such  eminence 
in  the  profession" — here  Cutts  made  a  grateful 
salaam — "  can  bear  testimony  to  the  humble  share 
of  talent  I  have  laid  at  the  national  disposal ;  and 
if  you,  my  kinsman,  are  connected  with  any  of  the 
incipient  enterprises  in  the  north,  I  should  be  proud 
of  an  opportunity  of  showing  you  that  the  genius 
of  a  Mandeville  can  be  applied  as  well  to  the  arts 
of  peace  as  to  the  stormy  exercises  of  war.  But 
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even  Mr  Cutts  does  not  know  how  strangely  my 
labours  have  been  interrupted.  What  an  episode 
was  mine  !  A  year  of  exaltation  to  high  and  princely 
rank — a  year  of  love  and  battle — and  then  a  return 
to  this  cold  and  heavy  occupation !  Had  that  in 
terval  lasted  longer,  gentlemen,  believe  me,  that 
ere  now  I  should  have  carried  the  victorious  banners 
of  Wallachia  to  the  gates  of  Constantinople,  plucked 
the  abject  and  besotted  Sultan  from  his  throne,  and 
again  established  in  more  than  its  pristine  renown 
the  independent  Empire  of  the  East!" 

"  Hurrah !  hurrah  !  hurrah  !  Well  said,  Mande- 
ville!"  shouted  Cutts.  "I  like  to  see  the  fellow 
who  never  sticks  at  trifles." 

"  No  reality,  sirs,  could  have  prevented  mo  ;  but 
I  fear  my  preface  is  too  long.  About  two  years 
ago  I  was  requested  by  the  projectors  of  the  great 
railway  between  Paris  and  Constantinople  to  super 
intend  the  survey  of  that  portion  which  stretches 
eastward  from  Vienna.  I  accepted  the  appoint 
ment  with  pleasure,  for  I  longed  to  see  foreign 
countries,  and  the  field  abroad  appeared  to  me  a 
much  nobler  one  than  that  at  home.  I  had  per 
sonal  letters  of  introduction  to  the  Emperor,  who 
treated  me  with  marked  distinction ;  for  some  col 
lateral  branches  of  my  family  had  done  the  Austrian 
good  service  in  the  wars  of  Wallenstein,  and  the 
heroic  charge  of  the  Pappenheimers  under  Herbert 
Mandeville  at  Lutzen  was  still  freshly  and  grate- 
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fully  remembered.  It  was  in  Vienna  that  I  made 
the  acquaintance  of  our  mutual  kinsman,  Count 
Ferguson,  whose  claims  to  hereditary  dignity,  I 
trust,  you  will  reflect  on  at  your  leisure. 

"  Do  either  of  you,  gentlemen,  understand  Ger 
man? — No! — I  regret  the  circumstance,  because 
you  can  hardly  follow  me  out  distinctly  when  I 
come  to  speak  of  localities.  But  I  shall  endeavour 
to  be  as  clear  as  possible.  One  evening  I  was 
in  attendance  upon  his  majesty — who  frequently 
honoured  me  with  these  commands,  for  he  took  a 
vast  interest  in  all  matters  of  science — at  the  great 
theatre.  All  the  wealth,  beauty,  and  talent  of  Aus 
tria  were  there.  I  assure  you,  gentlemen,  I  never 
gazed  upon  a  more  brilliant  spectacle.  The  mixture 
of  the  white  and  blue  uniforms  of  the  Austrian 
officers,  with  the  national  costumes  of  the  nobility 
of  Hungary,  Wallachia,  Moldavia,  Transylvania, 
and  the  Tyrol,  gave  the  scene  the  appearance  of  a 
studied  and  gorgeous  carnival.  The  glittering  of 
diamonds  along  the  whole  tier  of  the  boxes  was 
literally  painful  to  the  eyes.  Several  of  the  Ester- 
hazy  family  seemed  absolutely  sheathed  in  jewel 
armour,  and  I  was  literally  compelled  to  request 
the  Duchessa  Lucchesini,  who  was  seated  next  me, 
to  lower  her  beautiful  arm,  as  the  splendour  of  the 
brilliants  on  her  bracelet — I,  of  course,  said  the 
lustre  of  the  arm  itself — was  so  great  as  to  obstruct 
my  view  of  the  stage.  She  smilingly  complied. 
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The  last  long-drawn  note  of  the  overture  was  over, 
the  curtain  had  risen,  and  the  prima  donna  Schen- 
kelmann  was  just  trilling  forth  that  exquisite  aria 
with  which  the  opera  of  the  Gasthaus  begins,  when 
the  door  of  the  box  immediately  adjoining  the  im 
perial  one  opened,  and  a  party  entered  in  the  gay 
Wallachian  costume.  The  first  who  took  her  place, 
in  a  sort  of  decorated  chair  in  front,  and  who  was 
familiarly  greeted  by  his  Majesty,  was  a  young 
lady,  as  it  seemed  to  me  even  then,  of  most  sur 
passing  beauty.  Her  dark  raven  hair  was  held 
back  from  a  brow  as  white  as  alabaster  by  a  circlet 
of  gorgeous  emeralds,  whose  pale  mild  light  added 
to  the  pensive  melancholy  of  her  features.  I  have 
no  heart  to  describe  her  further,  although  tbat 
image  stands  before  me  now,  as  clearly  as  when  I 
first  riveted  these  longing  eyes  upon  her  charms ! 
— 0  Amalia ! 

"  Her  immediate  companion  was  a  tall  stalwart 
nobleman,  beneath  whose  cloak  glittered  a  close- 
fitting  tunic  of  ring-mail.  His  looks  were  haughty 
and  unprepossessing ;  he  cast  a  fierce  glance  at 
the  box  which  contained  the  Esterhazys ;  bowed 
coldly  in  return  to  the  recognition  of  the  Emperor ; 
and  seated  himself  beside  his  beautiful  companion. 
I  thought — but  it  might  be  fancy — that  she  in 
voluntarily  shrank  from  his  contact.  The  remain 
der  of  the  box  was  occupied  by  Wallachian  ladies 
and  grandees, 
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"  My  curiosity  was  so  whetted,  that  I  hardly 
could  wait  u.ntil  the  Schenkelinann  had  concluded, 
before  assailing  my  neighbour  the  Duchessa  with 
questions. 

"  *  Is  it  possible  ?  '  said  she.  *  Have  you  been  so 
long  in  Vienna,  chevalier,  and  yet  never  seen  the 
great  attraction  of  the  day — the  Wallachian  fawn, 
as  that  foolish  Count  Kronthaler  calls  her?  I  declare 
I  begin  to  believe  that  you  men  of  science  are  ab 
solutely  born  blind ! ' 

"  '  Not  so,  beautiful  Lucchesini !  But  remember 
that  ever  since  my  arrival  I  have  been  constantly 
gazing  on  a  star.' 

"  '  You  flatterer !  But  seriously,  I  thought  every 
one  knew  the  Margravine  of  Kalbs-Kuchen,  She  is 
the  greatest  heiress  in  Europe — has  a  magnificent 
independent  principality,  noble  palaces,  and  such 
diamonds  !  That  personage  beside  her  is  her  rela 
tion,  the  Duke  of  Kalbs-Braten,  the  representative 
of  a  younger  branch  of  the  house.  He  is  at  deadly 
feud  with  the  Esterhazys,  and  the  Emperor  is  very 
apprehensive  that  it  may  disturb  the  tranquillity  of 
Hungary.  I  am  sure  I  am  glad  that  my  own  poor 
little  Duchy  is  at  a  distance.  I  wish  he  would  not 
bow  to  me — I  am  sure  lie  is  a  horrid  man.  Only 
think,  my  dear  chevalier !  He  has  already  married 
two  wives,  and  nobody  knows  what  has  become  of 
them.  Poor  Clara  von  Gandersfeldt  was  the  last — 
a  sweet  girl,  but  that  could  not  save  her.  They 
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say  ho  wants  to  marry  his  cousin — I  hope  she 
won't  have  him.' 

"  '  Does  he  indeed  presume  !'  said  I,  '  that  dark- 
browed  ruffian,  to  aspire  to  such  an  angel?' 

"  *  I  declare  you  make  me  quite  jealous/  said  the 
Lucchesini ;  '  but  speak  lower  or  he  will  overhear 
you.  I  assure  you  Duke  Albrecht  is  a  very  danger 
ous  enemy.' 

"  l  0  that  I  might  beard  him ! '  cried  I,  *  in  the 
midst  of  his  assembled  Hulans!  I  tell  you,  Du- 
chessa,  that  ere  now  a  Mandeville ' 

"lPotz  tausend  donner-wetter  ! '  said  the  Empe 
ror,  good-humouredly  turning  round ;  '  what  is  that 
the  Chevalier  Mandeville  is  saying  ?  Why,  cheva 
lier,  you  look  as  fierce  as  a  roused  lion.  We  must 
take  care  of  you  old  English  fire-eaters.  By  the 
way,'  added  he  very  kindly,  *  our  Chancellor  will 
send  you  to-morrow  the  decoration  of  the  first  class 
of  the  Golden  Bugle.  No  thanks.  You  deserve 
it.  I  only  wish  the  order  could  have  been  con 
ferred  upon  such  a  field  as  that  of  Lutzen.  And 
now  come  forward,  and  let  me  present  you  to  the 
Margravine  of  Kalbs-Kuchen,  whose  territories  you 
must  one  of  these  days  traverse.  Margravine — 
this  is  the  Chevalier  Mandeville,  of  whom  I  have 
already  told  you." 

"  She  turned  her  head — our  eyes  met — a  deep 
flush  suffused  her  countenance,  but  it  was  instantly 
succeeded  by  a  deadly  paleness. 
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"  l  EhjWass  henJcer!'  cried  the  Emperor,' what's  the 
meaning  of  this  ? — the  Margravine  is  going  to  faint ! ' 

"  '  Oh  110 — no — your  Majesty — 'tis  nothing — a 
likeness — a  dream — a  dizziness,  I  mean,  has  come 
over  me  I  It  is  gone  now.  You  shall  be  welcome, 
chevalier,'  continued  she,  with  a  sweet  smile,  '  when 
you  visit  our  poor  dominions.  Indeed,  I  have  a 
hereditary  claim  upon  you,  which  I  am  sure  you 
will  not  disregard.' 

"  '  Hag  el  und  Uitzen  /'  cried  his  imperial  Majesty 
— '  What  is  this  ?  I  understood  the  chevalier  was 
never  in  Germany  before.' 

"  '  That  may  be,  sire,'  repeated  the  Margravine 
with  another  blush.  '  But  my  great-grandmother 
was  nevertheless  a  Mandeville,  the  daughter  of  that 
Field-marshal  Herbert  who  fought  so  well  at  Lut- 
zen.  His  picture,  painted  when  he  was  a  young 
cuirassier,  still  hangs  in  my  palace,  and,  indeed,  it 
was  the  extreme  likeness  of  the  chevalier  to  that 
portrait,  which  took  me  for  a  moment  by  surprise. 
Let  me  then  welcome  you,  cousin ;  henceforward 
we  are  not  strangers  ! ' 

"  I  bowed  profoundly  as  I  took  the  proffered  hand 
of  the  Margravine.  I  held  it  for  an  instant  in  my 
own — yes  ! — by  Cupid,  there  was  a  gentle  pressure. 
I  looked  up  and  beheld  the  dark  countenance  of  the 
Duke  of  Kalbs-Braten  scowling  at  me  from  behind 
his  con  sin.  I  retorted  the  look  with  interest.  From 
that  moment  we  were  mortal  foes. 
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"  '  Unser  Hitter  ist  im  Jclee  gef alien — the  chevalier 
has  fallen  among  clover,'  said  the  Emperor  with  a 
smile — *  he  has  great  luck — he  finds  cousins  every 
where/ 

"  '  And  in  this  instance,'  I  replied,  '  I  might  ven 
ture  to  challenge  the  envy  even  of  your  Majesty.' 

"  '  Well  said,  chevalier !  and  now  let  us  attend 
to  the  second  act  of  the  opera.' 

"  *  You  are  in  a  critical  position,  Chevalier  cle 
Mandeville,'  said  the  Lucchesini,  to  whose  side  I 
now  returned.  '  You  have  made  a  powerful  friend, 
but  also  a  dangerous  enemy.  Beware  of  that  Duke 
Albrecht — he  is  watching  you  closely. 

"  '  It  is  not  the  nature  of  a  Mandeville  to  fear  any 
thing  except  for  the  safety  of  those  he  loves.  You, 
sweet  Duchessa,  I  trust  have  nothing  to  apprehend?' 

"  '  Ah,  perfide  I  Do  not  think  to  impose  upon 
me  longer.  I  know  your  heart  has  become  a  traitor 
already.  Well — we  shall  not  be  less  friends  for 
that.  I  congratulate  you  on  your  new  honours, 
only  take  care  that  too  much  good  fortune  does  not 
turn  that  magnificent  head.7 

"  I  supped  that  evening  with  the  Lucchesini. 
On  my  return  home,  I  thought  I  observed  a  dark 
figure  following  my  steps ;  but  this  might  have 
been  fancy,  at  all  events  I  regained  my  hotel  with 
out  any  interruption.  Next  morning  I  found  upon 
my  table  a  little  casket  containing  a  magnificent 
emerald  ring,  along  with  a  small  slip  of  paper  on 
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which  was  written,  '  Amalia  to  her  cousin — Silence 
and  Fidelity.1  I  placed  the  ring  upon  my  finger, 
but  I  pressed  the  writing  to  my  lips.' 

"  On  the  ensuing  week  there  was  a  great  mas 
querade  at  the  palace.  I  was  out  surveying  the 
whole  morning,  and  was  occupied  so  late  that  I  had 
barely  half  an  hour  to  spare  on  my  return  for  the 
necessary  preparations. 

"  '  There  is  a  young  lady  waiting  for  you  up 
stairs,  Herr  Baron,'  said  the  waiter  with  a  broad 
grin ;  '  she  says  she  has  a  message  to  deliver,  and 
will  give  it  to  nobody  else.' 

"  '  Blockhead  ! '  said  I,  '  what  made  you  show 
her  in  there  ?  To  a  certainty  she'll  be  meddling 
with  the  theodolites  ! '' 

"  I  rushed  up- stairs,  and  found  in  my  apartment 
one  of  the  prettiest  little  creatures  I  ever  saw,  a 
perfect  fairy  of  about  sixteen,  in  a  gipsy  bonnet, 
who  looked  up  and  smiled  as  I  entered. 

"  'Are  you  the  Chevalier  Mandeville  ?'  asked  she. 

"  '  Yes,  my  little  dear,  and  pray  who  are  you?' 

"  *  I  am  Fritchen,  sir,'  she  said  with  a  curtsy. 

"  '  You  don't  say  so  !     Pray  sit  down,  Fritchen.' 

"  «  Thank  you,  sir.' 

"  '  And  pray  now,  Fritchen,  what  is  it  you  want 
with  mo  ? ' 

"  '  My  mistress  desired  me  to  say  to  you,  sir- 
but  it's  a  great  secret — that  she  is  to  be  at  the  mas 
querade  to-night  in  a  blue  domino,  and  she  begy 
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you  will  place  this  White  Eose  in  your  hat,  and  she 
wishes  to  have  a  few  words  with  you.' 

"  *  And  who  may  your  mistress  be,  my  pretty 
one?' 

"  «  Silence  and  Fidelity  !' 
"  l  Ha  I  is  it  possible  ?  the  Margravine  ! ' 
"  '  Hush  !    don't  speak  so  loud — you  don't  know 
who  may  be  listening.     Black  Stanislaus  has  been 
watching  me  all  day,  and  I  hardly  could  contrive  to 
get  out.' 

"  '  Black  Stanislaus  had  better  beware  of  me  !' 
"  '  Oh,   but  you  don't   know  him  !     He's  Duke 
Albrecht's  chief  forester,  and  the  Duke  is  in  such  a 
rage  ever  since  he  found  my  lady  embroidering  your 
name  upon  a  handkerchief. 

"  '  Did  she,  indeed  ? — my  name  ? — 0  Amalia ! ' 
"  l  Yes — and  she  says  you're  so  like  that  big 
picture  at  Schloss-Swiggenstein  that  she  fell  in  lovo 
with  long  ago — and  she  is  sure  you  would  come 
to  love  her  if  you  only  knew  her—and  she  wishes, 
for  your  sake,  that  she  was  a  plain  lady  and  not  a 
Princess — and  she  hates  that  Duke  Albrecht  so  ! 
But  I  wasn't  to  tell  you  a  word  of  this,  so  pray 
don't  repeat  it  again. 

"  l  Silence  and  fidelity,  my  pretty  Fritchen.  Tell 
your  royal  mistress  that  I  rest  her  humble  slave 
and  kinsman ;  that  I  will  wear  her  rose,  and  defend 
it  too,  if  needful,  against  the  attacks  of  the  uni 
verse  !  Tell  her,  too,  that  every  moment  seems  an 
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age  until  we  meet  again.  I  will  not  overload  your 
memory,  little  Fritclien.  Pray,  wear  this  trifle  for 
my  sake,  and ' 

"  '  0  fie,  sir !  If  the  waiter  heard  you  I'  and  the 
little  gipsy  made  her  escape. 

*'  I  had  selected  for  my  costume  that  night,  a 
dress  in  the  old  English  fashion,  taken  from  a  por 
trait  of  the  Admirable  Crichton.  In  my  hat  I 
reverently  placed  the  rose  which  Amalia  had  sent 
me,  stepped  into  my  fiacre,  and  drove  to  the  palace. 

"  The  masquerade  was  already  at  its  height.  I 
jostled  my  way  througji  a  prodigious  crowd  of  scara 
mouches,  pilgrims,  shepherdesses,  nymphs,  and 
crusaders,  Until  I  reached  the  grand  saloon,  where 
I  looked  round  me  diligently  for  the  blue  domino  ! 
Alas !  I  counted  no  less  than  thirteen  ladies  in  that 
particular  costume. 

"  *  You  seem  dull  to-night,  Sir  Englishman,'  said 
a  soft  voice  at  my  elbow.  '  Does  the  indifference  of 
your  country  or  the  disdainfulness  of  dark  eyes 
oppress  you  V 

"  I  turned  and  beheld  a  blue  domino.  My  heart 
thrilled  strangely. 

"  '  Neither,  sweet  Mask ;  but  say,  is  not  Silence 
a  token  of  Fidelity?' 

"  *  You  speak  in  riddles,'  said  the  domino.  *  But 
come — they  are  beginning  the  waltz.  Here  is  a 
little  hand  as  yet  unoccupied.  Will  you  take  it  ?' 

"'Forever?' 
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"  '  Nay — I  shall  burden  you  with  no  such  ter 
rible  conditions.  Allons!  Yonder  Saracen  and  Nun 
have  set  us  the  example.' 

"  In  a  moment  we  were  launched  into  the  whirl 
of  the  dance.  My  whole  frame  quivered  as  I  en- 
cirled  the  delicate  waist  with  my  arm.  One  hand 
was  held  in  mine,  the  other  rested  lovingly  upon 
my  shoulder.  I  felt  the-sweet  breath  of  the  damask 
lips  upon  my  face — the  cup  of  my  happiness  was 
full. 

"  (0  that  I  may  never  wake  and  find  this  a  dream  ! 
Dear  lady,  might  I  dare  to  hope  that  the  services  of 
a  life,  never  more  devotedly  offered,  might,  in  some 
degree,  atone  for  the  immeasurable  distance  between 
us  ?  That  the  poor  cavalier,  whom  you  have  hon 
oured  with  your  notice,  may  venture  to  indulge  in 
a  yet  dearer  anticipation?' 

"  I  felt  the  hand  of  the  Mask  tremble  in  mine — 

"  '  The  White  Kose  is  a  pretty  flower,'  she  whis 
pered — '  can  it  not  bloom  elsewhere  than  in  the 
north?' 

"'Amalia!' 

"  (  Leopold  ! — but  hush — we  are  observed.' 

"  I  looked  up  and  saw  a  tall  Bulgarian  gazing  at 
us.  The  mask  of  course  prevented  me  from  dis 
tinguishing  his  features,  but  by  the  red  sparkle  of 
his  eye  I  instantly  recognised  Duke  Albrecht. 

"  '  Forgive  me,  dearest  Amalia,  for  one  moment. 
I  will  rejoin  you  in  the  second  apartment •' 
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"  '  For  the  sake  of  the  Virgin,  Leopold — do  not 
tempt  him  !  you  know  not  the  power,  the  malignity 
of  the  man.' 

"  *  Were  ho  ten  times  a  duke,  I'd  beard  him  ! 
Pardon  me,  lady.  He  has  defied  me  already  by  his 
looks,  and  a  Mandeville  never  yet  shrunk  from  any 
encounter.  Prince  Metternich  will  protect  you 
until  my  return/ 

"  The  good-natured  statesman,  who  was  saunter 
ing  past  unmasked,  instantly  offered  his  arm  to  the 
agitated  Margravine.  They  retired.  I  strode  up 
to  the  Bulgarian,  who  remained  as  motionless  as  a 
statue. 

"  '  Give  you  good-evening,  cavalier.  What  is 
your  purpose  to-night  ? ' 

"  '  To  chastise  insolence  and  punish  presumption ! 
What  is  yours?' 

"  *  To  rescue  innocence  and  beauty  from  the  per 
secution  of  overweening  power!' 

"  l  Indeed  1  anything  else  ?' 

"  *  Yes,  to  avenge  the  fate  of  those  who  trusted, 
and  yet  died  before  their  time.  How  was  it  with 
Clara  of  Gandersfeldt  ?  Fell  she  not  by  thy  hand  ?' 

"  '  Englishman — thou  liost ! ' 

"  '  Bulgarian — thou  art  a  villain  1 ' 

a  The  duke  gnashed  his  teeth.  For  a  moment 
his  hand  clutched  at  the  hilt  of  his  poniard,  but  he 
suddenly  withdrew  it. 

"  '  I  had  thought  to  have  dealt  otherwise  with 
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thee,1  he  said, t  but  thou  hast  dared  to  come  between 
the  lion  and  his  bride.  Englishman — hast  thou 
courage  to  make  good  thy  injurious  words  with 
aught  else  but  the  tongue ?' 

"  '  I  am  the  last  of  the  race  of  Mandeville  1 ' 

"  *  Enough.  I  might  well  have  left  the  chastis 
ing  of  thee  to  a  meaner  hand,  and  yet — for  that 
thou  art  a  bold  fellow — I  will  meet  thee.  Dost  thou 
know  the  eastern  gate  ?  ' 

"  *  Well.' 

"  '  A  mile  beyond  it  there  is  a  clump  of  trees  and 
a  fair  meadow-land.  The  moon  will  be  up  in  three 
hours ;  light  enough  for  men  who  are  determined 
on  their  work.  Dost  thou  understand  me — three 
hours  hence  on  horseback,  with  the  sword,  alone  ? ' 

"  l  Can  I  trust  thee,  Bulgarian? — no  treachery?' 

"  '  I  am  a  Wallachian  and  a  duke ! ' 

"  '  Enough  said.  I  shall  be  there ; '  and  we 
parted. 

"  I  flew  back  to  Amalia.  She  was  terribly  agi 
tated.  In  vain  did  I  attempt  to  calm  her  with 
assurances  that  all  was  well.  She  insisted  upon 
knowing  the  whole  particulars  of  my  interview  with 
her  dreaded  cousin  of  Kalbs-Braten,  and  at  last  I 
told  her  without  reserve. 

" l  You  must  not  go,  Leopold,'  she  cried,  '  in 
deed  you  must  not.  You  do  not  know  this  Albrecht. 
Hard  of  heart  and  determined  of  purpose,  there  are 
no  means  which  he  will  not  use  in  order  to  com- 
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pass  his  revenge.  Believe  not  that  he  will  meet 
you  alone  :  were  it  so,  I  should  have  little  dread. 
But  Black  Stanislaus  will  be  there,  and  strong  Sla- 
vata,  and  Martinitz  with  all  his  Hulans  !  They  will 
murder  you,  my  Leopold  !  shed  your  young  blood 
like  water ;  or,  if  they  dare  not  do  that  for  fear  of 
the  Austrian  vengeance,  they  will  hurry  you  across 
the  frontier  to  some  dreary  fortress,  where  you  will 
pine  in  chains,  and  grow  prematurely  grey,  far — 
far  from  your  poor  Amalia  !  Oh,  were  I  to  lose  you, 
Leopold,  now,  I  should  die  of  sorrow !  Be  per 
suaded  by  me.  My  guards  are  few,  but  they  are 
faithful.  Avoid  this  meeting.  Let  us  set  out  this 
night  —  nay,  this  very  hour.  Once  within  my 
dominions,  we  may  set  at  defiance  Duke  Albrecht 
and  all  the  black  banditti  of  Kalbs-Braten.  I  have 
many  friends  and  feudatories.  The  Hetman,  Chop- 
inski,  is  devoted  to  me.  Count  Kudolf  of  Haggen- 
hausen  is  my  sworn  friend.  No  man  ever  yet  saw 
the  back  of  Conrad  of  the  Thirty  Mountains.  We 
shall  rear  up  the  old  ancestral  banner  of  my  house  ; 
give  the  Red  Falcon  to  the  winds  of  heaven ;  be 
siege,  if  need  be,  my  perfidious  kinsman  in  his 
stronghold — and,  in  the  face  of  heaven,  my  Leo 
pold,  will  I  acknowledge  the  heir  of  Mandeville  as 
the  partner  of  my  life  and  of  my  power  ! ' 

"  *  Dearest,  best  Amalia !  your  words  thrill  through 
me  like  a  trumpet — but  alas,  it  may  not  be  !  I  dare 
not  follow  your  counsel.  Shall  it  be  said  that  I  have 
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broken  my  word — shrunk  like  a  craven  from  a  meet 
ing  with  this  Albrecht ; — a  meeting,  too,  which  I 
myself  provoked  ?  Think  it  not,  lady.  Poor  Man- 
deville  has  nothing  save  his  honour;  but  upon  that, 
at  least,  no  taint  of  suspicion  shall  rest.  Farewell, 
beautiful  Amalia  !  Believe  me,  we  shall  meet 
again  ;  if  not,  think  of  mo  sometimes  as  one  who 
loved  you  well,  and  who  died  with  your  name  upon 
his  lips.' 

"  '  0  Leopold  ! ' 

"  I  tore  myself  away.  Two  hours  afterwards  I 
had  passed  the  eastern  gate  of  Vienna,  and  was 
riding  towards  the  place  of  rendezvous.  The  moon 
was  up,  but  a  fresh  breeze  ever  and  anon  swept  the 
curtains  of  the  clouds  across  her  disc,  and  obscured 
the  distant  prospect.  The  cool  air  played  grate 
fully  on  my  cheek  after  the  excitement  and  fever  of 
the  evening ;  I  listened  with  even  a  sensation  of 
pleasure  to  the  distant  rippling  of  the  river.  For 
the  future  I  had  little  care,  my  whole  attention  was 
concentrated  upon  the  past.  I  felt  no  anxiety  as 
to  the  result  of  the  encounter ;  nor  was  this  in  any 
degree  surprising,  since,  from  my  earliest  youth,  I 
had  accustomed  myself  to  the  use  of  the  sword,  and 
was  reputed  a  thorough  master  of  the  weapon. 
Neither  could  I  believe  that  Duke  Albrecht  was 
capable,  after  having  given  his  eolernn  pledge  to 
the  contrary,  of  anything  like  deliberate  treachery. 

"  I  was  about  half-way  to  the  clump  of  trees, 
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which  he  of  Kalbs-Braten  had  indicated,  when  a 
heavy  bank  of  clouds  arose,  and  left  me  in  total 
darkness.  Up  to  this  time  I  had  seen  no  one  since 
I  passed  the  sentry;  but  now  I  thought  I  could  dis 
cern  the  tramping  of  horses  upon  the  turf.  Almost 
mechanically  I  loosened  iny  cloak,  and  brought 
round  the  hilt  of  my  weapon  so  as  to  be  prepared. 
When  the  moon  reappeared,  I  saw  on  either  side  of 
me  a  horseman,  in  long  black  cloaks  and  slouched 
hats,  which  effectually  concealed  the  features  of  the 
wearers.  They  did  not  speak  nor  offer  any  vio 
lence,  but  continued  to  ride  alongside,  accommodat 
ing  their  pace  to  mine.  The  horses  they  bestrode 
were  large  and  powerful  animals.  There  was  some 
thing  in  the  moody  silence  and  even  rigid  bearing 
of  these  persons,  which  inspired  me  with  a  feeling 
rather  of  awe  than  suspicion.  It  might  be  that  they 
were  retainers  of  the  duke  ;  but  then,  if  any  ambus 
cade  or  foul  play  was  intended,  why  give  such  pal 
pable  warning  of  it  ?  I  resolved  to  accost  them. 

"  *  Yo  ride  late,  sirs.' 

"  '  We  do/  said  the  one  to  the  right.  *  We  are 
bent  on  a  far  errand/ 

"  '  Indeed  !  may  I  ask  its  nature  ?  ' 

"  '  To  hoar  the  bat  flutter  and  the  owlet  scream. 
Wilt  also  listen  to  the  music  ? ' 

"  *  I  understand  you  not,  sirs.  What  mean 
you?' 

"  '  We  are  the  guardians  of  the  Eed  Earth.    Tho 
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guilty  tremble  at  our  approach ;  but  the  innocent 
need  not  fear  ! ' 

"  '  Two  of  the  night  patrole  1 '  thought  I.  *  Very 
mysterious  gentlemen,  indeed ;  but  I  have  heard 
that  the  Austrian  police  have  orders  to  be  reserved 
in  their  communications.  I  must  get  rid  of  them, 
however.  Good-evening,  sirs.' 

"  I  was  about  to  spur  my  horse,  when  a  cloak  was 
suddenly  thrown  over  my  head  as  if  by  some  invi 
sible  hand  ;  I  was  dragged  forcibly  from  my  saddle, 
my  arms  pinioned,  and  my  sword  wrested  from  me. 
All  this  was  the  work  of  a  moment,  and  rendered 
my  resistance  useless. 

"  '  Villains  ! '  cried  I,  '  unhand  me — what  mean 
you?' 

"  (  Peace,  cavalier  I '  said  a  deep  low  voice  at  my 
ear  ;  *  speak  not — struggle  not,  or  it  may  be  worse 
for  you ;  you  are  in  the  hands  of  the  Secret  Tri 
bunal  ! ' " 

During  the  course  of  his  narrative,  Mr  Mande- 
ville,  as  I  have  already  hinted,  by  no  means  dis 
continued  his  attentions  to  the  brandy-and-water, 
but  went  on  making  tumbler  after  tumbler,  with  a 
fervour  that  was  truly  edifying.  Assuming  that 
the  main  facts  of  his  history  were  true,  though  in 
the  eye  of  geography  and  politics  they  appeared  a 
little  doubtful,  it  was  still  highly  interesting  to  re 
mark  the  varied  chronology  of  his  style.  A  century 
disappeared  with  each  tumbler.  He  concentrated 
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in  himself,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  the  excellencies  of 
the  best  writers  of  romance,  and  withal  had  hitherto 
maintained  the  semblance  of  strict  originality.  He 
had  now,  however,  worked  his  way  considerably  up 
the  tide  of  time.  We  had  emerged  from  the  period 
of  fire-arms,  and  Mandeville  was  at  this  stage 
medieval. 

Some  suspicion  of  this  had  dawned  even  upon  the 
mind  of  Cutts,  who,  though  not  very  familiar  with 
romance,  had  once  stumbled  upon  a  translation  of 
Spindler's  novels,  and  was,  therefore,  tolerably  up 
to  the  proceedings  of  the  Vehme  Gericht. 

"  Confound  it,  Mandeville ! "  interrupted  he,  "we 
shall  be  kept  here  the  whole  night,  if  you  don't  get 
on  faster.  Both  Fred  and  I  know  all  about  the 
rained  tower,  the  subterranean  chamber — which, 
by  the  way,  must  have  looked  deucedly  like  a  tun 
nel — the  cord  and  steel,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  Skip 
the  trial,  man.  It's  a  very  old  song  now,  and  bring 
us  as  fast  as  you  can  to  the  castle  and  the  marriage. 
I  hope  the  Margravine  took  Fritchen  with  her. 
That  little  monkey  was  worth  the  whole  bundle  of 
them  put  together  !  " 

The  Margrave  made  another  tumbler.  His  eye 
had  become  rather  glassy,  and  his  articulation 
slightly  impaired.  He  was  gradually  drawing  to 
wards  the  chivalrous  period  of  the  Crusades: 

"  Two  days  had  passed  away  since  that  terrible 
ride  began,  and  yet  there  was  neither  halt  nor  in- 
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termission.  Blindfold,  pinioned,  and  bound  into  the 
saddle,  I  sate  almost  mechanically  and  without  voli 
tion,  amidst  the  ranks  of  the  furious  Hulans,  whoso 
wild  huzzas  and  imprecations  rung  incessantly  in 
my  ears.  No  rest,  no  stay.  On  we  sped  like  a 
hurricane  across  the  valley  and  the  plain ! 

"  At  last  I  heard  a  deep  sullen  roar,  as  if  some 
great  river  was  discharging  its  collected  waters 
over  the  edge  of  an  enormous  precipice.  We  drew 
nearer  and  nearer.  I  felt  the  spray  upon  my  face. 
These,  then,  were  the  giant  rapids  of  the  Danube. 

"  The  order  to  halt  was  given. 

"  '  We  are  over  the  frontier  now  ! '  cried  the  loud 
harsh  voice  of  Duke  Albrecht ;  *  Stanislaus  and  Sla- 
vata — unbind  that  English  dog  from  his  steed,  and 
pitch  him  over  the  cliff.  Let  the  waters  of  the 
Danube  bear  him  past  the  castle  of  his  lady.  It 
were  pity  to  deny  my  delicate  cousin  the  luxury  of 
a  coronach  over  the  swollen  corpse  of  her  minion  ! ' 

"  (  Coward  I '  I  exclaimed  ;  '  coward  as  well  as 
traitor  !  If  thou  hast  the  slightest  spark  of  man 
hood  in  thee,  cause  these  thy  fellows  to  unbind  my 
hands,  give  me  back  my  father's  sword,  stand  face 
to  face  against  me  on  the  greensward,  and,  be 
numbed  and  frozen  as  I  am,  thou  shalt  yet  feel  the 
arm  of  the  Mandeville  ! ' 

"  Loud  laughed  he  of  Kalbs-Braten.  *  Does  the 
hunter,  when  the  wolf  is  in  the  pit,  leap  down  to 
try  conclusions  with  him  ?  Fool !  what  care  I  for 
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honour  or  thy  boasted  laws  of  chivalry  ?  We  of 
Wallachia  are  men  of  another  mood.  We  smite  our 
foeman  where  we  find  him,  asleep  or  awake — at  the 
wine-cup  or  in  the  battle — with  the  sword  by  his 
side,  or  arrayed  in  the  silken  garb  of  peace  !  Drag 
him  from  his  steed,  fellows  !  Let  us  see  how  lightly 
this  adventurous  English  diver  will  leap  the  cata 
racts  of  the  Danube  ! ' 

"  Kesistance  was  in  vain.  I  had  already  given 
myself  up  for  lost.  Even  at  that  moment  the  image 
of  my  Amalia  rose  before  me  in  all  its  beauty — her 
name  was  on  my  lips ;  I  called  upon  her  as  my 
guardian  angel. 

"  Suddenly  I  heard  the  loud  clear  note  of  a  trum 
pet — it  was  answered  by  another,  and  then  rang 
out  the  clanging  of  a  thousand  atabals. 

"  '  Ha  1  by  Saint  John  of  Nepomuck,'  cried  the 
Duke,  'the  Groats  are  upon  us — There  flies  the 
banner  of  Chopinski  !  there  rides  Conrad  of  the 
Thirty  Mountains  on  the  black  steed  that  I  have 
marked  for  my  second  charger !  Hulans  I  to  your 
ranks.  Martinitz,  bring  up  the  rear-guard,  and 
place  them  on  the  right  flank.  Slavata,  thou  art 
a  fellow  of  some  sense ' 

"  '  Ay,  you  can  remember  that  now,'  grumbled 
Slavata. 

"  '  Take  thirty  men  and  lead  them  up  that  hol 
low — you  will  secure  a  passage  somewhere  over 
the  morass—and  then  fall  upon  Chopinski  in  the 
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rear.  Let  two  men  stay  to  guard  the  prisoner. 
Now,  forward,  gentlemen ;  and  if  you  know  not 
where  to  charge,  follow  the  white  plume  of  Kalbs- 
Braten ! ' 

"  I  heard  the  cavalry  advance.  Maddened  by 
the  loss  of  my  freedom  at  such  a  moment,  I  burst 
my  bonds  by  an  almost  supernatural  exertion,  and 
tore  the  bandage  from  my  eyes.  To  snatch  a 
battle-axe  from  the  hand  of  the  nearest  Hulan,  and 
to  dash  him  to  the  ground,  was  the  work  of  a 
moment — a  second  blow,  and  the  other  fell.  I 
leaped  upon  his  horse,  shouted  the  ancient  war-cry 
of  my  house,  *  Saint  George  for  Mandeville  ! '  and 
dashed  onwards  towards  the  serried  array  of  the 
Croats,  which  occupied  a  little  eminence  beyond. 

"  ( For  whom  art  thou,  cavalier  ? '  cried  Cho- 
pinski,  as  I  galloped  up. 

"  t  For  Amalia  and  Kalbs-Kuchen  ! '  I  replied. 

"  '  Welcome — a  thousand  times  welcome,  bravo 
stranger,  in  the  hour  of  battle  !  But  ha  I — what  is 
this  ? — that  white  rose — that  lordly  mien — can  it 
bo  ?  Yes  I  it  is  the  affianced  bridegroom  of  the 
Margravine  ! ' 

"  With  a  wild  cry  of  delight  the  Croats  gathered 
around  me,  '  Long  live  our  gracious  Margravine  ! J 
they  shouted — <  long  live  the  noble  Mandeville  ! ' 

"  By  my  faith,  Sir  Knight,'  said  the  Count  Ru 
dolf  of  Haggenhausen,  an  old  warrior  whose  seamed 
countenance  was  the  record  of  many  a  fight — *  By 
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uiy  faith,  I  deeme/l  not  we  could  carry  back  such 
glorious  tidings  to  our  lady — nor,  by  Saint  Wladi- 
mir,  so  goodly  a  pledge  1 ' 

"  '  May  I  never  put  lance  in  rest  again,'  cried 
Conrad  of  the  Thirty  Mountains,  *  but  the  Margra 
vine  hath  a  good  eye — there  be  thews  and  sinews 
there  !  But  we  must  take  order  with  yon  infidel 
scum.  How  say  you,  sirs — shall  this  cavalier 
have  the  ordering  of  the  battle  ?  I,  for  one,  will 
gladly  fight  beneath  his  banner ' 

"  '  And  so  say  I,'  said  Chopinski,  *  but  he  must 
not  go  thus.  Yonder,  on  my  sumpter-mule,  is  a  suit 
of  Milan  armour,  which  a  king  might  wear  upon 
the  day  he  went  forth  to  do  battle  for  his  crown. 
Bring  it  forth,  knaves,  and  let  the  Mandeville  be 
clad  as  becomes  the  affianced  of  our  mistress.' 

"  '  Brave  Chopinski,'  I  said,  '  and  you,  kind  sirs 
and  nobles — pardon  me  if  I  cannot  thank  you  now 
in  a  manner  befitting  to  the  greatness  of  your  de 
serts.  But  there  is  a  good  time,  I  trust,  in  store. 
Suffer  me  now  to  arm  myself,  and  then  we  shall 
try  the  boasted  prowess  of  yonder  giant  of  Kalbs- 
Bratcn  ! ' 

"  In  a  few  moments  I  was  sheathed  in  steel,  and, 
mounted  on  a  splendid  charger,  took  my  station  at 
the  head  of  the  troops.  Again  their  applause  was 
redoubled. 

"  '  Lord  Conrad,'  said  I  to  the  warrior  of  the 
Thirty  Mountains,  'swart  Slavata  has  gone  up 
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yonder  with  a  plump  of  lances,  intending  to  cross 
the  morass,  and  assail  us  on  the  rear.  Be  it  thine 
to  hold  him  in  check.' 

"  '  By  my  father's  head  ! '  cried  Conrad,  '  I  ask 
no  better  service  1  That  villain  Slavata  oweth 
me  a  life,  for  he  slew  my  sister's  son  at  disadvan 
tage,  and  this  day  will  I  have  it  or  die.  Fear  not 
for  the  rear,  nohle  Mandoville — I  will  protect  it 
while  spear  remains  or  armour  holds  together ! ' 

"  *  I  doubt  it  not,  valiant  Conrad  !  Brave  Chop- 
inski — noble  Haggenhauson — let  us  now  charge 
together !  'Tis  not  beneath  my  banner  you  light. 
The  Blue  Boar  of  Mandeville  never  yet  fluttered 
in  the  Wallachian  breeze,  but  we  may  give  it  to  the 
winds  ere  long !  Sacred  to  Amalia,  and  not  to  mo, 
be  the  victory  !  Advance  the  Red  Falcon  of  Kalbs- 
Kuchen — let  it  strike  terror  into  the  hearts  of  the 
enemy — and  forward  as  it  pounces  upon  its  prey  ! ' 

"  With  visors  down  and  lances  in  rest  we  rushed 
upon  the  advancing  Hulans,  who  received  our  charge 
with  great  intrepidity.  Martinitz  was  my  imme 
diate  opponent.  The  shock  of  our  meeting  was  so 
great  that  both  the  horses  recoiled  upon  their  hams, 
and,  but  for  the  dexterity  of  the  riders,  must  have 
rolled  over  upon  the  ground.  The  lances  were 
shivered  up  to  the  very  gauntlets.  Wo  glared  on 
each  other  for  an  instant  with  eyes  which  seemed 
to  flash  fire  through  the  bars  of  our  visors — each 
made  a  demivolte " 
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"I  say,  Cutts,"  whispered  I,  "it  occurs  to  me 
that  I  have  heard  something  uncommonly  like  this 
before.  Our  friend  is  losing  his  originality,  and 
poaching  unceremoniously  upon  Ivanhoe.  You  had 
better  stop  him  at  once." 

"  I  presume  then,  Mandeville,  you  did  for  that 
fellow  Martinitz?"  said  Cutts. 

"  The  gigantic  Hulan  was  hurled  from  his  saddle 
like  a  stone  from  a  sling.  I  saw  him  roll  thrice 
over,  grasping  his  hands  full  of  sand  at  every  turn." 

"  That  must  have  been  very  satisfactory.  And 
what  became  of  the  duke?" 

"  Often  did  I  strive  to  force  my  way  through  the 
press  to  the  spot  where  Kalbs-Braten  fought.  I 
will  not  belie  him — he  bore  himself  that  day  like  a 
man.  And  yet  he  had  better  protection  than  either 
helm  or  shield ;  for  around  him  fought  his  foster- 
father,  Tiefenbach  of  the  Yews,  with  his  seven  bold 
sons,  all  striving  to  shelter  their  prince's  body  with 
their  own.  No  sooner  had  I  struck  down  one  of 
them  than  the  old  man  cried — c  Another  for  Kalbs- 
Braten  ! '  and  a  second  giant  stepped  across  the 
prostrate  body  of  his  brother  !  " 

"  The  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,  for  a  rump  and  a 
dozen  !"  was  my  remark. 

"  Meanwhile,  Conrad  of  the  Thirty  Mountains 
had  reached  the  spot  where  Slavata  with  his  cavalry 
was  attempting  the  passage  of  the  morass.  Some 
of  the  Hulans  wero  entangled  there  from  the  soft 
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nature  of  the  ground,  the  horses  having  sunk  in  the 
mire  almost  up  to  their  saddle-girths.  Others, 
among  whom  was  their  leader,  had  successfully 
struggled  through. 

"  Conrad  and  Slavata  met.  They  were  both 
powerful  men,  and  well  matched.  As  if  by  common 
consent,  the  soldiers  on  either  side  held  back  to 
witness  the  encounter  of  their  chiefs. 

"  Slavata  spoke  first.  '  I  know  theo  well,'  ho 
said :  *  thou  art  the  marauding  baron  of  the  Thirty 
Mountains,  whose  head  is  worth  its  weight  of  gold 
at  the  castle-gate  of  Kalbs-Braten.  I  swore  when 
we  last  met  that  we  should  not  part  again  so  lightly, 
and  now  I  will  keep  my  oath  I ' 

"  l  And  I  know  thee,  too,'  said  Conrad  ;  *  thou 
art  the  marauding  villain  Slavata,  whose  body  I  in 
tend  to  hang  upon  my  topmost  turret,  to  blacken  in 
the  sun  and  feed  the  ravens  and  the  kites ! ' 

it  i  Threatened  men  live  long,'  replied  Slavata 
with  a  hollow  laugh ;  *  thy  sister's  son,  the  Geis- 
senheimer,  said  as  much  before,  but  for  all  that  I 
passed  this  good  sword  three  times  through  his 
bosom  ! ' 

"  '  Villain  ! '  cried  Conrad,  striking  at  him,  '  this 
to  thy  heart!' 

" '  And  this  to  thine,  proud  boaster  ! '  cried  Sla 
vata,  parrying  and  returning  the  blow. 

"  They  closed.  Conrad  seized  hold  of  Slavata 
by  the  sword-belt.  The  other- 
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"  He's  off  to  0/6?  Mortality  now,"  said  I  to  Chitts. 
"  For  heaven's  sake  stop  him,  or  we  shall  have  a 
second  edition  of  the  Bothwell  and  Burley  busi 
ness." 

"  Come,  Mandeville,  clear  away  the  battle — 
there's  a  good  fellow.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
you  skewered  that  rascally  duke  in  a  very  satisfac 
tory  manner.  I  shall  ring  for  the  broiled  bones, 
and  I  beg  you  will  finish  your  story  before  they 
make  their  appearance.  Will  you  mix  another 
tumbler  now,  or  wait  till  afterwards  ?  Very  well — 
please  yourself — there's  the  hot  water  for  you." 

"  They  led  me  into  the  state  apartment,"  said 
Mandeville,  with  a  kind  of  sob.  "  Amalia  stood 
upon  the  dais,  surrounded  by  the  fairest  and  the 
noblest  of  the  land.  The  amethyst  light,  which 
streamed  through  the  stained  windows,  gorgeous 
with  armorial  bearings,  fell  around  her  like  a  glory. 
In  one  hand  she  held  a  ducal  cap  of  maintenance — 
with  the  other  she  pointed  to  the  picture  of  my 
great  ancestor — the  very  image,  as  she  told  me,  of 
myself.  I  rushed  forward  with  a  cry  of  joy,  and 
threw  myself  prostrate  at  her  feet  I 

"  '  Nay,  not  so,  my  Leopold  I '  she  said.  l  Dear 
one,  thou  art  come  at  last !  Take  the  reward  of  all 
thy  toils,  all  thy  dangers,  all  thy  love !  Come, 
adored  Mandeville — accept  the  prize  of  silence  and 
fidelity  ! '  And  she  added,  *  and  never  upon  brows 
more  worthy  could  a  wreath  of  chivalry  be  placed/ 
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"  She  placed  the  coronet  upon  my  head,  and  then, 
gently  raising  me,  exclaimed — 

"  *  Wallachians  !  behold  your  PRINCE  !  "' 
Mr  Mandeville  did  not  get  beyond  that  sentence. 
I  could  stand  him  no  longer,  and  burst  into  an  out 
rageous  roar  of  laughter,  in  which  Cutts  most 
heartily  joined,  till  the  tears  ran  plenteously  down 
his  cheeks.  The  Margrave  of  Wallachia  looked 
quite  bewildered.  He  attempted  to  rise  from  his 
chair,  but  the  effort  was  too  much  for  him,  and  ho 
dropped  suddenly  on  the  floor. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  after  we  had  fairly  exhausted 
ourselves,  "  there's  the  spoiling  in  that  fellow  of  as 
good  a  novelist  as  ever  coopered  out  three  volumes. 
He  would  be  an  invaluable  acquaintance  for  either 
Marryat  or  James.  'Tis  a  thousand  pities  his 
talents  should  bo  lost  to  the  public." 

"  There's  no  nonsense  about  him,"  replied  Cutts  ; 
"  he  buckles  to  his  work  like  a  man.  Doesn't  it 
strike  you,  Freddy,  that  his  stylo  is  a  great  deal 
more  satisfactory  than  that  of  some  other  people  I 
could  name,  who  talk  about  their  pedigree  and 
ancestors,  and  have  not  even  the  excuse  of  a  good 
cock-and-bull  story  to  tell  ?  Give  mo  the  man  that 
carves  out  nobility  for  himself,  like  Mandeville, 
and  believes  it  too,  which  is  the  very  next  best 
thing  to  reality.  Now,  let's  have  up  the  broiled 
bones,  and  send  the  Margrave  of  Wallachia  to  his 
bed." 
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(EXTRACTED  FROM  TAPERS  DATED  1773.) 
[MAGA.    FEBRUARY  1833.] 

I  PASSED  my  examination  with  some  credit, 
and  was  appointed  assistant-surgeon  to  my 
ship,  then  lying  at  Portsmouth.  As  she  was  ex 
pected,  however,  to  sail  every  tide  to  join  the  fleet 
off  Cherbourg,*  I  was  not  sent  down  at  once,  but 
received  instructions  to  be  on  board  the  Gull  tender, 
at  Sheerness,  in  eight  days.  In  the  mean  time, 
with  my  appointment,  and  twenty  guineas  in  my 
pocket,  a  light  heart  and  a  tolerable  figure,  I  went 
down  into  Surrey,  to  Bromley  Hall,  the  seat  of  an 
excellent  friend,  from  whom  I  had  long  had  an 
invitation.  I  found  the  house  full  of  visitants, 
chiefly  young  people  about  my  own  age,  all  making 
merry,  and  had  little  difficulty  in  being  admitted 
of  their  crew.  I  never  saw  so  many  happy,  fair, 
and  handsome  faces  together,  as  were  there  as- 

*  Tins  must  have  been  in  1758, 
8  D 
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sembled  for  the  next  week — but  by  far  the  loveliest 
of  the  fair  faces  was  that  of  a  young  lady  from  the 
west,  called  Fane  ;  and  none,  perhaps,  was  happier 
than  my  own,  when  beside  her.  She  delighted  in 
botany;  and  although  I  at  that  time  knew  little 
more  of  the  science  than  would  have  enabled  me  to 
make  a  tolerable  guess  at  the  dried  drug  in  a  medi 
cine-chest,  yet  the  temptation  was  so  great  that  I 
could  not  resist  the  opportunity  of  becoming  her 
more  constant  companion,  by  undertaking  the  office 
of  her  tutor.  My  inadequacy  must  have  been  soon 
betrayed ;  nevertheless,  we  continued  to  pursue 
our  studies,  with  as  regular  attendance  as  ever  on 
my  part,  and  as  implicit  attention  on  hers,  till  mu 
tually  we  arrived  at  the  tacit  understanding  that, 
provided  we  looked  at  the  flower  together,  it  mat 
tered  little  whether  I  assigned  it  a  right  or  a  wrong 
place  in  our  rare  classification.  We  soon  exchanged 
the  garden  for  the  fields  and  green  lanes  ;  and  often 
before  the  others  had  risen  to  their  daily  vocations 
of  riding  or  sailing,  we  would  contrive  a  ramble  in 
search  of  some  unknown  species  of  an  unheard-of 
genus,  to  the  romantic  borders  of  Holmsdale,  which 
lay  within  a  half  mile  of  Bromley,  with  the  apology 
of  the  children  for  our  guides,  who  rarely  failed  to 
find  inducement  enough  in  the  rabbit-warren  or 
rookery  to  leave  us  alone  in  our  search  through 
the  glades  and  avenues  of  the  old  holm  oak  and 
the  furze.  It  cannot  be  expected  that,  with  these 
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occasions  constantly  falling  out,  an  ardent  youth, 
of  nineteen,  as  I  then  was,  should  long  conceal 
feelings  fostered  by  such  appliances  of  time  and 
circumstance;  nor  need  it  be  wondered  at  that, 
before  even  the  week  had  elapsed,  I  had  avowed 
my  passion,  and  had  not  been  altogether  un 
successful  in  eliciting  a  confession  of  its  return. 
My  exultation  on  that  evening  must  have  been 
very  apparent,  for  next  morning,  as  I  came  down 
stairs,  having  lain  much  later  than  usual,  nay  host 
Mr  Blundell  met  me,  and  took  my  arm  as  he  bade 
me  good  moaning,  then  led  me  into  the  library, 
and,  "  Harry,  my  fine  fellow/'  said  he,  in  his  good- 
natured  way,  "  you  must  get  the  M.D.  to  your  name, 
and  make  something  handsome  of  your  own,  before 
you  begin  to  run  away  with  the  hearts  of  our  girls 
here  in  the  country." 

"  Ton  my  soul,  sir,"  stammered  I,  while  I  felt 
myself  blushing  to  the  eyes,  "  I — I — we  were  only 
pulling  flowers,  sir." 

"  Ah  I  my  dear  boy,"  he  sighed  and  went  on, 
"  take  care  that,  while  you  pull  the  flowers,  you  do 
not  plant  thorns  for  both  hereafter."  I  had  ex 
pected  nothing  short  of  thorns  for  my  roses  ;  but 
ho  surprised  me  a  little  when  he  proceeded : 
"  Ellen  is  my  ward  :  ehe  is  a  good  girl,  and  will  be 
a  rich  girl ;  and  you  know  very  well  I  would  not 
be  acting  as  a  guardian  worthy  such  a  trust,  if  I 
encouraged  the  addresses  of  one  whoso  fortune  is 
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still  to  make,  and  whose  attachments,  Harry,  have 
still  to  undergo  the  changes  of  the  most  ficldc  time 
in  his  life.  Come,  tell  me  candidly,  now,  how  far 
has  this  business  gone  ?  " 

Here  was  a  pretty  reckoning  to  be  run  up  under 
a  hedge.  I  was  silent  and  sheepish  for  a  while  ; 
but  told  him  honestly  all  about  it,  so  soon  as  I 
could  speak  without  choking  on  every  second  word. 

"  Surely,"  said  he,  when  I  had  done,  "  you  must 
have  been  aware  of  the  great  impropriety  of  trying 
to  engage  this  young  lady's  affections  without  my 
sanction — I  am  her  guardian,  you  knew." 

"  I  declare,  my  dear  sir,  I  never  knew  that  you 
were  her  guardian,"  I  exclaimed  ;  "  I  never  knew 
she  had  any  fortune  to  guard." 

He  smiled,  and  asked,  "  Were  you  ever  in  love 
before,  Harry  ?  " 

"  Never,  sir,  upon  my  honour — except  once — 
but  that  was  nothing." 

"  Nothing  to  this,  I  suppose,"  ho  replied  ;  "  and 
this,  I  daresay,  will  be  nothing  to  the  next.  Tut, 
man  !  I  was  a  young  fellow  once  myself,  and  re 
member  many  a  time  when  I  would  have  given  my 
eyes  to  have  walked  to  church  with  one  pretty  girl, 
and  my  head,  I  suppose,  if  I  could,  to  have  walked 
home  with  another.  I  was  just  your  age  then — 
what  age  are  you  now,  Harry?  " 

"  Nineteen  past,  sir  "  (it  was  not  a  week  since 
my  birthday). 
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"  Ay,  ay,  I  was  just  about  nineteen  myself  then 
— but  no  matter.  You  would  see  the  propriety, 
my  dear  boy,  of  going  up  to  London  in  the  mean 
time,  were  it  not  that  Ellen  is  obliged  to  leave  us 
to-day  ;  it  is  no  arrangement  of  mine,  I  can  assure 
you.  If  I  thought  it  necessary  to  get  either  of  you 
out  of  the  other's  way,  I  certainly  would  pack  you 
off,  and  keep  Ellen  with  me  ;  but  the  fact  is,  I  am 
only  joint  trustee  in  this  business  :  her  other  guar 
dians  insist  on  having  her  away  to  the  house  of 
one  of  them,  to  whose  nomination  I  have  been 
over-persuaded  to  consent.  He  is  needy,  and  the 
allowance  may  be  an  object ;  but  I  would  rather 
pay  the  money  out  of  my  own  pocket  twice  told, 
than  let  her  go  down  among  them.  However,  it 
cannot  be  helped  :  she  must  leave  us.  Poor  thing  ! 
with  such  a  fortune  and  so  many  connections — 
keeping  myself  out  of  the  question,  without  whoso 
sanction,  thank  Heaven,  they  cannot  marry  her — 
there  never  was  a  more  friendless  dependent." 

"  And  has  Miss  Fane  no  brother,  no  father  alive  ?" 
inquired  I. 

"  Mother,  sister,  and  brother,  all  the  family  are 
dead,"  replied  Mr  Blundell,  "  excepting  her  father, 
who,  I  am.  sorry  to  say,  is  still  alive  to  everything 
but  a  proper  sense  of  his  own  respectability  and  his 
child's  happiness.  His  last  instructions  were  dated 
London,  but  what  he  is  doing  there,  or  where,  or 
how  ho  lives,  T  cannot  tell." 
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He  had  now  forgotten  rny  misdemeanours  in  his 
own  confidential  regrets,  and  I  had  forgotten  my 
confusion  in  eagerness  to  know  something  more 
of  one  who,  I  felt,  for  all  the  careful  old  gentle 
man's  prudent  veto,  was  not  yet  quite  out  of  my 
reach ;  although  the  mention  of  her  fortune,  while 
it  made  the  prize  (why  should  I  be  ashamed  to  con 
fess  it  ?)  much  more  seriously  valuable,  had  inspired 
me  with  a  fear  of  failure  proportionate  to  the  en 
hanced  advantages  of  success. 

"  What  a  pity,  sir,"  I  said,  going  cunningly  to 
work,  "  that  testators  do  not  attend  more  to  the 
interests  of  their  legatees  in  the  appointment  of 
equally  careful  guardians,  if  they  think  one  not 
enough." 

"Ah,  it  was  the  doing  of  the  law,  not  of  her 
grandfather,  else  Fane  would  never  have  had  the 
control  of  a  penny  of  it ;  but  had  it  not  been  for 
me,  he  would  have  had  it  all.  I  fought  her  battle 
stoutly  though,  and  kept  matters  square  enough 
till  I  was  induced  to  consent  to  the  admission  of 
this  other  worthy,  as  a  sort  of  balance-wheel  to 
keep  our  ill-sorted  motions  from  bringing  every 
thing  to  a  stand." 

"  And  pray,  sir,"  I  went  on,  elated  with  my  suc 
cess,  "  who  may  this  vexatious  umpire  be  ? "  I 
fairly  overshot  the  mark. 

"  That's  no  affair  of  yours,  Harry,  just  now.  Go 
on  with  your  profession,  get  half-a-dozen  years 
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over  your  head,  and  a  decent  independence  at  least 
in  your  pocket,  and  then  I  shall  be  very  happy  in 
deed  to  put  the  son  of  an  old  friend  in  the  way  of  a 
good  match  ;  but  never,  Harry,  never  let  your  wife 
have  to  say  that  she  made  a  man  of  you,  while  you 
have  head  and  hands  and  health  to  make  a  man  of 
yourself." 

"Dear  sir,  you  are  quite  right  ;  and  believe  me, 
I  would  never  dream  of  acting  otherwise — only — 
had  I  not  better  see  about  Miss  Fane's  hortus  siccus, 
as  you  say  she  goes  to-day?  " 

"  I  have  saved  you  that  trouble,  Harry  :  she  is 
gone  before  you  were  out  of  bed." 

I  am  afraid  I  proved  but  dull  company  during 
the  few  hours  of  my  stay  at  Bromley  Hall  after 
this  disappointment.  I  took  my  leave  that  even 
ing,  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  came  up  to  London 
in  a  fuming  passion,  for  I  could  get  no  satis 
faction  whatever,  notwithstanding  my  numerous 
inquiries  ;  I  could  not  even  ascertain  the  boarding- 
school  at  which  she  had  been  in  town.  All  I 
Knew  amounted  to  this,  that  I  was  in  love,  and 
likely  to  continue  so ;  but  with  whom  exactly,  I 
could  not  tell,  farther  than  that  she  was  a  lovely 
girl,  an  heiress,  and  the  ward  of  my  careful  friend 
Mr  Blundell,  in  conjunction  with  her  father — a 
character,  I  feared,  not  too  respectable — and  some 
one  else  of  much  the  same  stamp,  with  whom  she 
now  was  about  to  be  placed,  not  less  against 
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her  own  and  Mr  Blundell's  will  than  mine.  But  I 
had  little  time  to  indulge  in  regrets  or  speculations  ; 
I  found  the  Gull  with  her  mainsail  set  at  moorings 
in  the  Medway,  and  hurrying  on  board  forgot  every 
thing  for  a  while  in  the  bustle  of  getting  the  little 
schooner  under  weigh.  As  we  stretched  out  of  the 
JSTore,  however,  with  a  steady  breeze  and  smooth 
water,  in  the  summer  evening,  when  the  difficulties 
of  crooked  pilotage  and  frequent  alterations  in  our 
course  had  been  exchanged  for  the  quiet  relaxa 
tion  of  fair  wind  and  open  sea-room  ;  and  when  the 
boat  had  begun  to  take  her  work  into  her  own  hand, 
like  a  strong  and  willing  labourer,  laying  herself  to 
the  water,  and  sending  the  crew  from  her  sloped 
deck  to  lounge  about  the  companion,  and  lean  into 
the  sunset  over  her  high  weather-rail,  with  folded 
arms  and  half-shut  eyes ;  then,  as  I  looked  across 
the  glittering  expanse,  where  the  level  sun  danced 
upon  every  wave  between  us  and  the  hazy  shore,  I 
insensibly  began  to  people  the  filmy  and  golden- 
grained  air  with  my  old  familiar  images  again  ;  and 
long  after  the  failing  radiance  had  spent  itself  in 
the  eastern  gloom,  and  long  after  the  waters  had 
ceased  to  roll  in  even  the  reflected  splendour  of  the 
upper  sky,  I  continued  sowing  their  dim  and  rest 
less  floor  with  waving  visions  of  green  fields,  and 
flowery  plats,  and  airy  coppices,  till  the  bright  en 
chantress  of  them  all  seemed  to  be  won  back  to  my 
side,  and  I  wandered  with  her  again  through  the 
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long  day  of  sunshine,  forgetful  alike  of  sea,  and 
ship,  and  sorrow,  and  the  fast-falling  shadows  of 
night. 

The  chill  breeze  sent  me  below  at  last,  and, 
wearied  with  a  day  of  unusual  fatigue,  I  turned 
into  my  berth;  but  was  long  kept  awake  by  an 
angry  altercation  between  the  commander  and  his 
mate,  who  were  drinking  together  in  the  main 
cabin.  What  they  disputed  about  I  could  not 
understand,  but  I  heard  enough  to  convince  me 
that  the  command  had  been  intrusted  to  a  person 
of  no  very  amiable  temper ;  in  fact,  I  had  hardly 
ever  met  a  more  disagreeable  man  than  our  petty 
captain,  or  one  on  whose  countenance  habitual 
violence  and  intoxication  had  contracted  a  more 
repulsive  look. 

In  the  morning  we  were  off  Dungeness,  with  a 
steady  south-easterly  breeze,  that  gave  us  a  favour 
able  run  to  Portsmouth  that  evening.  Here  we 
joined  three  others  on  the  same  destination,  and, 
standing  out  again,  made  so  much  of  it  during  the 
night,  that  when  I  came  on  deck  next  morning  I 
found  ourselves  and  consorts  beating  up  with  a 
light  wind  abreast  of  Cherbourg,  the  coast  about 
which  was  just  beginning  to  be  distinguishable. 
There  had  been  a  good  deal  of  disputing  the  day 
previous  on  board  the  Gull ;  and  the  captain's 
tyrannical  conduct  had  put  every  one  on  board  in 
a  state  of  angry  excitement.  For  my  own  part, 
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I  avoided  comiDg  in  contact  with  him,  except  at 
meals,  when  I  could  not  help  it,  and  then  I  had 
only  to  dread  the  want  of  social  humanity  which  I 
never  failed  to  meet ;  but  it  was  far  otherwise  with 
the  crew ;  he  knocked  them  about  with  whatever 
came  to  hand  without  mercy,  and  openly  kept  up 
his  mastery  by  exciting  himself  to  a  pitch  of  suffi 
cient  violence  with  quantities  of  brandy. 

"We  could  not  yet  distinguish  any  of  the  fleet ; 
for  the  wind  had  come  round  to  the  south,  and  was 
still  getting  lighter ;  but  at  last  we  plainly  heard 
the  noise  of  a  heavy  cannonade.  It  was  the  first 
time  in  my  life  that  I  had  heard  "a  shot  fired  in  anger ; 
and  as  every  deep  explosion  came  through  the  air, 
my  heart  beat  faster  and  faster,  and,  natural  fear 
mingling  with  natural  impatience,  I  stood  en 
grossed  in  pleasingly  fearful  feelings,  till  I  was 
roused  by  the  voice  of  the  mate,  crying  that  there 
was  a  ship  to  windward.  As  our  fleet  lay  between 
us  and  the  shore,  we  had  no  fear  of  its  proving  an 
enemy,  and  farther  than  as  an  object  of  casual 
speculation,  the  sail  attracted  little  notice,  till  at 
length,  as  we  stood  up  Channel,  with  the  ship, 
which  seemed  a  large  merchantman,  going  full  be 
fore  the  wind,  that  had  now  freshened,  under  a 
heavy  press  of  sail,  about  a  mile  to  windward  on 
our  bow,  the  mate  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  we 
ought  to  speak  him,  and  learn  how  the  fleet  lay. 
Now,  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  this,  one  of 
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the  men  having  grumbled  at  a  cuff,  the  Captain 
had  taken  me  regularly  to  witness  the  mutiny  ;  and, 
going  to  his  arms'  chest,  had  stuck  a  pair  of  pistols 
in  the  breast  of  his  jacket,  with  which  he  had 
paraded  the  deck  for  a  few  minutes,  in  tenfold  trucu- 
lence,  and  had  then  gone  below  again,  where  he 
now  sat  over  his  articles  of  war  and  brandy-bottle. 
The  cabin  light  was  partly  open  to  admit  air ;  and 
he  made  his  inquiries,  and  gave  his  orders,  with 
out  coming  on  deck.  "  What  colours  does  the 
fellow  show,  sir?  " 

"  He  is  canvass  to  the  mast-head,  sir,  and  I  can 
not  see  his  flag  ;  but  I  think  I  know  the  cut  of  his 
royals :  he's  a  merchant  victualler,  if  I  don't  mis 
take,  belonging  to  the  leeward  division,  standing 
across  to  Portsmouth — for  stores,  I  suppose." 

"  I  don't  care  what  you  suppose,  sir — what  is  his 
name?  " 

"  The  Prince  Frederick." 

"  Ah— eh  !— old  Hanson's  craft  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  What  course  do  you  lie,  sir  ?  " 

"  Hard  upon  the  wind :  if  he  hold  on,  we  will 
cross  his  wake  close  astern." 

"  Well,  do  now  as  I  desire  you,  sir.  Let  the 
boat  away  as  many  points  as  will  run  you  under 
his  bows — and  hold  on  your  course  till  I  give  you 
farther  orders."  Then,  in  an  under-growl  to  him 
self,  "  Ah,  ha,  he  thought  he  had  swamped  me 
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about  that  d — d  business  of  his  Son's  and  the 
Phoenix ;  but  I'll  show  the  old  costermongering 
roguo  that  I  can  cross  his  bows,  both  011  shore  and 
at  sea  " — Here  he  raised  his  voice  again — "  and, 
hilloa,  sir  !  order  him,  as  soon  as  he  comes  within 
hail,  to  run  under  my  stern,  and  round  to  leeward, 
till  your  commander  questions  him  on  his  Majesty's 
service.  And  clear  away  that  gun  in  the  bows 

there,  for,  by ,  if  he  does  not  put  his  helm 

up,  I'll  fire  into  him,  as  I  would  into  a  huxter's 
stall !  " 

We  accordingly  fell  away  to  leeward,  and  the  ves 
sels  rapidly  neared  each  other.  The  stranger  had 
studding-sails  set  from  the  very  top-gallant  royals 
to  the  chain-plates  ;  and  a  more  splendid  sight  my 
eyes  never  beheld  than  he  presented,  spooming 
down,  swift  and  steady  through  the  fresh,  green, 
sparkling  seas  that  sheeted  off  round  either  bow  in 
a  continuous  jet,  glassy,  unbroken,  and  in  colour 
like  the  purest  amethyst,  till  it  foamed- away  down 
the  broadside  in  white  boiling  eddies  of  froth.  We 
were  now  within  hail :  the  mate  took  the  trumpet, 
and  shouted  his  orders  as  he  had  received  them  : 
there  was  no  answer.  The  stranger  still  held  on 
his  course,  right  before  the  wind. 

"He  won't  alter  his  course,  sir,"  said  the  mate  to 
the  captain.  "  What  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  Hold  on,  as  I  ordered  you,  sir  ;  bring  up  under 
his  lee  ;  and  if  he  don't  slacken  sail,  fire  your  gun 
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into  him,  and  be  d — d  !  Ah,  is  it  luffing  you  are, 
you  mutinous  lubber?  must  /overhaul  you?"  And 
he  laid  hold  of  a  handspike,  and  came  up  the  com 
panion,  his  eyes  glaring,  his  teeth  set,  and  a  torrent 
of  curses  hissing  through  them,  hot  and  horrible. 
He  kicked  the  mate  into  the  scuppers,  and  laid 
hold  of  the  tiller,  round  which  he  lashed  its  lan 
yard  with  a  second  turn,  before  he  had  given  more 
than  one  look  at  the  stranger ;  and  while  knotting 
the  lashings,  reiterated  his  orders  with  double  vehe 
mence  about  the  gun.  If  ever  the  devil  had  pos 
session  of  any  man,  he  was  in  him.  then.  It  all 
occurred  in  less  time  than  a  minute  ;  but  so  inex 
perienced  at  sea  was  I,  that  I  apprehended  a  fight 
more  than  anything  else;  although,  as  the  tiller 
was  lashed,  I  saw  it  was  next  to  impossible  for  the 
vessels  to  escape  running  foul.  The  seamen  were 
all  in  consternation,  crowding  from  the  bows,  and 
clamouring  advice,  entreaties,  and  denunciations, 
without  the  slightest  effect,  on  their  captain.  He 
held  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  and  swore  he  would  shoot 
the  first  mutineer  who  should  dare  to  interfere. 
But,  at  the  second  look  ho  took  at  the  tower  of 
canvass  now  stooping  down  upon  us,  within  half  a 
stone's  throw,  he  dropped  the  tiller,  staggered  back, 
and  clapt  both  his  hands  over  his  eyes.  When  he 
withdrew  them  to  grasp  the  tafferel,  against  which 
he  had  stumbled,  one  might  have  thought  that  he 
had  been  smearing  his  face  with  white  paint,  so 
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deadly  pale  was  he  grown  all  on  the  sudden ;  but 
bis  eyes  were  fixed  and  glazed,  bis  moutli  wide 
open,  his  lips  livid,  and  shaking  like  jelly,  bis  hair 
on  end,  his  limbs  in  a  loose  palsy,  his  knees  going 
against  and  over  one  another.  It  was  a  moment  of 
dreadful  confusion.  I  was  thrown  down  by  the 
rushing  about  of  the  crew  ;  and,  as  I  looked  up 
from  among  the  trampling  crowd,  through  whose 
feet  I  rolled  like  a  log,  I  saw,  all  at  once,  between 
me  and  the  blue  sky,  over  our  quarter,  the  jib-boom 
of  the  ship  pushed  through  the  serene  air  with  a 
smooth  and  equable  motion,  but  swift  and  irresist 
ible  in  the  whole  wing  of  the  wind.  It  caught  us 
by  the  lifts  of  the  mainsail,  and  we  were  gently 
pushed  over  for  an  almost  imperceptible  moment ; 
then  came  a  sharp  crash,  and  the  main-topmast 
toppled  down,  tearing  and  smashing  everything  in 
its  descent,  and  making  the  started  planks  fly  from 
stem  to  stern,  as  it  drove  right  through  the  deck 
into  the  cabin.  At  the  same  moment  the  ship's 
jib-boom  sprung  high  into  the  air,  and  from  among 
her  pile  of  sails  that  were  now  bellying  out  almost 
overhead,  there  leaped  down,  like  an  eagle  from  his 
cloud,  the  whole  broad- winged  fore-top-gallant-mast, 
royals  and  all,  with  a  swoop  upon  our  deck.  All 
the  men  round  the  tiller  were  struck  down ;  some 
with  broken  limbs,  and  all  dreadfully  bruised,  but 
none  was  killed  save  their  miserable  commander; 
he  was  killed  whore  he  stood  still  paralysed  against 
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the  tafferel.  T  saw  him  struck  by  the  jagged  stump 
of  the  broken  mast,  as  it  fell ;  he  dropped  shriek 
ing  over  the  low  bulwark,  and  sank  with  his  face 
downwards.  I  saw  no  more,  for  the  bows  of  the 
ship  here  caught  us  astern  with  a  crushing  shock, 
that  drove  the  schooner  right  under  water,  up  to 
the  main  hatchway,  and  I  was  floated  off  in  the 
sea.  The  first  thing  I  can  remember  after  that 
catastrophe,  was  the  roaring  as  if  of  a  thousand 
cataracts  about  my  ears,  and  a  consciousness  that 
I  was  hauled  through  the  water  like  a  fish  in  a  net. 
This  was  indeed  the  case :  I  had  been  entangled 
in  the  loose  wreck  of  rigging  that  fell  on  board  the 
Gull ;  and  when  the  ship,  after  grazing  her  stern, 
drew  these  masts  and  sails  after  her,  by  the  nume 
rous  ropes  that  still  remained  unbroken,  I  was  car 
ried  along,  and  would  certainly  have  perished,  had 
not  the  lightness  of  the  wreck,  and  the  rapidity 
with  which  it  was  dragged,  kept  me  on  the  surface  ; 
yet  even  there  I  was  never  nearer  anything  than 
suffocation,  from  the  overwhelming  tumult  of  the 
broken  water  which  was  now  sheeting  over  my 
head  and  shoulders,  and  falling  in  foam  upon  my 
feet  like  the  very  jets  round  the  ship's  cutwater. 
I  saw  that  I  must  perish  if  I  did  not  get  out  of  the 
rush  ;  and  having  with  infinite  labour  disentangled 
myself  from  the  rope  round  my  middle,  by  which  I 
was  held,  made  a  desperate  exertion,  and  succeeded 
in  drawing  myself  forward,  and  climbing  up  the 
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connecting  rigging  at  the  bows,  till  I  got  my  head 
out  of  the  spray.  So  soon  as  I  was  out  of  imme 
diate  peril  I  relaxed  my  exertions  for  a  few  minutes 
to  take  breath  ;  and  although  I  frequently  cried  for 
help,  I  could  not  make  myself  heard,  for  my  voice, 
as  well  as  my  strength,  was  almost  exhausted,  and 
once  or  twice  I  was  on  the  point  of  giving  up  the 
struggle,  and  dropping  into  my  deep  death-bed, 
through  pure  inability  of  longer  hanging  on.  At 
last,  rinding  my  cries  fruitless,  and  feeling  that, 
without  some  extraordinary  exertion,  I  must  face 
the  abhorred  change  without  further  preparation,  I 
collected  all  the  energies  of  my  remaining  strength, 
and  with  an  effort  that  left  me  as  weak  as  an  infant, 
drew  myself  up  by  the  sheer  force  of  my  arms,  and 
grasped  the  fore-chains  ;  then  slowly  clambered  to 
the  dead-eyes,  gained  the  rail  of  the  bulwark, 
doubled  over  it  like  a  sack,  and  fell  on  deck  insen 
sible.  When  my  senses  began  to  collect,  and  before 
I  had  yet  opened  my  eyes,  I  remember  congratu 
lating  myself  in  my  own  mind  on  my  escape,  arid 
dimly  contrasting  the  oozy  bed  of  the  sea  with  the 
warm  berth  in  which  I  either  was,  or  was  about  to 
be  placed.  But  it  was  cold — cold.  I  opened  my 
eyes  ;  I  was  lying  in  a  dripping  coil  like  a  bundle 
of  wet  sea-weed,  the  deck  flooded  all  round  with 
the  water  still  running  from  my  clothes  and  hair. 
I  dried  the  blinding  spray  from  my  eyes,  and,  rais 
ing  myself  upon  my  elbow,  looked  about.  There 
was  not  a  soul  there  but  myself ! 
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I  swallowed  a  strange  pang  that  arose  from  my 
heart,  and  looked  out  for  something  to  make  a  noise 
with :  there  was  nothing  to  be  had — the  decks  were 
free  from  everything  but  tar  and  tallow.  I  had 
never  seen  such  dirty  decks  before,  yet  there  was 
nothing  loose  lying  about.  I  had  not  yet  risen — 
I  was  afraid  to  rise — so  I  pulled  off  my  shoe,  and 
began  to  hammer  on  the  deck  with  the  heel  of  it ; 
then  to  call  and  to  whistle.  There  was  no  answer ! 
I  started  up  with  another  pang  that  made  the  water 
gush  to  my  eyes,  and  ran  astern  without  looking 
either  to  the  right  or  left.  I  stretched  myself  half 
over  the  tafferel,  and  looked  for  the  schooner.  I 
saw  her  lying  far  away  astern,  a  water-logged 
wreck,  with  the  other  tenders  bearing  up  to  her, 
and  signals  flying  from  all  their  masts.  I  tossed 
my  arms  and  shouted,  in  the  wild  hope  that  I  might 
still  be  taken  on  board  some  of  them.  Alas  !  I  felt 
the  unmanned  ship  speeding  on  her  dark  errand 
beyond  the  hope  of  being  overtaken.  All  the  fright 
ful  stones  of  the  Flying  Dutchman  came  back  with 
unnatural  vividness  upon  my  memory.  I  remem 
bered  the  unaccountable  terror  of  the  wretched  cap 
tain  of  the  Gull,  his  horrible  fate,  and  the  invisible 
agency  by  which  it  seemed  accomplished.  I  thought 
myself  in  superhuman  hands,  and  my  heart  sank, 
and  my  breath  failed,  and  I  swooned  for  fear,  as  I 
had  already  fallen  senseless  from  fatigue.  Let  it 
be  remembered  that  I  was  a  very  young  man ; 
a  E 
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although  I  feel  that  apology  need  hardly  be  made 
for  a  fear  so  dreadful,  and,  in  such  circumstances, 
so  natural,  that  not  even  at  this  day  would  the 
wealth  of  worlds  induce  me  to  spend  another  hour 
in  the  same  ignorance  of  my  situation  that  then 
afflicted  me.  I  lifted  my  head  from  the  deck  with 
a  bewildering  recollection  of  all  that  had  passed, 
but  as  my  eye  rested  on  the  tall  and  shining  sails 
overhead,  I  could  not  think  that  a  fabric  so  beauti 
ful  was  made  to  bear  any  but  a  human  crew.  Be 
her  navigators  who  they  might,  I  knew  that  it  was 
the  same  whether  I  faced  them  fore  or  aft ;  so  I 
leaped  up,  and  forced  myself  forward,  that  I  might 
put  an  end  to  my  horrible  suspense  at  once.  From 
few,  if  any,  do  I  apprehend  contempt  on  account  of 
this  avowal.  The  awe  of  preternatural  agency  is 
part  of  this  life's  natural  religion  ;  and  sanctioned 
as  it  is  in  the  revealed  religion  that  has  been  vouch 
safed  to  us,  let  no  man  scorn  me  for  acknowledging 
its  influence,  while  his  own  soul  must  tell  him  that 
he  is  a  being  existing  he  knows  not  how,  among 
he  knows  not  whom.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  confess, 
that  I  walked  the  deck  of  that  deserted  vessel  in 
excessive  fear ;  from  companion  arid  hatchway  I 
expected  every  moment  to  see  some  inconceivable 
horror  ascend  ;  and  although  I  held  in  my  breath, 
and  kept  myself  drawn  up  in  rigid  determination 
not  to  flinch  from  anything  that  a  Christian  man 
should  confront,  yet,  with  all  the  preparation  I 
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could  muster,  I  felt  that  the  twirling  of  a  straw 
upon  that  bare  deck  would  have  upset  me.  My 
senses,  however,  were  not  so  totally  overwhelmed 
in  awe  and  wonder  as  to  prevent  my  perceiving 
that  there  really  was  something  unusual  in  the  ap 
pearance  of  things  on  deck.  There  were  four  wide 
funnels,  one  under  each  of  the  main  and  fore 
shrouds — things  I  had  never  seen  in  any  ship  be 
fore.  The  ports  were  larger  than  usual,  and  had, 
which  seemed  very  strange,  their  hinges  below.  The 
decks  were  smeared  and  slippery,  as  I  have  before 
observed,  with  tar  and  tallow.  I  looked  up  with  a 
lightened  heart  to  the  yard-arms  ; — there  were  the 
grappling-irons  swinging  from  them  one  and  all !  I 
ran  into  the  main-cabin  without  one  hesitating  pause 
— T  was  rushing  desperately  to  be  satisfied,  and  I  was 
satisfied.  The  cabin  \vas  stripped  of  its  furniture  ; 
troughs  were  laid  along  each  side ;  they  ran  into 
the  main -hold,  and  terminated  in  sally-ports  at 
either  quarter ;  they  were  stuffed  with  reeds  in 
sheaves  bound  together  with  matches,  and  steeped 
in  composition.  It  was  evident — I  was  in  a  fire- 
ship  ;  it  accounted  for  everything.  I  ran  to  the 
sally-port ;  there  was  the  black  track  of  the  gun 
powder,  and  the  spot  plainly  marked  where  the 
match  had  been  extinguished.  The  ship  had  missed 
taking  fire,  and  stood  out  to  sea.  I  ran  out  on 
deck — threw  off  my  clothes  to  dry — got  a  remnant 
of  a  sail,  and  rubbed  myself  into  life  and  warmth 


G8  TALES   FROM 

once  more  ;  then  wrapping  myself  in  a  canvass 
cloak  very  fairly  cut  from  the  fore  stay-sail,  I  lay 
down  in  the  sunny  scuppers,  and  without  a  single 
thought  of  navigating  the  vessel — it  never  entered 
my  head,  once  I  had  got  the  horrible  deceit  of  my 
fear  removed — gave  myself  up  to  the  enjoyment  of 
my  security  and  rest  so  heartily,  that  at  last,  like  a 
wearied  child,  I  dropped  involuntarily  asleep.  I 
could  not  have  slept  more  than  an  hour  when  I  was 
awakened  by  the  snapping  of  a  royal  studding-sail 
boom,  for  the  breeze  had  been  freshening  ever  since 
I  came  on  board,  and  was  now  straining  spars  and 
canvass  at  a  pitch  that  threatened  to  carry  away 
everything.  The  new  dangers  of  my  situation  rose 
in  fearful  array  before  me,  as  I  considered  with 
myself  the  probable  consequences.  I  was  driving 
right  on  shore  at  a  rate  that  must  smash  the  vessel 
to  pieces  the  moment  she  would  take  the  ground ; 
and  how  to  shorten  sail  or  lie  to,  I  could  not  tell. 
Everything  was  fast,  and  my  single  strength  could 
not  suffice  to  slacken  away  anything  of  consequence. 
The  vessel  could  never  be  put  upon  another  course 
with  all  her  yards  braced  square.  There  was  little 
or  no  chance  of  my  falling  in  with  any  sail  in  the 
Channel  in  such  dangerous  times.  The  wind  was 
getting  round  to  the  east  again,  and  I  saw  plainly 
that  if  it  settled  there,  and  still  earned  me  before 
it,  I  must  drift  to  the  Atlantic,  and  die  of  hunger, 
unless  I  could  subsist  on  tallow  and  brimstone 
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(since  nothing  more  eatable  Lad  been  left  on  board) 
till  the  final  catastrophe  of  going  on  shore,  that 
sooner  or  later  must  befall  me.  Even  if  I  should 
fall  in  with  a  sail,  how  were  they  to  know  that  I 
was  in  distress  ?  and  if  they  did,  how  was  I  to 
bring  the  ship  to  ?  or  (unless  it  fell  a  dead  calm) 
how  was  a  boat  to  be  sent  on  board  me  driving  at 
such  a  rate  ?  I  went  to  the  wheel  to  try  what  I 
could  do ;  not  much  caring  though  I  should  lay 
her  fairly  on  her  beam-ends  ;  for,  if  she  should  not 
founder  outright,  I  thought  even  such  a  state  would 
be  better  than  the  rapid  ruin  she  was  then  threaten 
ing  me  with.  I  brought  her  up  till  I  shook  the 
wind  out  of  her  canvass.  She  reeled  and  staggered 
for  a  moment  like  a  drunken  being,  then  all  at  once 
her  lighter  sails  were  taken  aback  with  a  slap  that 
beat  away  booms,  and  tore  down  yards  and  tackling 
with  a  succession  of  crashes,  flappings,  and  snaps 
like  gun-shots,  which  threw  me  into  such  confusion, 
that  I  let  go  the  wheel,  and  ran  for  the  cabin,  in 
dread  of  having  my  brains  beaten  out  by  a  falling 
spar,  like  the  luckless  captain  of  the  Gull.  I  sat 
down  in  despair  among  the  tubs  of  composition  and 
piles  of  oakum  steeped  in  turpentine,  with  which 
the  place  was  crammed,  and  listened  to  the  effects 
of  my  rashness  still  sounding  overhead,  and  mak 
ing  themselves  known  even  below  by  the  mad 
plunges  of  the  vessel,  that  pitched  me  at  length 
into  a  comer,  where  I  lay  till  she  righted,  and  went 
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off  dead  before  the  wind  once  more.  The  rigging 
when  I  came  on  deck  presented  a  strange  sight. 
All  the  great  sails  had  filled  again,  but  the  lighter 
ones  were  flying  in  lumbering  streamers  from  every 
yard-arm  like  ribbands  from  a  tattered  cap ;  while 
booms  and  blocks  went  swinging  through  the  con 
fusion,  knocking  against  the  standing  spars,  and 
adding  at  every  stroke  some  new  disaster  to  the 
ruinous  uproar.  I  would  have  almost  changed 
places  with  Phaeton.  I  would  as  soon  have  laid 
my  hand  upon  the  fiery  mane  of  a  courser  of  the 
sun,  with  all  the  zodiac  reeling  underfoot,  as  have 
touched  a  spoke  of  that  fatal  wheel  during  the  next 
hour.  I  went  below  again,  and  got  between  decks 
by  the  communication  from  the  cabin,  where  I  saw 
the  arrangement  of  the  combustibles,  which  put  the 
nature  of  the  vessel  beyond  all  doubt.  The  troughs 
crossed  each  other  between  four  barrels  of  compo 
sition,  placed  one  under  each  of  the  above-men 
tioned  funnels.  Chambers  were  loaded  opposite 
all  the  ports,  to  blow  them  open  and  give  the  flame 
vent.  Powdered  resin  and  sulphur  were  scattered 
plentifully  in  all  directions,  and  a  mixture  of  com 
bustibles  like  soft  dry  paste  filled  the  bottoms  of 
all  the  troughs,  on  top  of  which  the  reeds  were  tied 
with  matches  innumerable.  The  breeze  now  began 
to  take  off,  and  continued  to  lull  away  during  all 
the  afternoon,  having  settled  at  length  at  about 
south-east,  so  that  my  fears  of  drifting  past  the 
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Land's-end  were  now  almost  at  rest.  I  dressed 
myself  in  my  dried  clothes,  but  dared  not  kindle  a 
fire  ; — every  spot  was  ready  to  start  into  flame  with 
the  merest  spark ;  even  in  the  after-cabin  the  berths 
were  stowed  full  of  old  turpentine  and  oil  jars,  and 
dusted  with  meal  of  resin.  I  walked  the  deck  till 
evening,  and  with  departing  light  of  day  distin 
guished  St  Michael's  Mount,  rising  in  a  grey  and 
purple  haze  high  into  the  ruddy  horizon.  The 
night  fell  chilly  and  thick,  and  I  went  into  the 
cabin  and  tried  to  make  up  my  mind  for  the  worst. 
But  I  could  not  long  bear  to  stay  there,  it  was  so 
lonely  and  dismal.  There  wras  a  sort  of  company 
in  the  wind  and  the  struggling  sails  on  deck,  but 
below,  everything  was  deadly  dark  and  silent.  So, 
chilly  as  it  was,  I  wrapped  my  cloak  of  canvass 
once  more  about  me,  and  sat  down  on  the  fore 
castle,  shivering  with  cold  and  apprehension,  and 
gazing,  till  my  eyes  grew  strained  and  dizzy,  into 
the  monotonous  gloom  ahead.  I  could  not  see  any 
star,  but  I  think  it  must  have  been  about  one 
o'clock,  when  the  heavy  washing  of  the  seas  about 
our  bows  was  broken  by  the  distant  murmur  of 
breakers.  Had  I  heard  my  death-bell  tolling,  it 
could  not  more  surely  have  impressed  me  with 
the  certainty  of  my  immediate  fate ;  and  yet  the 
very  growling  of  that  merciless  band,  into  whose 
strangling  tumult  I  so  soon  expected  to  be  cast, 
came  upon  my  numbed  senses  with  a  rousing  and 
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invigorating  influence  ;  for  the  dull  uncertainty  of 
my  former  state  had  been  altogether  stupifying.  I 
rose  and  took  my  post  once  more  by  the  wheel, 
determined  to  use  my  experience  to  the  best  ad 
vantage  in  counteracting  or  seconding  the  wind  as 
I  saw  necessary,  so  far  as  its  very  limited  com 
mand  would  go. 

The  tumult  of  broken  water  now  became  louder 
and  louder,  but  instead  of  advancing  on  my  ear  as 
before,  out  of  the  darkness  ahead,  it  growled  away 
down  the  night  on  our  starboard  beam  in  an  oblique 
direction,  which  I  could  not  account  for,  till,  look 
ing  over  the  stern,  I  saw,  by  the  dim  glimmer  of 
the  ship's  wake,  that  we  were  making  more  lee 
than  head  way ;  that,  in  fact,  the  ship  was  driving 
broad-side  on,  in  a  powerful  tide -race  along  a  reef 
of  rocks,  through  some  opening  in  which,  or  past 
which  altogether,  I  did  not  despair  of  being  yet 
carried  by  the  current,  as  I  heard  no  surf  loud 
enough  to  tell  of  its  running  anywhere  against 
them,  except  beyond  one  breach  in  their  line,  com 
paratively  smooth.  The  coast  was  now  distinguish 
able  ahead,  black,  high,  and  precipitous.  It  ad 
vanced  higher  and  higher  up  the  sky,  till  it  almost 
seemed  to  overhang  our  forecastle,  and  I  now  felt 
the  ship  swing  round  in  the  sweep  of  the  current, 
and  saw  the  breakers  running  white  astern  as  we 
swept  clear  of  them,  right  through  the  reef.  There 
rose  presently  a  rustling  sound  about  the  bows  ; 
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then  a  heavy  grating  all  along  the  keel,  a  dull  pro 
longed  concussion,  and  the  tide  broke  on  her  as  she 
stuck — fast  in  a  sand-bank.  It  was  pitch  dark. 
The  breakers  were  on  all  sides  ;  but  the  ship  lay  in 
smooth  water  among  them.  It  would  have  been 
madness  to  attempt  swimming  on  shore ;  where, 
even  if  I  should  escape  the  violence  of  the  current 
and  surf,  I  must  spend  the  long  morning  011  the 
bleak  hill,  weighed  down  by  wet  clothes,  and  igno 
rant  of  my  road.  Under  these  considerations,  par 
ticularly  as  there  was  no  fear  of  the  ship  yielding 
to  any  sea  likely  to  run  there,  during  the  calm  state 
of  the  weather,  I  determined  to  remain  on  deck  till 
day ;  and  now,  considering  my  safety  almost  cer 
tain,  I  mingled  my  supplications  with  thanksgiv 
ings,  and,  falling  on  my  knees,  blessed  God  with 
tears  of  gratitude  and  delight ;  then  wrapping  my 
self  up  once  more  behind  the  shelter  of  the  bulwark, 
went  to  sleep.  I  started  up  from  a  dream  of  home, 
for  I  distinctly  heard  the  stroke  of  oars  alongside. 
I  was  on  the  point  of  calling  out  when  some  one 
close  under  the  quarter  said,  in  a  low  but  (to  my 

morbidly  sensitive  ear)  a  clear  whisper,  "  By  • 

I  believe  they  have  deserted  her  !  But  look  sharp, 
my  lads,  for  you  may  find  plenty  of  them  still, 
skulking  behind  the  bulwarks/'  I  heard  this  with 
an  accompaniment  of  cocking  fire-arms  and  un 
sheathing  cutlasses  ;  and  with  the  horrifying  sus 
picion  that  they  were  a  gang  of  Cornwall  wreckers, 
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I  crept  in  renewed  and  redoubled  terror  into  the 
cabin.  Just  as  I  concealed  myself  behind  the  door, 
which  opened  on  the  quarter-deck  from  under  a 
high  poop,  the  boat's  crew  sprung  on  deck  with 
lanterns  and  levelled  weapons.  Two  tall  and  rather 
fine-looking  men  led  the  party,  and  so  soon  as  they 
saw  that  there  was  no  fighting  for  them  on  deck, 
drew  their  company  together  round  the  main-mast, 
and  proceeded,  to  my  inexpressible  relief,  to  take 
possession  of  the  ship  in  the  name  of  his  Majesty 
George  the  Third,  by  virtue  of  certain  letters  of 
marque  and  reprisal,  empowering  them,  Adam  and 
Hiram  Forrest,  of  Forrest-Race,  Esquires,  to  set 
upon  by  force  of  arms,  subdue,  and  take  all  ships, 
vessels,  goods,  wares,  munitions  of  war,  &c.  &c. 
of,  or  belonging  to,  the  French  nation.  Now 
was  my  time  to  discover  myself  (and  I  confess  I 
had  a  thought  or  two  about  my  claim  to  a  share  of 
the  prize-money). — One  step  I  made  from  my  posi 
tion,  but  the  noise  arrested  me  with  its  immediate 
consequence — half-a-dozen  muskets  levelled  at  the 
door.  u  Keep  together,  men  1  they  are  barricaded 
in  the  cabin  ! — go  aft,  Hiram,  with  four  hands,  and 
break  open  the  door,  while  I  secure  the  forecastle 
and  hatchways,"  cried  the  elder  leader.  His  asso 
ciate  sprung  towards  my  place  of  concealment  at 
the  head  of  four  fellows,  brandishing  their  naked 
cutlasses  ;  and  bursting  open  the  door  with  a  drive 
of  his  foot,  rushed  in — a  pistol  in  one  hand,  a  drawn 
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sword  in  the  other.  I  thought  it  most  prudent  to 
keep  clear  of  the  first  rush  of  their  irruption,  and  so 
had  retreated  quietly  to  the  after- cabin,  where  I 
concealed  myself  in  one  of  the  berths  close  by  the 
stern-port.  They  soon  found  the  cabin  equally  de 
serted  with  the  deck  ;  and  as  they  went  stumbling 
about  with  their  one  lantern  through  the  lumber  of 
combustibles,  filled  it  with  exclamations  of  amaze 
ment. 

"  Why,  here's  no  crew  that  I  can  see  but  a  regi 
ment  of  paint-pots — that  must  have  been  a  rat  that 
we  heard,  sir,"  said  one. 

"  D n  me,  Tom,  I  say,  what  sort  of  a  devil's 

drawing-room  have  we  here?"  muttered  another,  as 
he  stood  turning  over  a  mop  of  oakum  with  his  toe  ; 
"  and  what  sort  of  a  damnable  smell  is  this  ? " 
snuffing  at  a  box  of  composition. 

"The  devil's  own  smell — brimstone,  by  -  —  !" 
cried  a  fourth,  shaking  a  cloud  of  sulphur  from  his 
fingers ;  and  one  fellow  rummaging  through  the 
troughs  pulled  up  a  bundle  of  reeds  and  tossed  them 
out  on  the  floor,  exclaiming,  "  Nothing  but  rush 
lights  in  these  here  lockers,  Master  Hiram — rush 
lights  and  mouldings  of  white  biscuit,  as  I  take  it — 
light  diet  that,  I  may  say,  sir,  for  a  ship's  company." 
Just  then  some  lumber  getting  loose,  rolled  out  of 
an  upper  berth  among  them,  and  three  or  four 
smart  cuts  were  made  at  it  before  they  saw  what  it 
was.  I  had  taken  them  as  a  hint  to  lie  quiet  a 
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little  longer,  when  their  leader  started  suddenly, 
and,  after  standing  for  a  moment  at  the  heel  of  the 
mizen-mast,  gave  a  strong  shudder,  and  ordered  the 
men  out  of  the  cabin.  "  Off,  off  to  the  forecastle 
every  man  of  you ! — off,  I  say,  and  send  Captain 
Forrest  here."  The  men  withdrew,  muttering  ex 
clamations  of  amazement  as  he  drove  them  out  on 
deck,  whence  he  presently  returned,  accompanied 
by  the  other.  He  locked  and  bolted  the  door  after 
him,  and  led  his  companion  up  to  the  mast,  then 
throwing  the  light  full  on  it,  asked  in  a  whisper, 
that  thrilled  through  me  where  T  lay,  "  Do  you 
know  that  ?  "  "  What?  "  "  That  splinter  of  steel 
buried  in  the  wood."  The  elder  Forrest,  without 
one  word  of  reply,  snatched  up  the  lantern  and  ran 
round  the  cubin,  holding  the  light  over  his  head, 
and  gazing  at  everything  with  a  strong  expression 
of  astonishment;  then  stuck  the  lantern  down  upon 
a  barrel-head,  slapped  his  hands  against  his  thighs, 
and  exclaimed,  "  Hah  ! — Now  may  I  be  damned  if 
it  is  not  the  old  Phoenix  come  back  again  ! — but 
Hiram,  I  say,  by  Heaven  I  cannot  understand  this 
— she  is  not  the  same  boat,  and  yet  she  is  —  I 
thought  I  knew  her  deck  although  it  is  strangely 
altered — but  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  "  for  the 
younger  one  stood  pale  and  trembling,  and  here 
grasped  him  convulsively  by  the  arm. 

"  What  ails  you,  Hiram  ?  I  say, — I  hope  you  are 
not  afraid  *  " 
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"  Yes,  by "  (with  a  slow  and  solemn  asseve 
ration),  "  I  am  afraid,  Adam  Forrest !  "  the  other 
answered,  gasping ;  "  I  am  afraid,  for  I  saw  him 
there  as  plainly  as  I  see  you,  clinging  round  the 
mast  as  he  did  that  night,  when  he  held  on  till  you 
shore  through  his  wrist  with  your  cutlass,  and 
snapped  it  an  inch  deep  in  the  solid  wood  below  ! 
and  if  I  go  in  there'11  (pointing  to  the  after-cabin 
without  even  raising  his  averted  face), — "if  I  go  in 
there,  I  will  see  the  others  ! — Come  on  deck — I  am 
sick." 

"  Stay  where  you  are — you  must  not  expose  your 
self  to  the  men, — tut,  tut! — What!  after  all  we 
have  seen  together,  to  let  a  trick  of  your  fancy  get 
the  better  of  your  manhood  in  this  disgraceful  way ! 
— Why,"  and  he  mused  for  a  moment,  "  it  is  odd 
enough  too,  that  she  should  come  here  without 
hands,  and  all  to  give  us  a  second  crop  off  her  old 
timbers  ;  but  egad,  I  have  it !  Ill  lay  my  life  Tom 
has  been  overhauling  her  in  the  Channel,  and  has 
sent  the  old  bird  adrift,  well  knowing  to  whose 
door  the  Kace  would  bring  her  ! — Ah  !  poor  Tom  I 
many  an  ugly  job  he  has  brought  me  through  ; 
however,  they  say  that  Gull  thing  that  I  got  him 
the  command  of  is  a  switching  fast  sailer,  and  if  he 
has  but  a  stanch  crew,  he  may  make  a  good  thing 
of  it  yet — that  is,  if  he  can  only  keep  from  getting 
more  than  moderately  drunk.  But  come  along  till 
we  see  what  this  after- cabin  has  got  for  us.  We 
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have  our  letters  of  marque  now,  and  need  not  be 
ashamed  to  show  our  faces  under  that  authority  to 
man  or  devil ! — Come/'  arid  he  dragged  his  reluc 
tant  associate  almost  close  to  the  spot  where  I  lay, 
in  another  and  still  more  dreadful  relapse  of  horror. 
The  young  man  leaned  against  a  timber,  with  his 
head  sunk  upon  his  breast,  and  shuddered  violently. 
"Adam,"  said  he  at  length,  "we  have  never 
thriven  in  anything  since  the  night  we  had  that 
business  in  this  abominable  den  of  blood.  You  arid 
I  then  were,  or  ought  to  have  been,  country  gentle 
men,  and  he  was  no  more  than  a  careless  sailor  at 
worst ;  but  with  all  the  money  we  got  in  Bordeaux 
for  the  fruits  of  our  villany,  wre  are  three  miserable 
adventurers  to-day,  if  the  damning  cargo  she  carries 
has  not  sunk  the  Gull  already — Mother  of  God  de 
fend  me  !  there  is  young  Man  son  !  "  I  can  no  more 
account  for  it  now,  than  I  could  help  it  then,  but 
the  truth  is,  I  had  risen  at  this  mention  of  the  Gull 
in  a  sort  of  reckless  frenzy,  for  I  had  no  control 
over  either  my  words  or  actions,  and  started  out  on 
the  floor  before  them,  a  very  ghastly  and  hideous 
spectacle  ;  for  I  was  pale  and  haggard  with  fear 
and  desperation,  and  my  face  was  bloody  from  a 
scratch  I  had  got  in  the  dark.  The  eyes  of  the 
repentant  sinner  fastened  on  me  as  I  rose,  and  his 
terror  was  full  as  horribly  depicted  on  his  counte 
nance,  as  that  of  his  already  punished  associate 
had  been  on  his  ;  he  fell  flat  on  his  face,  and  even 
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the  hardened  ruffian  at  his  side  leaped  back  with  a 
shout  of  horror  as  I  rose  before  him  with  my  hands 
held  up,  and  a  storm  of  denunciation  that  I  could 
not  control  bursting  from  my  lips.  What  I  said  I 
did  not  even  then  know,  but  it  soon  betrayed  my 
mortal  nature,  and  Forrest,  with  a  blow  of  his  fist, 
struck  me  back  whence  I  had  risen,  then  drew  a 
pistol  and  came  close  up  to  me  to  make  sure.  I 
prayed  for  mercy  now  as  wildly  as  I  had  before 
denounced  vengeance,  and  in  the  extremity  of  my 
terror  shut  my  eyes  and  clung  to  the  very  boards. 
A  flash  first  came  through  my  closed  eyelids,  and 
then  a  rushing  and  flapping  burst  of  flame  like  in 
terminable  lightning.  The  pistol  had  burned  prim 
ing,  but  even  that  had  been  enough  to  set  fire  to 
an  open  can  of  turpentine  that  was  upset  from  a 
locker  above  by  the  thrust  he  had  made  after  me 
with  the  weapon.  The  liquid  starting  into  fire  and 
smoke  over  the  exploding  gunpowder,  flowed  down 
in  a  waving  river  of  flame,  and  spreading  on  the 
resined  floors,  and  catching  the  loose  combustibles 
all  round,  raised  such  a  chaos  of  fire,  smoke,  hiss 
ing,  sputtering,  and  suffocation,  that  I  had.  only 
power  to  feel  myself  unwounded,  and  with  my  coat 
over  my  head,  to  pitch  myself  bodily  against  the 
port  below  me.  I  literally  sank  through  a  little 
pool  of  flame,  but  I  burst  open  the  port  as  I  had 
expected,  and  found  myself  the  next  moment  in  the 
sea.  It  was  now  low  water,  and  the  stream  that  I 
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had  feared  would  sweep  me  among  the  breakers 
was  totally  subsided ;  but  I  could  see  nothing 
clearly  for  the  first  minute,  only  a  dazzling  and 
flashing  of  light  through  the  spray,  that  swept 
over  my  head  from  the  broken  water  on  the  rocks. 
The  first  thing  I  saw  distinctly  was  a  trail  of  flame 
writhing  like  a  tail  round  the  stern  of  the  ship,  as 
if  the  great  black  hulk  had  been  lashing  herself 
into  the  furious  fit,  that  in  another  minute  burst  out 
from  every  vent  and  funnel  in  spouting  and  roaring 
jets  of  fire,  that  blazed  up  into  the  rigging  as  high 
as  the  lower  masts,  and  pierced  the  night  for  miles 
round,  with  a  splendour  strong  as  the  light  of  the 
sun  at  noonday.  I  got  upon  the  nearest  of  the  rocks 
(by  the  fall  of  the  water  they  now  rose  much  nearer 
than  they  had  before  seemed  to  do),  and  rising  out 
of  reach  of  the  surf,  contemplated  a  spectacle  the 
grandest  and  most  appalling  I  ever  witnessed.  The 
ship  had  run  aground  upon  the  landward  side  of  a 
tongue  of  sand,  that  stretched  (like  half  the  string 
of  a  bent  bow)  partly  across  a  curve  of  the  coast, 
thus  intercepting  whatever  the  current  from  the 
opposite  side  might  sweep  into  the  bay ;  and  there 
settling  on  a  rapidly  shelving  bank,  had  fallen  over 
as  the  water  left  her,  till  her  masts  and  rigging 
lay  almost  across  the  narrow  channel  between.  On 
shore  an  overhanging  precipice  rose  right  opposite^ 
and  close  under  her  lee — so  close  that  her  rigging 
sloped  up  to  within  a  stone's-throw  of  the  jutting 
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rock.  Between  the  base  of  this  rock  and  the  water's 
edge,  there  was  a  stripe  of  greensward,  evidently 
artificial,  forming  a  platform  of  perhaps  thirty  yards 
across,  which  widened  away  at  one  side  into  a  lawn 
with  haycocks  and  shrubbery,  while  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  planting  visible  up  the  back  of  the 
ravine.  An  old-fashioned  straggling  house  stood 
almost  under  the  precipice,  facing  the  platform  on 
one  side,  and  the  lawn  on  the  other.  Its  steep  roof 
of  grey  slate,  and  slender  chimneys,  made  a  gaunt 
and  spectral  show  in  the  ruddy  glare,  contrasted 
with  the  black  mass  of  rock  behind,  and  the  boiling 
flashes  of  the  surf  tossed  up  almost  to  its  fantastic 
porch  in  front.  I  looked  at  the  ship — the  fore-hatch 
way  had  torn  up  with  a  tremendous  burst,  and  the 
massy  planks  and  bars  of  wrought-iron  were  scat 
tered  on  either  side  ;  but  the  black  tarpaulin  rose 
like  a  canopy  over  the  body  of  flame  that  followed, 
and  was  dissipated  into  smoke  and  ashes,  without 
ever  coming  down.  And  now  the  breeze  tossing 
that  blaze  about  through  the  rigging  in  rolling  and 
heavy  volume,  like  a  great  tongue,  it  roared  at 
every  wallowing  flap,  arid  licked  up  square-sails, 
stay-sails,  and  studding-sails,  as  though  they  had 
been  so  much  tinder,  while  the  port- chambers  suc 
cessively  exploding,  thundered  and  flashed  down 
either  broadside,  then  vomited  out  their  voluminous, 
flaring  streamers  of  fire,  that  curled  and  climbed  up 
into  the  conflagration  till  consumed  amid  the  gene- 
8  F 
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ral  flame.  All  the  water  out  of  the  ship's  shadow 
blazed  to  the  blazing  pile  ;  but  wherever  her  hull 
momentarily  intercepted  its  light,  the  sea  seemed 
to  heave  more  heavily,  and  with  a  lurid  glow  like 
blood.  The  boat's  crew  had  now  pushed  off  from 
the  quarter ;  I  saw  all  on  board  save  the  two  miser 
able  beings  I  had  left  in  the  flames  of  the  cabin : 
but  the  men  had  scarce  pulled  the  boat's  length 
from  the  vessel's  side,  when  a  figure  leaped  up  on 
the  quarter  rail  from  deck — he  looked  as  if  he  had 
risen  out  of  hell ;  for  his  head  was  singed  bald,  and 
his  face  and  hands  were  all  livid,  swollen,  and 
bloody,  from  the  scorching.  It  was  the  elder  For 
rest.  He  was  tossing  his  arms  and  howling.  The 
men  pulled  back,  the  boat  shot  into  the  shadow  of 
the  ship,  and  in  the  sudden  difference  of  light  I  lost 
them  for  an  instant ;  but  the  great  flame  of  the 
forecastle  took  a  sweep  to  windward,  and  showed 
them  again,  close  under  the  quarter.  All  their  faces 
glowed  like  copper,  as  they  turned  them  up  to  the 
crimsoned  figure  wavering  above,  for  Forrest  had 
now  seized  a  rope,  that  dangled  still  unconsumed 
from  the  mizen-yard  arm,  and  was  swinging  to  and 
fro,  as  the  scorching  flame  behind  him  swayed  for 
ward  or  collapsed  ;  but  their  faces  fell,  and  a  cry 
of  horror  burst  from  them  all  as  it  gave  way,  and 
the  wretch,  after  balancing  a  moment  on  his  narrow 
footing,  full  back  into  the  fire  ; — there  was  a  puff  of 
smoke  and  ashes,  a  long  heaving  roll  of  the  flame, 
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a  shriek  that  rung  shrilly  over  everything,  and  the 
seamen,  silent  and  horrified,  pushed  off  again,  and 
made  for  the  shore.  And  now  the  whole  rigging 
was  in  a  light  flame,  and  the  dance  of  sparks  to 
leeward,  where  it  eddied  round  the  chimneys  and 
gables  of  the  old  house,  looked  like  a  great 
spangled  mantle  shaken  out  in  the  sky.  Beneath, 
smoke  was  curling  in  white  eddies  from  every  door 
and  window,  and  the  fate  of  the  doomed  dwelling 
seemed  fixed,  to  burn  first,  while  anything  remained 
in  it  that  would  burn,  and  then  to  be  swept  from  its 
foundations  by  the  final  explosion,  out  of  reach  of 
which  I  had  all  this  time  been  painfully  making  my 
way,  sometimes  clambering  over  the  rocks  high  and 
dry,  and  sometimes  swimming.  I  gained  the  dry 
land  at  last,  about  three  hundred  yards  astern  of  the 
vessel,  and  rounding  the  shoulder  of  a  hill,  lay  down 
among  the  grass  in  the  sudden  pitchy  darkness  be 
hind  it,  till  my  eyes  had  a  little  recovered  from  the 
effects  of  the  excessive  light,  and  I  was  able  to  see 
my  way  into  the  country.  I  was  between  two  steep 
hills  :  that  behind  me  was  lurid  in  the  dim  reflec- 

'        S 

tion  of  the  sky,  but  a  ruddier  haze  than  ever  the 
sunset  had  thrown  over  it,  glowed  across  the  track 
of  air  above,  and  bore  a  crown  of  fire  to  the  top  of 
the  higher  hill  opposite,  on  which  every  stock  and 
stone  showed  like  iron  at  a  forging  heat.  Through 
this  red  region  I  had  to  pass  to  reach  the  inland. 
Pursuing  a  horse-track  that  led  over  it,  I  gained 
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the  limits  of  darkness  again,  without  once  turning 
to  look  at  the  scene  behind — I  had  beheld  enough. 
Suddenly  I  heard  the  sound  of  hoofs  in  the  valley 
beyond,  and  turning,  beheld  a  riderless  horse  toss 
up  his  mane  like  a  fiery  crest  over  the  illuminated 
mountain,  then  plunge  into  the  darkness  between. 
I  laid  hold  of  the  reins  as  he  rushed  past  me,  de 
termined  to  use  the  opportunity  of  escape ;  and 
having  checked  him  with  some  difficulty,  threw 
myself  into  the  saddle  and  gave  him  head.  He 
bore  me  down  the  open  hill  like  the  wind  ;  but 
when  I  got  among  the  precipices  below,  through 
which  the  road  was  intricately  carried,  I  was  reluc 
tantly  obliged  to  draw  up  a  little  for  fear  of  acci 
dents.  I  was  unwilling  to  do  this,  as  well  from  the 
desire  of  making  my  escape  to  as  great  a  distance 
as  possible  from  the  explosion,  as  from  the  convic 
tion,  growing  every  moment  stronger,  that  I  heard 
some  one  on  horseback  in  pursuit.  Now,  I  had  no 
doubt  that  the  animal  I  rode  had  thrown  another 
rider  immediately  before  being  caught  by  me  ;  and 
I  thought  it  most  probable,  that  whoever  was  now 
pursuing,  had  been  in  company  with  him  when  his 
horse  had  first  run  off.  Be  that  as  it  might,  I  had 
had  enough  of  Forrest-Eace  and  its  inhabitants,  to 
make  me  determined,  if  I  must  be  overtaken,  to 
conceal  myself  by  the  road-side,  and  let  rny  pursuer 
look  after  the  runaway  at  his  leisure.  However,  I 
tried  to  make  the  most  of  my  chances  in  the  mean 
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time,  and  pushed  on  as  rapidly  as  prudence  would 
allow  ;  but  in  ten  minutes  more,  I  found  I  had  no 
prospect  of  escape  ;  I  heard  the  clatter  of  the  horse, 
and  once  or  twice  the  cries  of  the  rider  behind,  and 
was  just  preparing  to  dismount,  and  looking  back 
to  try  what  I  could  see,  when  there  shot  up  a 
column  of  fire,  a  hundred  feet  and  more  over  the 
top  of  the  highest  mountain,  and  hill  and  valley, 
road,  rock,  and  river,  leaped  out  into  astonishing 
splendour  before  me.  Every  object,  for  three  or 
four  seconds,  was  apparent  in  steady  and  intense 
light.  I  saw  the  perilous  road  down  which  T  had 
come,  and  wondered  how  my  horse  had  kept  his 
footing  at  all ;  but  my  wonder  was  considerably 
greater  when,  about  half  a  furlong  behind,  I  saw 
my  pursuer,  as  plainly  as  I  ever  saw  my  own 
mother,  to  be  a  woman — dressed,  at  least,  in  a 
female  habit,  and  light  as  Diana,  while  she  sat  her 
rearing  and  plunging  hunter  through  the  wild 
tumult  of  his  terror.  But,  before  I  could  take  a 
second  look,  down  stooped  the  night  again  in  ten 
fold  power  of  darkness,  while  there  burst  through 
the  shaken  sky  such  a  concussion,  as  with  its  tre 
mendous  and  stunning  violence  beat  the  poor  ani 
mal  I  bestrode,  and  myself  along  with  him,  flat 
down  upon  the  ground,  among  the  rebounding 
echoes  and  black  darkness.  I  escaped  from  the 
fall  unhurt,  and  the  horse  stood  still  and  trembling, 
till  I  remounted,  for  I  now  was  no  longer  desirous 
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of  escaping  my  pursuer.  I  was  hardly  in  the  saddle 
again,  when  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  at  my  side — 
"  Now,  Heaven  have  mercy  on  us, — this  is  a  fear 
ful  night ! — How  could  you  leave  ine  in  this  way, 
George  ? — Ah  !  you  could  not  help  it,  poor  fellow 
— but  did  I  not  see  you  thrown  after  the  grey  ran 
off? — Why  do  you  not  answrer,  George — are  you 
hurt?" 

"  In  the  name  of  God,  Ellen  Fane,  what  do  you 
do  here?"  I  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  that  I  could 
hardly  think  my  own.  She  screamed  aloud,  for  it 
was  indeed  she,  and  checked  her  horse  till  he 
almost  went  on  his  haunches  ;  I  seized  him  by 
the  bridle  to  keep  him  from  backing  over  the 
precipice. 

"  Keep  off — keep  off,"  she  cried.  "  Oh,  have 
mercy  on  me  if  you  are  a  man  or  a  Christian,  for  I 
am  a  helpless  girl,  and  in  danger  of  my  life  ! — Oh, 
only  help  me  to  get  to  Truro,  and  I  will  pray  for 
you — indeed  I  will — as  long  as  this  miserable  ex 
istence  lasts  ! " 

I  was  agitated  by  contending  emotions — innu 
merable — indescribable  ;  but  I  made  a  struggle  to 
compose  myself,  and  implored  her  not  to  be  alarmed. 
"And,  oh,  Ellen,  Ellen  !"  I  cried,  "do  you  not  yet 
know  me  ?  " 

"Henry!  —  Mr  Jervas  !  "  she  exclaimed,  and 
would  have  fallen  to  the  ground  had  I  not  drawn 
our  horses  together,  and  supported  her  sinking 
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frame  upon  my  breast.  There  was  not  a  sound  in 
the  air,  that  had  so  lately  been  torn  with  dreadful 
noises,  except  the  low  sobs  of  my  companion,  whose 
tears  were  flowing  unrestrained  upon  my  bosom, 
and  the  dreamy  plashing  of  the  river  beside  us,  as 
it  hastened  to  drown  its  murmurs  in  the  moan  of 
the  sea,  that  came  heavily  at  intervals  on  the  wind 
like  a  lamentation.  The  wind  that  was  now  abroad 
was  barely  strong  enough  to  lift  a  curl  or  two  of  the 
long  and  lovely  tresses  that  lay  clustering  on  my 
breast.  All  the  light  in  the  sky  was  insufficient  to 
show  more  than  the  dim  outline  of  the  hills  rising- 
black  around  us  against  the  paler  gloom  of  the 
heavens.  Everything  was  steeped  in  profound  tran 
quillity,  but  the  uproar  that  this  quiet  had  suc 
ceeded  was  less  confounding  a  thousand  times, 
than  the  tumultuous  feelings  which  agitated  my 
heart  in  the  midst  of  that  solemn  and  oppressive 
calm. 

"  Tell  me,  Ellen,  is  it  possible  that  you  can 
have  been  under  the  same  roof  with  this  villain 
Forrest?" 

"  Alas,  poor  wretch!"  she  exclaimed,  "  he  was 
burned  to  death — he  and  his  cousin  Hiram/' 

"  Murderous  ruffians! — robbers,  dogs,  and  pirates  ! 
what  better  fate  did  they  merit  ?  "  I  exclaimed,  for 
getting  that  she  was  ignorant  of  their  piracy. 

"  Nay,  indeed,  Mr  Jervas,  they  were  only  doing 
their  duty.  You  know  that  thev  would  have  been 
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obliged  to  figlit  with  tlie  crew,  had  not  the  ship 
been  deserted.  Oh,  although  Mr  Forrest  was  a 
harsh  and  selfish  man,  and  although  I  came  here  so 
much  against  my  own  wishes,  yet,  believe  me,  you 
wrong  him  with  these  horrid  names  ;  but  tell  me,  I 
beseech  you,  how  did  you  come  here?  Surely  you 
cannot  have  come  all  the  way  from  Bromley  Hall  ? 
—Pray  tell  me." 

"  Could  I  show  you  my  dripping  clothes,  my 
bleeding  hands,  my  scorched  and  smarting  face," 
cried  I,  "  you  might  then  guess  where  I  come  from 
— from  the  midst  of  breakers  and  lire,  out  of  the 
hands  of  pirates  and  assassins,  who  would  fain  have 
stained  with  my  blood  that  fatal  ship  that  they  once 
before  polluted  with  the  massacre  of  her  crew,  but 
which  God  in  his  justice  has  guided  over  the  seas 
to  be  a  destruction  for  them  and  theirs.  I  came  in 
the  French  fire-ship!" 

This  was  indignantly,  bitterly,  and  thoughtlessly 
spoken ;  arid  I  was  well  rebuked  by  her  placid 
reply.  "  Let  us  pray  to  be  protected  in  our  dis 
tress,  for,  alas  !  I  fear  you  are  distracted,  and  I 
scarcely  know,  myself,  whether  I  am  awake  or  not." 

"  I  would  give  all  I  value  in  the  world,  except 
your  good  wishes,  Ellen,  that  this  were  a  dream ; 
but  it  is  too  true — listen  now  (and  I  solemnly  assure 
you  there  is  no  deception  in  what  I  say),  and  I  will 
tell  you  all;"  and  so  I  related  to  her  everything 
that  had  occurred  from  the  time  of  our  dancing  the 
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last  rigadoon  togetlier  in  Bromley  Hall,  up  to  our 
present  meeting  among  the  Forrest-Kace  Hills. 

"And  now,  Ellen,  that  these  wretches  themselves 
have  been  tossed  out  like  burned  cinders  from  the 
fire,  and  that  their  house  has  been  blown  stone  from 
stone  to  the  foundation,  can  you  doubt  that  the 
hand  of  Providence  has  been  put  forth  in  their 
punishment,  as  plainly  as  in  our  reunion  after  so 
sudden  a  separation,  and  one  which  threatened  to 
last  for  years,  if  not  for  life  ?  and  can  you  for  a 
moment  doubt  that  I  have  been  brought  here  thus 
fearfully  arid  strangely  to  be  a  protector  to  you  now, 
and  a  cherisher  and  protector  to  you  till  death 
part  us  ?  " 

"  Oh,  do  not  talk  of  happiness  to  me  ;  I  feel  that 
I  am  doomed  to  be  miserable  and  the  cause  of 
misery  ;  the  avenging  hand  lies  heavy  on  us  all. 
But  let  us  hasten  to  Truro,  and  hurry  up  to  Brom 
ley,  and  get  my  dear  guardian's  advice,  before " 

she  burst  into  renewed  tears,  and  then  exclaimed, 
"  Alas,  alas,  ill-fated  Mary  Forrest !  you  had  little 
thought,  when  you  went  to  sleep  to-night,  that  you 
should  be  awakened  by  the  light  of  your  husband's 
death-fire  1  " 

"  The  miserable  woman  I"  I  cried,  "  what  has 
become  of  her?" 

"  She  will  soon  be  with  her  brothers,  I  trust,  in 
safety ;  they  took  her  and  her  baby  in  the  boat  to 
Falmouth,  but  I  was  sent  off  with  George  the  gar- 
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dener,  on  horseback,  as  you  see,  for  Truro.  Poor 
George  has  suffered  with  the  rest;  his  horse  was 
frightened  by  the  fire  and  threw  him  on  the  hill ; 
let  us  go  back  and  see  if  he  is  hurt." 

I  with  difficulty  dissuaded  her  from  delaying  us 
by  such  a  fruitless  search,  and  represented  my  own 
miserable  condition. 

"  Oh  that  the  sky  would  clear,"  she  cried,  "and 
show  us  how  to  go  !  there  is  a  cottage  somewhere 
near  us  where  you  can  get  dried.  You  will  perish 
if  you  remain  in  wet  clothes  any  longer — but  can 
it  be  that  you  are  all  this  time  riding  bare-headed?" 
and  she  drew  up  her  horse,  and  pulling  a  handker 
chief  from  her  neck,  tied  it,  yet  warm  from  her 
bosom,  round  my  cold  temples  and  dank  hair.  Every 
touch  of  her  fingers  streamed  a  flood  of  warmth  to 
my  heart ;  my  very  brain  derived  new7  vigour  from 
the  comfortable  cincture ;  and  having  kissed  her 
gentle  hands  again  and  again,  I  recommenced  to 
explore  the  road  with  indefatigable  perseverance. 
At  length,  after  a  tedious  ride  over  a  bleak  and 
almost  impracticable  track,  we  saw  the  low  roof  of 
the  cottage  rise  between  us  and  the  sky.  A  feeble 
light  struggled  for  a  moment  over  the  common  as 
we  approached,  and  then  disappeared.  Having 
with  some  searching  found  a  stake  to  which  to  tie 
the  horses,  we  advanced  to  the  door  ;  it  opened,  and 
we  entered  the  cabin's  only  apartment.  In  one 
corner,  on  a  low  truckle,  lay  an  old  man  bedridden 


THE   FORREST-RACE   ROMANCE.  91 

and  doting.  In  the  middle  of  the  floor,  a  clrild  of 
about  eight  years  was  lighting  a  candle  at  the  em 
bers  of  a  wood  fire ;  she  screamed  as  we  stood 
before  her,  and  flew  to  the  bedside  of  the  cripple, 
who  mumbled  and  moaned  at  the  disturbance,  but 
did  not  seem  to  comprehend  its  cause.  The  little 
girl's  large  dark  eyes  bespoke  terror  and  amaze 
ment  till  my  companion  addressed  her,  "  My  pretty 
Sally,  do  you  not  remember  the  lady  who  gave  the 
gown  to  your  mother,  and  the  money  ?"  The  little 
thing  then  let  go  its  hold  of  the  old  man's  quilt,  and 
shading  the  candle  from  the  open  window,  dropped 
a  timid  curtsy  and  said,  u  They  are  all  gone  down 
to  see  the  burning  at  the  Race,  and  they  told  me  to 
keep  the  candle  in  the  window  till  they  would  come 
back ;  but  the  draught  blows  it  out,  madam." 

"Lend  me  the  candle,  my  dear,  and  we  will 
kindle  a  nice  fire  which  the  draught  will  only  make 
burn  the  brighter,  and  that  will  do  far  better,"  said 
my  companion,  and  began — beautiful  being  ! — to 
pile  up  the  wood  and  clean  the  hearthstone,  with  as 
prompt  arid  housewife-like  an  alertness  as  though 
she  had  herself  been  a  daughter  of  the  carefullest 
cottager.  The  blaze  soon  crackled  up  through  the 
grey  smoke,  and  while  I  stretched  myself  along  the 
earthen  floor,  and  basked  in  the  pleasant  glow,  she 
busied  herself  in  the  corner  with  the  little  girl — 
how,  I  could  not  imagine,  till  I  heard  a  rustling 
of  straw  and  the  bleat  of  a  goat.  I  looked  round, 
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and  beheld  her  kneeling  on  the  ground,  and  milk 
ing  the  poor  ragged  animal,  with  hands  that  took 
from  their  pious  and  charitable  employment  a  love 
liness  far  purer  than  ever  the  flowers  of  the  green 
lane  at  Bromley  had  shed  over  them.  She  bore  the 
milk  warm  in  a  wooden  bowl  to  my  lips  as  I  lay ; 
and  the  child  brought  me  bread.  I  ate  and  drank, 
and  blessed  them,  and  tears  gushed  from  my  eyes. 

"  And  now  my  pretty  Sally,"  said  my  sweet 
friend,  patting  the  dark  head  of  the  little  maiden, 
"  does  not  your  mother  plait  straw  hats  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  the  child,  lifting  up  her  tiny  hands, 
"  there  is  a  beautiful  one  in  the  chest  for  Simon 
Jones,  madam ;  but  he  has  gone  to  be  a  soldier, 
and  has  got  a  hat  now  that  shines  like  glass,  and 
has  lovely  feathers  in  it." 

"  Then  give  it  to  me  for  this  gentleman,  and  I 
will  give  you  all  this  money  for  your  mother."  I 
had  my  own  purse  in  my  pocket,  but  felt  that  it 
would  gratify  her  not  to  interfere,  and  did  not.  So, 
after  a  great  deal  of  coaxing,  she  at  length  prevailed 
on  the  child  to  open  the  sacred  box,  and  take  out 
the  hat  with  reverential  hands,  into  which  she  put  a 
sum  that  made  the  poor  little  creature  hold  them  up 
even  higher  than  at  the  mention  of  the  admirable 
Simon  Jones.  I  being  thus  refitted  and  refreshed, 
we  prepared  to  take  the  road  again,  the  less  reluc 
tantly,  as  we  had  already  consumed  the  last  log  of 
wood  in  the  house.  So,  after  raking  the  embers 
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together  for  fear  of  accident,  and  kissing  our  little 
benefactress,  we  remounted,  and  turned  our  horses' 
heads  along  the  road  to  Truro.  Here  we  arrived 
before  day,  and  having  knocked  up  the  people  of 
an  inn,  got  admitted  with  some  difficulty.  It  was 
now  my  turn  to  take  care  of  ray  companion,  and  I 
did  my  best  to  repay  her  kindness.  I  procured  re 
freshments,  saw  to  the  horses,  and  bade  her  good 
night,  just  as  the  morning  dawn  was  breaking.  I 
got  two  or  three  hours'  sleep,  and  had  my  clothes 
thoroughly  cleansed  and  dried  before  the  coach 
arrived  in  which  we  were  to  proceed,  when  I  placed 
the  horses  at  livery  in  the  name  of  Mr  Forrest's 
executors,  and  took  my  seat  beside  all  that  was 
now  dearest  to  me  in  the  world.  We  were  two 
days  and  a  night  on  the  road,  for  the  proprietor  of 
the  coach  would  not  permit  it  to  run  on  the  Sab 
bath,  and  we  therefore  spent  all  the  second  day, 
which  was  Sunday,  in  the  little  village  where  we 
stopped  on  the  previous  night.  We  went  to  church 
together,  and  after  service  wandered  about  the  en 
virons.  That  was  the  most  delightful  morning  I 
had  ever  spent.  It  was  then  I  persuaded  her 
to  promise  that  if  Mr  Blundell  and  her  father 
refused  to  sanction  our  union,  she  would  never 
marry  another.  I  had  little  thought  when  exact 
ing  an  engagement  so  important,  of  the  heavy  re 
sponsibility  we  both  undertook.  I  thought  only 
that  the  possession  of  so  much  goodness  and  beauty 
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— I  will  not  do  injustice  to  my  enthusiasm  then, 
though  I  might  add  "  riches  "  to  the  list,  did  this 
refer  to  any  other  day — would  make  me  the  happi 
est  of  living  men ;  and  I  urged  and  entreated  till  I 
made  as  sure  of  the  divine  prize  as  ever  man  did 
in  Courtship's  lottery,  before  the  final  certainty  of 
marriage. 

We  arrived  at  Bromley  Hall,  on  the  evening  of 
Monday.  I  need  not  try  to  describe  how  my 
worthy  friend  stared  when  he  saw  us  walk  in  to 
gether,  whom  he  had  sent  little  more  than  a  week 
before,  as  widely  asunder  as  east  and  west  could 
separate.  Nevertheless,  he  met  his  ward  with  open 
arms. 

"  Ellen,  my  darling  child,  welcome  back  to  me  1 
— but  what  the  devil  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  "  cried  he, 
with  a  ludicrous  comminglement  of  anger  and  good 
will  upon  his  face,  while  he  seized  my  hand  with 
the  grasp  of  a  thief-catcher,  and  held  me  at  arm's- 
length  in  the  middle  of  the  floor. 

"  I  have  the  strangest  story  to  tell  you,  sir,"  I 
began 

"  Some  trumpery  excuse,"  cried  he,  "  for  thwart 
ing  my  desires,  and  neglecting  your  own  business, 
sir — Why  have  you  not  gone  on  board  your  vessel 
yet  ?  Ah,  I'll  warrant,  you  would  rather  be  run 
ning  after  heiresses  than  facing  the  French  can 
non." 

"  Indeed,  my  dear  sir,  you  wrong  Mr  Jervas  very 
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much,"  interrupted  my  fair  friend  in  good  time,  for 
I  was  on  the  point  of  making  a  most  indignant 
reply ;  but  she  stopped  short,  blushing  and  con 
fused  at  the  betrayal  of  any  interest  towards  one  in 
whom  she  took  so  much,  till  I  broke  the  awkward 
silence  which  succeeded  by  requesting  my  host  to 
grant  me  his  private  ear  for  a  very  few  minutes. 

"  Very  well,  sir,  very  well ;  here  is  the  same  spot 
where  you  made  all  your  fine  promises  to  me  not  a 
week  ago  "  (he  had  led  me  into  the  library) ;  "  so 
sit  down,  and  let  me  hear  what  you  have  to  say  for 
yourself  in  this  very  suspicious  business.  I  sur 
prised  myself  by  the  manliness  and  confidence  with 
which  I  told  my  story,  and  avowed  my  determina 
tion  never  to  forego  a  claim  so  sanctioned  by  Provi 
dence,  and  so  fully  recognised  by  the  party  most 
concerned. 

"  But  trust  me,  sir,  I  have  more  pride  than  to 
act  otherwise  than  you  once  so  prudently  advised 
me,"  said  I ;  "I  will  return  immediately  to  my 
profession,  and  you  shall  not  again  see  me  in  the 
character  of  a  suitor  till  I  can  come  in  one  that  will 
be  worthy  such  an  errand." 

I  stopped  to  hear  what  he  would  say  to  this  ;  but 
he  made  no  reply ;  indeed,  he  hardly  seemed  to 
have  heard  the  latter  part  of  my  story  at  all,  for  he 
looked  utterly  bewildered  and  confounded. 

"Henry,"  at  length,  said  he,  after  long  rubbing 
his  temples,  and  twice  or  thrice  ejaculating,  "  God 
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help  us  !  "  "  you  have  brought  yourself  into  a  situa 
tion  where  you  will  have  need  for  all  the  patience 
and  resignation  you  possess — Sit  down,"  —  for  I 
had  risen  with  a  sudden  apprehension  of  something 
dreadful.  "  Sit  down,  and  bear  this  like  the  man 
you  have  shown  yourself  to  be.  You  remember 
what  I  once  told  you  of  Ellen's  father — that  he  was 
living  in  a  manner  disgraceful  to  us  all  in  London. 
Well,  Henry,  keep  your  seat.  I  wrote  the  other 
day  to  inquire  about  him  from  a  friend  in  the 
Admiralty.  You  are  unwell,  Harry ;  let  me  ring 
for  something  for  you." 

"For  God's  sake,  sir,"  I  gasped,  "  tell  me  the 
worst  at  once." 

"  It  is  bad  enough,  Harry,  but  here  it  is  : — I  was 
informed  in  answer  that  Mr  Fane  had  obtained  the 
command  of  the  tender,  Gull,  and  had  just  sailed 
for  Cherbourg." 

"  By  Heaven,  it  is  not  possible  ! — that  wretch 
the  father  of  my  Ellen  !  Oh,  sir,  it  is  impossible  ! 
it  is  impossible,"  I  reiterated ;  "  what  was  his 
christened  name  ?  " 

"Harry,  Harry  I "  he  exclaimed,  "be  calm,  I 
beseech  you,  and  do  not  drive  me  more  distracted 
than  I  am  already.  Mr  Fane's  name  was  Thomas 
— Tom  Fane.  You  see,  my  dear  boy,  that  this  is 
all  too  true.  Bear  it  like  a  man,  or  you  will  make 
children  of  us  both  ;  and  rather  try  to  aid  me  in 
considering  how  it  is  to  be  revealed  to  her,  than 
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make  yourself  unfit  to  join  in  alleviating  her 
misery.  I  say  nothing  now,  Henry,  about  your 
proposals — be  that  as  you  may  think  fit  hereafter, 
for  such  a  calamity  as  this  must  alter  everything ; 
only  this  I  conjure  you  to,  let  us  not  now  desert 
the  innocent  girl  in  the  time  of  her  affliction." 

But  I  could  not  bear  up  against  the  agony  of  my 
feelings,  as  I  was  at  length  forced  to  admit  the 
horrible  conviction.  I  was  utterly  unable  to  take 
a  part  in  the  solicitous  cares  of  my  friend.  In  vain 
did  he  persuade — chide — denounce, — I  wept,  and 
groaned  in  the  bitterest  and  deepest  despair.  After 
trying  every  means  that  prudence  and  humanity 
could  suggest,  he  led  me  at  last  to  my  bedroom, 
where  he  left  me,  with  the  assurance  that,  in  the 
mean  time,  nothing  should  be  disclosed  to  Ellen 
(in  whose  presence  I  had  not  been  trusted  again 
even  long  enough  to  bid  good-night — nor  had  I 
desired  it),  and  promised,  at  parting,  to  make  my 
apologies  below,  on  the  ground  of  sudden  illness. 
I  spent  a  night,  if  possible,  more  miserable  than 
the  evening.  Not  one  minute's  sleep,  not  one 
minute's  respite  from  horrible  thoughts — I  tossed 
in  bodily  fever,  and  mental  disorder  still  more 
insufferable,  through  all  the  long  hours  (although 
but  few  in  number),  till  the  grey  dawn  appeared 
around  me.  And  now  I  am  going  to  make  a  shame 
ful  confession.  I  rose  with  the  first  light,  strong 
enough  to  show  the  shape  of  things,  and  stole  liko 
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a  thief  out  of  my  window.  I  could  no  longer  bear 
the  thought  of  being  married  to  a  murderer's 
daughter,  and  had  made  up  my  mind  to  fly  from 
Bromley  Hall.  I  dropped  safely  to  the  court,  and 
ran  across  the  lawn,  impelled  by  shame,  and  self 
ishness,  and  pride,  and  turned  my  steps  with  a 
dastardly  speed  along  the  road  towards  London. 
I  ran  on  till  broad  daylight,  when,  after  ascending 
a  steep  hill,  I  threw  myself  behind  a  clump  of  furze 
by  the  road  side,  being  utterly  exhausted  by  my 
impetuous  speed  and  contending  passions.  The 
bright  freshness  of  the  sunrise  glittered  over  wide 
and  rich  lowlands  beneath  me.  The  breeze  came 
up,  heavy  with  meadow  sweet  and  new  mown  hay 
— a  delicious  bath  for  my  hot  forehead.  The  sing 
ing  of  birds  was  showered  forth  from  every  bush 
and  blossoming  hedgerow,  and  a  milk-white  heifer 
came  lowing  up  a  lane,  and  stood  placid  and  rumi 
nating  in  the  warmth  beside  me.  I  could  not  help 
thinking  of  the  Sunday,  when  I  had  sat  with  Ellen 
on  just  such  a  hill,  and  had  overlooked  just  such  a 
sweep  of  meadows  and  pastures — and  could  I  think 
of  that  scene,  and  forget  how  I  had  then  vowed  to 
cherish  and  support  her  through  good  and  evil 
report,  and  how  she  had  promised  that  she  would 
never  marry  man  but  me  ?  Could  I  forget  how  she 
had  bared  her  bosom  to  the  bleak  wind,  that  she 
might  bind  my  brows  when  I  was  perishing  with 
cold?  Could  I  forget  how  she  had  stooped  to 
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menial  occupations  in  a  hovel,  to  get  me  fire,  and 
meat,  and  drink,  when  I  was  wet,  and  hungry  and 
athirst  ?  And  could  I  now  be  the  false,  the  base 
and  recreant  villain,  to  leave  her  in  her  premature 
widowhood  alone,  exposed  to  all  the  calamity  of 
sudden  abhorrence  arid  bereavement  ?  It  was  be 
yond  the  obstinacy  of  pride  to  resist  the  influence 
of  such  reflections.  I  found  myself  looking  round 
at  the  white  chimneys  of  Bromley,  where  they  rose 
among  the  trees  behind  me  :  I  burst  into  tears  like 
a  child,  and,  with  a  revulsion  of  feelings  as  com 
plete  as  when  I  had  first  felt  myself  longing  to 
escape  from  her,  I  turned  my  steps  back  again 
towards  Ellen's  dwelling. 

I  had  hardly  descended  the  hill  when  I  met  the 
London  coach — I  would  have  given  twenty  fares 
for  a  seat  on  it  half  an  hour  before  ;  and  even  now, 
when  the  driver  checked  his  horses  as  he  passed, 
and  asked  me,  was  I  for  London,  I  felt  a  renewal 
of  the  conflict  almost  as  fierce  as  ever :  But  my 
better  genius  conquered.  I  continued  on  my  way, 
and  reached  the  house  again  before  seven  o'clock. 
I  wished  to  get  in  unobserved,  and  appear  at  break 
fast  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  but  my  host  him 
self  met  me  as  I  crossed  the  lawn.  We  exchanged 
a  melancholy  salute,  and  he  turned  with  me,  with 
out  even  asking  where  I  had  been.  We  walked 
into  the  library  together,  and  I  took  up  a  book,  and 
turned  away  to  avoid  his  eye,  in  which  a  tear  was 
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trembling  as  well  as  in  my  own.  He  sat  down  to 
read  his  letters,  sighing  as  if  his  heart  would  break 
while  he  opened  one  after  another,  till  suddenly  he 
caught  me  by  the  arm,  and  drew  me  close  to  him. 
I  had  been  standing  in  his  light ;  but  it  was  not 
that  that  made  him  grasp  me  so  closely.  "  Harry, 
Harry,  thank  God,  with  me !"  he  cried,  in  a  voice 
tremulous  with  joy,  "  she  is  safe  !  she  is  safe  ! — 
our  dear  girl  is  safe  from  even  a  shadow  of  dis 
grace  ! — But  why  do  I  talk  of  disgrace? — here,  read 
that  letter,  and  thank  God  !" 

This  is  a  copy  of  the  letter,  which  he  here  put 
into  my  hands  : — 

"  MY  DEAR  BLUNDELL, — I  have  made  a  sad  mis 
take  about  poor  Fane.  I  was  called  on  to  visit  him 
suddenly  this  morning,  and  found  him  in  his  last 
moments  at  a  miserable  lodging  in  the  Barbican, 
where  he  expired  to-day  at  four  o'clock.  Before  his 
death,  he  told  me  the  circumstances  connected  with 
the  command  of  the  Gull.  It  appears  that,  when  the 
commission  came,  he  was  unable  to  move  in  its  use 
from  gout  and  the  effects  of  long  dissipation,  and 
that  the  Forrests  of  the  Eace  being  in  town,  pre 
vailed  on  him,  for  a  trifling  sum,  to  give  up  the 
papers  to  a  vagabond  namesake  of  his  own  (but  no 
connection,  as  far  as  I  can  understand),  who  had 
been  an  old  associate  of  theirs  in  Cornwall.  This 
fellow  went  down  to  Sheerness,  and  took  the  com- 
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raand  unquestioned,  in  the  hurry  of  preparation  for 
sea,  and,  as  I  mentioned  in  my  note  of  yesterday, 
has  set  sail  for  the  fleet.  By  the  by,  there  are  dark 
reports  in  the  Admiralty  about  the  Forrests  and  the 
old  Phoenix  (Manson,  jun.),  that  was  supposed  to 
have  gone  down  at  sea  two  years  ago.  The  story 
goes,  that  they  and  this  fellow  Fane  (against  whom 
an  order  is  already  issued,  on  the  elder  Hanson's 
application),  made  away  with  the  crew  at  the  Eace, 
into  which  she  had  driven  at  night,  and  getting  the 
ship  off  by  the  next  tide,  sailed  her  to  Bordeaux, 
where  they  sold  her  to  the  Messrs  Devereux,  and 
fitted  out  their  letter  of  marque  with  the  money. 
Of  course,  this  is  in  confidence.  I  have  often 
warned  poor  Ellen's  father  of  Adam  Forrest,  and 
told  him  how  improper  the  situation  was  for  her  (I 
know  Forrest  designed  getting  her  for  his  cousin), 
but  he  was  in  the  fellow's  debt,  and  therefore  under 
his  control ;  so  that,  although  he  disliked  the  thing 
as  much  as  T,  my  representations  had  no  effect. 
His  death  must  be  a  relief  to  us  all,  yet  I  cannot 
but  lament  him — bold,  generous,  and  honourable  he 
always  was,  even  to  the  last ;  and,  now  that  he  is 
gone,  let  us  say  nothing  of  the  one  deforming  vice. 
— Believe  me,  most  truly  yours,"  &c.  &c. 

For  five  days  I  had  been  torn  from  my  former 
self  by  a  continued  series  of  disaster  and  passionate 
suffering,  and  so  constantly  and  rapidly  had  each 
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astonishment  succeeded  the  other,  that  I  was  be 
come,  I  thought,  in  great  measure  callous  to  the 
most  surprising  change  that  could  now  possibly 
take  place.  But  here  I  was  placed  all  at  once,  and 
that  when  least  of  all  expected,  on  the  same  ground 
as  when  I  had  parted  from  Ellen  on  the  night  before 
our  first  separation ;  and  all  the  intermediate  ordeal 
of  terror  and  despair  was  past,  and  from  it  I  had 
come  out  a  bolder,  truer,  and  happier  man.  It  may 
well  be  credited,  then,  that  my  thanks  to  the  Pro 
vidence,  through  whose  inscrutable  hands  I  had 
been  thus  kindly  dealt  with,  were  full  and  fervent; 
and  it  may  well  be  supposed  how  Ellen  wondered, 
with  blushes  and  doubtful  confusion,  what  the  em 
brace,  so  sadly  tender  yet  so  ardent,  might  mean, 
when  both  her  guardian  and  her  lover  congratulated 
her  on  the  dispersion  of  her  threatened  calamities. 
Natural  sorrow  took  its  course  ;  and  grief  for  the 
parent,  wretched  as  he  was,  claimed  its  indulgence 
of  time  and  solitude.  I  had  not  forgotten  the  advice 
of  my  excellent  friend,  about  making  a  man  (worthy 
such  a  wife)  of  myself  by  my  own  exertions ;  and 
receiving  official  directions  to  join  the  fleet,  after  I 
had  made  the  necessary  depositions,  I  left  Ellen 
with  her  tears  scarce  dried,  on  the  understanding 
that  I  should  return,  so  soon  as  of  age,  and  claim 
her  for  my  own. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

"  It  is  the  Plague  Fiend— the  King  of  Fever  I 
Look  !  at  his  garments  of  the  grave  ; 
His  bloodless  lip,  white  cheek,  and  glassy  eye  ! 
See  how  he  shoots,  borne  on  his  car  of  fogs,  over  our  city  I" 

IT  was  somewhere  about  the  middle  of  the  four 
teenth  century,  or,  to  fix  dates  more  precisely, 
in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1343,  that  the  great 
plague,  described  by  various  Italian  writers,  and 
especially  by  Boccaccio  in  his  Decameron,  for  the 
sins  or  admonition  of  the  Tuscans,  fell  upon  the 
rich  and  beauteous  city  of  Florence.  The  means 
by  whicl?  this  calamity,  after  spreading  desolation 
through  the  Levant,  and  also  through  many  of  the 
maritime  cities  of  Italy,  was  first  introduced  into 
8  H 
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Florence,  have  been  matter  of  dispute.  Some  his 
torians  declare,  that  it  first  came  in  by  the  dealing 
of  certain  Jews  ;  who  introduced  into  the  town,  and 
bartered  with  the  inhabitants,  large  quantities  of 
condemned  apparel — clothes  belonging  to  the  dead 
— which  they  had  bought  privately,  getting  them 
at  a  low  market,  in  the  infected  city  of  Ancona. 
And  of  this  suspicion,  whether  it  was  well  or  ill 
founded,  the  accused  in  the  end  bore  the  conse 
quences  ;  for,  with  only  twelve  hours  allowed  for 
preparation,  in  the  fourth  week  of  the  disease,  they 
were  driven  beyond  the  walls  of  the  city;  the 
streets  in  which  they  had  dwelt  being  levelled  with 
the  ground,  and  themselves  adjudged  to  death  in 
case  they  attempted  to  return.  Other  writers,  how 
ever,  assert,  on  the  contrary,  that  the  malady  itself 
was  never  "infectious;"  but  merely  "endemic;" 
and  that  it  was  not  imported  at  all,  but  arose  from 
some  malaria,  or  general  predisposition  to  disease 
in  the  atmosphere.  And  certain  it  is,  which  so  far 
goes  to  set  up  the  theory  of  these  last  speculators, 
that  the  weather,  during  the  whole  of  the  spring 
and  summer  preceding  the  visitation,  had  been 
•unusually  close  and  sultry.  Foul  and  offensive  ex 
halations  had  proceeded,  in  a  remarkable  degree, 
fron.  all  pools,  and  fens,  and  marshes,  in  the  neigh 
bourhood  of  the  city.  The  bed  of  the  Arno,  though 
afterwards  replenished  by  sudden  and  heavy  rains, 
had,  at  one  period,  sunk  lower  than  the  oldest 
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citizen  ever  remembered  to  have  seen  it.  Insects, 
moreover,  in  all  fields  arid  gardens,  had  appeared  in 
numbers  quite  unprecedented ;  so  as  even,  in  many 
places,  combined  with  the  effect  of  the  drought, 
entirely  to  destroy  vegetation.  And — a  circum 
stance  which  still  more  attracted  notice — the  rats, 
both  in  the  houses  of  Florence,  and  in  the  farms  in 
the  neighbouring  villages,  multiplied  with  such 
rapidity,  and  to  such  an  excess,  that  all  temporal 
remedies  being  found  unavailing,  it  was  thought 
necessary  to  have  recourse  to  the  aid  of  the  church, 
and  formally  to  excommunicate  them.  The  success 
of  this  extraordinary  measure,  or  how  far  it  operated 
at  all,  does  not  appear ;  but  the  fact  of  its  being 
applied,  is  distinctly  stated  in  all  the  chronicles  of 
the  time.  Notice  was  formally  read  in  open  church 
against  the  rats ;  that,  unless  they  withdrew  from 
all  houses,  wheat-stacks,  barns,  or  granaries,  in 
Florence  and  the  vicinity,  within  four  days  from 
the  date  of  those  presents,  process  of  "  deprivation" 
would  be  issued  against  them.  And  a  curious 
feature  in  the  superstition  of  the  time  was,  that 
the  officer  of  the  spiritual  court,  appointed  to  main 
tain  the  interests  of  all  "non-appearing  defendants," 
interfered  for  the  rats,  and  actually  obtained  leave 
to  "  enlarge  the  rule  "  for  their  departure,  from  four 
days  to  six,  on  the  ground  that  the  cats  of  the  city, 
knowing  of  the  order,  would  be  upon  the  watch  to 
intercept  them. 
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During  a  considerable  time,  however,  from  what 
ever  cause  the  distemper  in  Florence  arose,  it  seems 
that  the  authorities  of  the  state  had  presence  of 
mind  enough  strenuously  to  maintain,  that  it  was 
not  the  "  plague."  The  increasing  deaths  which 
occurred  in  the  meaner  and  closer  quarters  of  the 
city,  were  declared  to  proceed  from  the  Typhus  Car- 
cerum,  or  putrid  gaol  fever.  Cleanliness  was  re 
commended,  and  a  cheap  antiseptic  process  about 
all  houses,  and  charitable  distribution  of  wine  and 
food  by  the  richer  citizens  among  the  needy.  Sepa 
ration  of  the  infected  people  from  the  sound,  by 
removing  them  to  distant  hospitals,  was  in  a  few 
instances  accomplished  by  force ;  and  those  who 
contradicted  the  official  statement,  or  expressed 
their  own  alarm  too  obtrusively,  were  thrown  into 
prison,  here  and  there,  as  public  agitators.  But 
the  truth,  even  by  these  expedients,  was  not  long 
capable  of  being  concealed.  Some  of  the  offenders 
who  were  sent  to  gaol  for  clamouring  about  the 
plague  died  of  it  in  confinement,  without  waiting 
for  the  formality  of  a  trial.  The  physicians  who  had 
attended  the  sick  in  the  city  began  themselves  to 
be  attacked  with  illness  ;  and  hurried  through  their 
visits  at  the  fever  hospitals,  in  spite  of  their  pub 
lished  certificates  that  nothing  serious  was  the 
matter.  At  length  Brother  Gasparo  Marcelli,  a 
monk  of  the  Dominican  Convent  of  Santa  Croce, 
who  had  been  slightly  indisposed  on  the  night  of 
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the  Feast  of  St  Michael,  was  found  dead  in  his  bed 
on  the  next  morning,  and  with  appearances  which 
admitted  of  no  equivocation.  The  alarm  quickly 
ran  through  the  monastery ;  the  prior  arid  several 
monks  were  seized  with  sickness.  The  deceased 
had  been  one  of  the  most  popular  confessors  in 
Florence  ;  and  three  of  his  penitents,  who  had  never 
dreamed  that  fever  might  enter  palaces,  were  dead 
— almost  between  the  next  sunrise  and  sunset — in 
different  directions  of  the  city.  Upon  which,  per 
sonal  apprehension  among  the  higher  classes  super 
seding  every  consideration  of  public  policy,  those 
who  had  most  actively  chastised  the  terrors  of  other 
persons,  could  now  make  no  secret  of  their  own. 
The  rich  began  openly  to  provide  for  their  safety. 
The  seditious,  always  active  in  moments  of  danger, 
thundered  against  the  government  for  its  deception. 
The  executive  power  gave  up  its  doubts,  whether 
real  or  pretended ;  and  it  was  openly  confessed  that 

THE  PLAGUE  WAS  IN  FLORENCE. 

The  panic  which  spread  through  the  city  upon 
this  admission  became,  as  might  have  been  ex 
pected,  an  evil  scarcely  second  to  the  original 
calamity.  Almost  all  parties  had  been  vehement 
in  desiring  to  have  the  declaration.  It  could  do 
nothing  but  mischief  to  any.  When  it  came,  by  a 
strange  seeming  anomaly  in  the  ordering  of  men's 
minds,  numbers  began  directly  to  question  or  dis 
credit  it.  While  among  the  lower  classes  (who  had 
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been  the  most  anxious  to  get  it),  doubt  or  belief 
made  little  difference,  for  few  had  any  power  to  act 
upon  it  at  all. 

Day  and  night,  as  soon  as  the  proclamation  came 
out,  the  streets  and  squares  of  Florence  were  filled 
— the  gates  of  all  the  palaces  surrounded — with  car 
nages  and  waggons,  loading  up  household  furniture, 
pictures,  and  treasure,  and  carrying  them  away  into 
the  country.  Long  trains  of  mules  and  horses,  and 
companies  even  of  persons  on  foot,  were  seen  mov 
ing,  first  at  night,  to  avoid  too  open  publicity,  but 
very  soon  in  broad  day,  and  without  disguise,  out 
at  all  the  gates  of  the  city.  But  still  these  fugi 
tives  were  chiefly  from  among  the  landed  proprietors, 
and  the  small  capitalists  who  had  ready  money  at 
command ;  and  the  bulk  of  the  population  yet  had 
ties,  which,  in  spite  of  danger,  confined  them  to  the 
place.  For  the  merchant  was  bankrupt  if  he  gave 
up  his  trade.  Arid  the  farmer  paused  where  he  had 
to  leave  ungathered  crops  behind  him.  The  physi 
cian  staid,  for  he  hoped  in  some  antidote  ;  and  if  he 
could  live,  the  sickness  was  his  harvest.  The 
monks  staid ;  most  because  their  convent  was  their 
only  home ;  some  because  they  hoped  its  privacy 
would  shut  out  danger.  Public  officers  staid,  to 
save  the  posts  they  had ;  or  in  the  hope  that  their 
resolution  would  be  the  means  of  promoting  them 
to  better.  The  vast  tribe  that  lived  only  by  their 
daily  labour  had  no  choice  but  to  stay ;  for  to  want 
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the  day's  meal  was  to  starve,  and  they  had  no  way 
to  gain  it  but  by  staying  where  they  were,  and 
going  on  to  exercise  their  calling.  So  that,  upon 
the  whole,  as  soon  as  it  became  lawful  to  declare 
the  extent  of  the  mischief,  vast  hordes  became  very 
unwilling  to  confess  it ;  and  it  was  the  progress  of 
death  itself,  in  the  end,  rather  than  the  desertions, 
numerous  as  they  were,  occasioned  by  the  fear  of  it, 
which  brought  the  great  crowd  of  the  city  of  Flor 
ence,  first  to  little,  and  then  to  nothing. 

For  the  evil  in  the  future  is  no  evil,  and  this  it  is 
that  laughs  theorists  and  legislators  to  scorn  !  the 
reckoning  which  shall  come  hereafter  ever  is  forgot 
ten,  against  but  a  little  measure  of  advantage  offered 
in  the  present.  The  vengeance  of  Heaven,  is  it  sure? 
we  trust  that  it  is  far  off.  The  axe,  and  the  gibbet? 
"  Chance  "  may  save  us  from  them  ;  and  though 
that  deliverance  hangs  on  the  one  ace  cast  with 
two  dies,  every  sinner  believes  that  it  will  be  his 
own  !  The  thief  plans  a  robbery — executes  it — 
escapes  with  the  booty — and  the  "chance"  that 
has  saved  him  brings  a  hundred  to  the  gallows  ! 
The  projector  trades  against  probability — wins  in 
the  teeth  of  principle — His  very  blindness — which 
could  not  see  the  risk — passes  for  sagacity,  and 
crowds  are  beggared  who  follow  his  example  !  This 
"  chance"  it  is — this  "hope" — which  makes  fouls — 
.and  fools  are  villains — of  us  all!  Its  seeds  are 
rooted  in  the  strongest  minds ;  and  in  the  weak 
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they  flourish  even  to  insanity.  The  liar  elects  to 
speak  on  "hope."  The  gamester  arranges  to  live  (in 
a  castle)  upon  it.  But  woman's  brain — there  is  its 
chosen  seat  of  quicksand  empire  ! — where  to  desire 
an  impossibility,  and  to  account  upon  it,  are  but  as 
one.  Hope  it  is  that  makes  her  frail.  Hope  makes 
her  false.  Hope  makes  her  the  dupe  of  those  who 
care  not  for  her,  and  the  curse  of  those  who  do.  She 
fires  a  palace,  and  "hopes"  that  it  will  not  burn. 
Casts  herself  into  the  sea,  and  "hopes"  that  the 
waters  will  quit  their  bed  to  leave  her  upon  land. 
Her  confidence — and  this  perhaps  is  the  case  with  all 
of  us — becomes  invariably  more  unbounded  in  pro 
portion  with  the  real  desperateness  of  her  condition. 
And  the  worst  of  all  is — that,  as  human  nature  is  con 
stituted,  for  nothing  of  all  this  is  there  any  remedy  1 
And  "Hope"  worked  strange  wonders  in  the 
earlier  stages  of  the  plague;  especially  among  those 
who  had  all  to  gain  and  little  to  lose ;  a  sort  of 
persons,  whose  fearlessness,  and  spirit  of  reliance, 
since  the  world  began,  has  always  been  proverbial. 
There  is  a  point  to  which  you  civilise  mankind ; 
but  beyond  which  education  cannot  go.  You  seem 
to  tame  the  wolf,  while  he  sees  you  hold  the  whip 
over  him :  but — blood  will  have  its  way — he  flies 
at  your  throat  at  last,  if  you  give  him  opportunity. 
Man's  instinct  makes  him  war  on  man !  'Tis  trash! 
my  strength  must  be  my  neighbour's  weakness. 
The  miller,  when  his  granaries  are  full,  laughs  loud, 
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and  well  he  laughs — he  buys  a  lordship — out  of  the 
ruined  harvest.  What  is  that  flood  that  wastes  my 
neighbour's  fields  but  blessing,  so  it  doubles,  in  the 
common  market,  the  produce  of  my  own  ?  Go  to  ! 
they  who  gain  by  the  dead,  when  did  they  love  the 
living?  When  agues  thrive,  do  not  the  sextons 
delve  merrily  ?  Does  not  the  surgeon  fatten  on  the 
miseries,  the  headsman  on  the  vices  of  mankind  ? 
In  no  general  blessing  yet  did  all  men  ever  find 
contentment;  in  no  common  infliction  have  there 
not  always  been  some  who  saw  a  good.  Battles 
and  blood  make  soldiers  generals.  Kevolts  and 
revolutions  peasants  princes.  Out  of  broken  win 
dows,  as  the  adage  tells  us,  do  there  not  arise 
rich  glaziers  ?  And  he  who  wants  a  fortune  may 
find  one  even  in  the  PLAGUE. 

And,  accordingly,  among  the  most  curious  results 
of  the  visitation,  when  it  first  began  to  show  its 
strength  in  Florence,  was  the  extra  quantity  of 
actual  rejoicing,  as  well  as  of  mourning ;  the  great 
increase  of  hilarity  in  the  midst  of  tears  ;  and  the 
decided,  immediate  gain  to  individuals,  which  arose 
out  of  the  thinning  in  the  numbers  of  the  commu 
nity.  Husbands,  many,  wept  for  the  deatli  of  their 
wives  ;  wives,  often,  for  the  death  of  their  husbands; 
both,  constantly,  for  the  deaths  of  their  children ; 
for  these  were,  generally,  losses,  at  least  in  some 
sort,  of  present  sources  of  happiness  ;  disturbances 
of  long  habit  and  existing  arrangements  ;  and  no 
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benefit  (to  balance)  accruing  to  the  survivor.  But 
sons  did  not  always  mourn  for  their  fathers — 
nephews  for  their  uncles — younger  brothers,  des 
tined  to  exertion  and  poverty,  for  their  elders,  who 
had  shut  them  from  title  and  estate  :  those  who 
were  the  best  disposed  to  do  all  this,  often  could  not 
do  it ;  their  wants,  in  spite  of  themselves,  were 
relieved,  and  their  desires  of  pleasure  administered 
to — they  thought  that  they  grieved  for  the  fate  of 
the  dead — perhaps  they  did  grieve ;  but  before  the 
bell  had  ceased  tolling,  they  would  not  have  had 
him  live  again.  For  even  the  comparatively  poor 
who  died,  had  something  to  leave  behind  them, 
which  was  an  object  to  those  as  poor,  or  poorer, 
than  themselves.  Very  soon  the  constant  occur 
rence  of  such  falls  of  fortune  began  to  make  men 
expect  and  look  for  them.  They  could  not  help 
recollecting  the  fact,  that  there  was  one  particular 
life  stood  between  them  and  happiness.  The  pos 
sibility  of  a  change  would  just  present  itself — the 
wish,  perhaps  not  yet.  And  among  the  labour 
ing  classes,  too,  the  diminished  number  of  hands  at 
work  in  every  calling  soon  gave  the  remainder  high 
rates  of  wages,  which  they  spent  in  idleness  and 
excess.  The  mere  passage  of  wealth  into  fresh 
hands,  always  unthrifty,  created  an  immense  de 
mand  out  of  the  very  general  mourning  and  distress 
for  articles  of  cost  and  luxury.  All  who  had  been 
rich,  had  not  drank  choice  wines,  or  maintained 
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brilliant  equipages.  All  wlio  rose  from  poverty  did 
so — often  to  the  most  prodigal  dissipation  of  their 
means — on  the  instant.  Until  even  the  very  same 
calamity  which  in  a  few  months  made  the  city 
absolutely  a  desert,  in  its  outset  actually  gave  a 
new  and  increased  impulse  to  its  pleasurable  and 
commercial  movements  ! 

In  the  mean  time,  however,  the  shroud-maker 
plied  his  needle  almost  as  rapidly  as  the  maker  of 
new  robes ;  and,  as  the  fury  of  the  pestilence  in 
creased,  all  this  jollity,  which  at  first  had  some 
show  of  the  mirth  of  madness  about  it,  ran  on  till, 
like  the  merriment  produced  by  wine  in  company, 
by  degrees,  it  broke  into  bloodshed  and  misrule. 
In  the  beginning  of  the  scourge,  the  succession  to 
an  estate  or  a  title  had  not  carried  with  it — as  of 
course — a  notice  that  the  inheritor  was  only  tenant 
for  an  hour.  But  when  the  deaths  had  risen  to 
more  than  a  hundred  a-day  in  the  city,  and  when 
the  man  who  became  heir  to  an  estate  in  one  twenty- 
four  hours  left  it  to  somebody  else — or  perhaps  left 
it  without  a  claimant — in  the  next,  this  general 
state  of  insecurity,  added  to  the  extraordinary  de 
scription  of  hands  into  which  property  passed, 
seemed  first  to  repeal  all  sanity  and  principle ;  and 
soon  led  to  the  wildest  and  most  unheard-of  out 
rages. 

The  successor  to  a  splendid  mansion — the  fifth 
or  sixth  remove  perhaps  within  a  month — seized 
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possession — it  might  be,  with  a  title — but  certainly 
without  waiting  for  the  forms  of  law  to  ratify  it. 
Great  quantities  of  personal  property,  of  houses 
and  movables  especially,  were  sometimes  left  in  a 
few  hours  without  any  certain  claimants  at  all ;  and 
ruffians  and  outcasts — the  police  of  the  city  being 
virtually  almost  extinct — fought  and  scrambled  for 
the  right  of  rifling  such  possessions  in  open  day. 
Antonio  Malespini,  the  servant  of  a  goldsmith  who 
had  fled  the  city  and  died  under  the  walls  of  Pisa, 
produced  a  will,  alleged  to  have  been  left  by  his 
master,  bequeathing  to  him  the  whole  of  his  effects. 
On  the  very  next  day,  this  title  passing  undisputed, 
there  were  twenty  claimants  for  similar  succes 
sions  I  From  inheriting  after  those  who  had  fled 
and  died,  it  was  but  one  step  farther  to  presume  the 
death,  and  a  man's  flight  then  at  once  conveyed  his 
effects  to  those  who  stayed  behind.  And  within  the 
expiration  of  eight-and-forty  hours  farther  (no  inter 
ference  by  the  authorities  taking  place),  both  lie 
and  forgery  began  to  be  considered  unnecessary ; 
and  the  rights  of  health  and  strength  became  the 
only  rights  acknowledged  in  the  new  community. 

It  was  then  that  the  general  tumult  and  terror 
reached  its  height ;  and  that  Florence  appeared  like 
a  city  delivered  over  to  pillage,  in  which  each  man 
made  his  best  of  what  came  next  him  ;  or  rather 
like  a  vast  ship  tost  in  a  tempest,  under  which  she 
could  not  choose  but  founder,  and  where  each  man, 
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according  to  the  usage  of  desperate  manners,  re 
solved  to  live,  at  common  cost,  the  short  while 
longer  that  existence  lasted.  Domestics,  left  in 
charge  of  their  masters'  houses,  burst  open  the  cel 
lars  and  cabinets,  and  used  the  treasure  as  their  own. 
The  richest  garments  were  seen  worn  by  common 
beggars  ;  the  most  costly  wines  intoxicated  the  low 
est  of  the  population.  All  safe  people  fled  the  city 
at  every  hazard,  or  shut  themselves  up,  and  refused 
to  communicate  even  with  each  other;  and  a  scarcity 
of  food — in  the  very  excess  of  valuables  and  money 
— began  to  aggravate  the  general  distress.  Those 
physicians  who  still  lived  now  made  off,  with  one 
consent,  to  secure  what  they  had  gained.  The 
monks  barred  the  gates  of  their  convents  :  some 
would  say  no  mass  ;  and  scarce  any  would  confess 
the  sick  any  longer.  Some  men  lay  dead  or  dying 
in  their  houses,  and  none  would  come  to  aid  or  bury 
them.  Others  were  found  with  marks  of  violence 
on  their  bodies  and  their  chambers  rifled  ;  and  none 
could  say,  nor  did  any  inquire,  who  had  done  it. 
The  hired  nurses,  it  was  reported,  poisoned  their 
patients ;  and  one  beldam  confessed  afterwards  to 
having  caused  the  death  of  five  women,  by  adminis 
tering  the  eau  forte  (aqua  fortis)  to  them  instead  of 
common  water.  Brute  strength,  and  freedom  from 
the  plague,  became  the  only  sources  of  power  ;  and 
the  slave  spat  in  the  face  of  his  master.  Those  few 
who  still  dwelt  within  the  city,  or  near  it,  watched 
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armed,  and  shut  their  doors  by  day;  for  murders 
were  done  even  in  the  broad  light.  The  cemeteries 
now  became  choked,  and  there  was  more  room  in 
the  streets  and  market  places.  Houses  got  cheap, 
and  graves  were  hard  to  come  by.  The  great  Fosse 
which  had  been  hastily  opened  and  consecrated,  at 
the  back  of  the  Spedale  St  Martino,  ran  over  with 
bodies,  from  all  ranks,  ages,  and  conditions,  which 
night  after  night  were  cast  promiscuously  into  it. 
And,  to  quote  the  words  used  by  a  writer  of  the  time, 
in  describing  the  state  of  Florence  at  the  close  of  the 
malady — almost  for  want  of  matter  to  feed  upon — 
"  Worth  was  useless  ;  strength  gone  ;  glory  sullied  ; 
title  was  buried  ;  honours  were  forgotten ;  greatness 
humiliated ;  dignity  scorned ; — and  of  the  good  and 
of  the  evil  equally  perished  the  memory  !'' 
***** 
It  was  on  one  night,  however,  about  this  time, 
in  the  month  of  October,  when  the  ravages  of  the 
plague  were  at  their  height ;  when  no  stranger,  un 
less  he  were  insane,  or  sought  his  death,  could  have 
been  expected  to  enter  Florence,  nor  any  inhabitant 
any  longer  abided  there,  but  such  to  whom  it  would 
have  been  ruin  as  bad  as  death  to  leave  it ; — it  was 
on  one  night  while  affairs  were  in  this  condition — 
the  night  of  the  vigil  of  St  Luke — that  two  horse 
men,  moving  on  a  track  once  the  most  frequented  of 
all  Italy,  but  to  which  the  tread  of  travellers  had 
now  become  almost  a  thing  forgotten,  were  seen 
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rapidly  stretching  towards  the  city  from  the  east 
ward,  by  the  road  that  led  from  the  direction  of 
Arezzo. 

The  foremost  rider  was  a  cavalier  scarce  twenty 
years,  apparently,  of  age;  clad  simply,  but  elegantly, 
in  the  travelling  dress  of  a  Tuscan  gentleman  of 
that  day.  His  vest,  which  was  of  the  richest  velvet, 
slashed  and  embroidered  in  the  fashion  of  the  time, 
was  covered,  on  back  and  breast,  by  the  strong  "  Ja- 
zeran,"  or  scaled  corslet,  which  was  the  armour  then 
generally  worn  in  Italy,  and  which,  while  it  was  less 
cumbrous  than  complete  steel,  was  yet  fully  proof 
against  the  thrust  either  of  lance  or  poniard.  A 
belt  of  gold,  four  fingers  broad,  drawn  tightly  round 
the  waist,  and  clasped  by  a  jewel  of  price  in  front, 
marked  the  division  between  the  bottom  of  the  "  Ca- 
miciuola,"  or  upper  garment,  and  the  long  breeches 
and  stockings  of  woven  silk, — the  "  Calzoni  alia 
paritalona" — which,  with  yellow  Morocco  boots  and 
massy  spurs  of  gold,  terminated  the  lower  portion 
of  the  figure.  And  the  broad  u  mantello"  or  cloak, 
of  ample  extent — on  foot  or  horseback,  still  the  con 
stant  equipment  of  every  Italian  gentleman — ga 
thered  plaidlike  round  the  body,  clinging  upon  the 
bridle  shoulder,  and  passing  under  the  right  arm,  so 
as  to  clothe  the  bust  and  loins,  yet  leave  the  sword- 
hand  free — swelled  with  the  damp  and  unwhole 
some  "  libeccio  "  which  blew  in  the  rider's  face, 
and  seemed  to  bring  a  death  in  every  gust,  as  he 
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lifted  his  strong  horse,  all  dust  and  foaming — plung 
ing  with  short  springs,  and  gathered  almost  upon 
its  haunches — down  the  last  sharp  pitch  of  hill 
which  marked  the  boundary  of  the  Apennines,  arid 
carried  the  traveller  forward  into  the  fair  valley  of 
the  Arno. 

The  hard  unbeaten  road  clattered  hollow  beneath 
the  footsteps  of  the  steeds,  as  both  the  strangers 
plied  onwards,  at  a  steady  yet  rapid  pace,  in  the 
direction  of  Florence.  Did  they  know  the  peril  to 
which  they  went  ?  It  seemed  they  did,  or  should  do 
so  :  for  the  long  arm  of  the  calamity  reaching  to  the 
distance,  spoke  already  too  plainly  to  be  mistaken. 
The  whole  route  along  which  they  were  passing  had 
but  a  short  time  back  been  lined  with  populous  and 
flourishing  villages :  the  houses  yet  remained,  but 
every  door  and  window  now  was  barred  and  bolted; 
and  the  hare  and  the  rabbit  gazed  on  the  passenger 
through  the  broken  hedges  in  every  garden.  Three 
months  since,  and,  if  the  moon  shone  bright,  looking 
down  from  that  raised  road  into  the  vale  beneath, 
a  hundred  palaces  were  seen  rearing  their  marble 
fronts  amid  the  delicious  woods  and  waters  of  the 
Val  d' Arno  1  Three  months  since,  and,  if  the  night 
was  dark,  the  very  tapers  that  glistened  in  those 
mansions,  from  their  bowers  and  lattices,  showed  in 
the  deep  vale  like  a  world  of  stars  below  the  gazer's 
path,  in  mimic  rivalry  of  those  that  reigned  above  ! 
Now,  all  was  solitude  on  the  near  approach,  and 
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gloom  and  darkness  in  tLo  distance.  The  marble 
mansions,  black  and  silent,  stood  like  the  sepulchres 
of  former  greatness,  for  the  spirits  that  gave  life  to 
them  had  departed.  No  song,  sung  by  Italy's  voices, 
rose  from  the  cot  of  the  peasant ;  there  was  no  music 
of  dancing  feet ;  no  tinkling  of  the  guitar  or  the 
theorba.  There  stood  the  village  church !  but  its 
doors  hung  open,  swinging  on  their  hinges  with 
every  blast.  The  village  inn  remained :  but  no 
smoke  poured  now  from  its  chimney ;  and  the  branch 
that  should  have  invited  the  traveller  was  dead  and 
leafless.  Here  and  there  a  few  stray  dogs,  lean  and 
masterless,  who  seemed  to  have  grown  wild  as  the 
hares  and  foxes  had  grown  tame,  barked  and  sneaked 
off  as  the  strangers  approached.  The  frogs  croaked 
hoarsely  in  the  marsh  land  ;  and  the  lizard  rustled 
through  the  long  rank  grass  that  grew  upon  the 
tops  of  the  cabins  or  loose  stone  wall.  But  other 
tokens  of  inhabitancy — or  even  of  existence — in 
their  path,  the  travellers  found  none. 

In  the  realms  of  death,  we  look  for  solitude  and 
silence  ;  on  the  battle-field,  when  the  fight  is  done, 
and  in  the  lone  churchyard  ;  but  not  within  the 
beat  and  haunts  of  men.  The  foremost  horseman 
halted  his  speed  one  moment  as  he  advanced  deeper 
into  the  cheerless  scene.  With  every  point  in  that 
prospect  his  eye  had  been  familiar !  it  could  not  be 
all  death — all  darkness — all  ruin — in  a  few  short 
weeks  ?  Here  and  afar — at  hand  and  in  the  dis- 
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tancc — it  could  not  be  tliat  all  were  gone  !  There 
was  surprise  and  impatience  in  the  stranger's  look, 
rather  than  sadness  : — alarm  and  incredulity,  rather 
than  woe  or  grief. 

"  Jacopo!"  he  exclaimed,  turning  hastily  to  his 
attendant — and  speaking  rather  as  a  man  who  makes 
a  comment  than  asks  a  question — "  I  see  no  light 
in  the  palace  or  gardens  of  the  Orsini?'' 

The  individual  to  whom  this  question  was  ad 
dressed  followed  his  master's  eye  slowly,  as  he 
raised  himself  from  the  pommel  of  his  saddle. 
"  Nevertheless,  my  lord,"  he  said,  "  they  should  be 
here,  for  they  have  not  fled,  although  they  retired 
beyond  the  walls  of  the  city." 

"  But  the  Vitrani.too — their  villa  is  all  gloom?" 

The  reply  was  given  in  a  more  subdued  tone. 
"  It  is  too  true,  my  lord!  The  Marchioness  and  both 
her  daughters  were  among  the  first  victims  of  the 
disease." 

"  But  it  cannot  surely  be  with  all  thus?''  pur 
sued  Di  Vasari,  with  increasing  agitation.  "  This 
house— Cinthio  da  Poiitelli's?" 

"  There  are  weeds,  my  lord,  in  its  garden  ;  and 
the  pedestals  of  its  statues  are  grown  green  with 
moss." 

"  But  the  Counts  Di  Bruno — Lord  Vincent,  and 
his  brothers  ?"  continued  the  alarmed  inquirer. 

"  May  be  here,  my  lord  ;  or  may  have  fled ;  or 
may  have  perished,"  returned  the  party  questioned, 
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"  the  last  of  them.  They  were  living  and  safe 
two  days  since,  when  I  set  out  for  Arezzo  ;  but  half 
that  time  has  made  strange  havoc  in  many  a  noble 
house,  since  your  lordship  quitted  Florence." 

The  stranger  started  as  the  last  words  fell  upon 
his  ear,  from  his  own  inward  thought,  as  though  an 
asp  had  stung  him  !  Striking  his  strong  horse  on 
both  sides  with  the  spur,  as  one  who  had  already 
paused  too  long,  and  suddenly  recollected  himself, 
involuntarily  at  the  same  instant  he  curbed  the 
fierce  animal  with  the  rein,  until  it  stood  erect — • 
striking  at  the  air,  and  reared  almost  beyond  the 
perpendicular.  Then  stooping  low,  with  slackened 
bit,  and  signing  to  his  companion  to  follow,  the 
rider  once  more  plied  both  scourge  and  steel,  with 
the  strong  impulse  of  a  man  who  strives  by  mere 
motion  to  escape  from  his  own  sensations.  With 
hoof  of  speed,  he  scattered  into  foam  the  shallow 
brawling  stream  of  the  Mugnone  :  dashed  onwards, 
and  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  left,  through  the 
picturesque  villages  of  La  Loggia  and  Benevento. 
At  the  convent  of  St  Giovanni,  the  evening  prayer 
was  saying ;  but  he  bent  on  his  steed's  neck  as  he 
passed;  crossed  himself ;  and  again  rode  forward. 
The  nuns  of  Spirito  Santo  sang  a  requiem  for  a  de 
parted  sister :  but  though  the  lights  beamed  on  his 
path  through  the  stained  windows  of  their  chapel,  he 
still  kept  on  his  way.  By  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of 
Florence  he  pressed  ;  and  he  saw  it  not,  for  he  ut- 
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tered  no  vow.  He  crossed  the  "  Giustiziere,"  or 
area  of  public  execution ;  but  had  no  time  even  to 
breathe  an  Ave  for  the  souls  of  the  thousands  who 
had  suffered  upon  it.  Nor  checked  he  in  his  long- 
gallop,  until  entering  the  "  Via  di  Querci," — the 
wide,  fair  avenue  of  trees,  by  which  Florence  is 
approached  on  the  road  which  leads  from  Arezzo. 
This  point  at  length  being  won,  he  held  in  his  well- 
breathed  horse,  who  still  obeyed  the  rein  with  dif 
ficulty  ;  and  soothed  the  gallant  brute  with  voice 
and  hand,  as  they  turned  more  slowly  towards  the 
Porta  alia  Croce,  or  eastern  gate  of  the  city. 
****** 

The  narrow,  ill-paved  road,  now  known  as  the  Via 
dei  Mal-contenti,  by  which  Florence  is  entered  in 
the  Quartiere  Alia  Croce,  was,  in  the  13th  century, 
a  mere  straggling  suburb,  inhabited  by  the  meanest 
artisans  of  the  city.  At  the  particular  time,  however, 
to  which  our  tale  refers,  it  was  altogether  without 
occupants  of  any  description  ;  not  so  much  because 
those  who  originally  dwelt  in  it  had  been  all  cut  off 
by  the  plague,  as  that  better  lodgings  were  to  be 
had  in  the  upper  parts  of  the  town,  for  taking,  and 
therefore  no  one  thought  fit  to  remain  in  it.  From 
this  long  street,  or  lane,  which  was  in  entire 
unbroken  darkness,  some  more  reputable  avenues 
branched  ont  he  right  hand — the  Via  Ghibellina,  the 
Via  Jesu  Cristo,  and  the  Via  di  Mecca ;  and,  look 
ing  up  these,  here  and  there,  a  dull  light  might  be 
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seen  glimmering  through  the  lattices  of  an  upper 
window  ;  and,  in  such  situations,  low  meanings,  and 
sometimes  shrieks  of  grief,  were  to  be  heard,  as  of 
some  who  lamented  for  the  dead,  or  were  themselves 
perhaps  shortly  to  be  so.  But,  for  the  greater  part, 
the  houses  in  all  the  streets  within  the  city,  like 
those  in  the  villages  eastward  of  the  walls,  bore  the 
aspect  of  abandonment  and  desertion.  Doors  closely 
barred,  and  battened  with  spars  on  the  outside  ;  un 
less  where  they  had  been  burst  open,  on  suspicion 
of  containing  dead,  or  else  in  search  of  plunder. 
Casements  open  in  abundance  ;  flapping  arid  swing 
ing  to  and  fro  in  the  wind  ;  but  all  wreck  and  dis 
order,  or  total  emptiness,  within,  and,  in  some  places, 
wide  gaps,  with  heaps  of  half-burnt  ruins,  obstructed 
the  way — the  remnants  of  fallen  houses,  with  others 
falling,  half  destroyed,  and  blackened  by  smoke  and 
fire ;  for,  among  the  minor  scourges  which,  during 
the  time  of  the  plague,  had  visited  the  city,  confla 
grations,  wilful  or  accidental,  had  been  frequent  and 
extensive. 

Familiar  as  both  travellers  were  with  this  locale, 
they  had  yet  difficulty  in  getting  their  horses  for 
ward,  so  completely  dark  were  the  narrow  streets, 
and  encumbered  with  rubbish  of  every  description. 
They  had  looked  for  a  light  by  the  shrine  of  "  Our 
Lady  of  Grace;"  but  even  the  hopes  of  the  pious 
were  fled;  not  a  shrine  in  all  Florence  had  a  taper 
now  burning  before  it.  The  splendid  and  extensive 
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Palazzo  di  Borgo,  the  mansion  of  the  family  of  An- 
tilla,  lay  in  their  way;  but  its  lords  had  left  all  for 
life,  and  fled  to  Lucca ;  and  the  huge  building, 
towering  above  all  but  ruin — frowned  in  dark  and 
sullen  silence.  They  passed,  still  amid  the  signs  of 
emptiness  and  dilapidation,  over  the  Piazza  Santa 
Croce — the  great  area  for  gymnastic  exercises  of  the 
city;  crossed  the  narrow  bridge,  with  the  rivulet 
and  sewer,  which  ran  under  the  walls  of  the  Church 
of  St  Jacops  tra  i  Fossi ;  but  so  fearfully  was  the 
population  diminished,  and  so  deep  the  dread  which 
(except  a  few  desperate  wretches)  the  survivors  had 
of  each  other,  that  the  busiest  streets  of  the  city, 
and  the  most  gorgeous  squares  and  terraces,  were 
all  alike  wrapped  in  gloom  and  desertion.  Nor  was 
it  until  turning  northwards,  and  winding  for  some 
time  in  the  direction  of  the  river,  they  reached  the 
Piazza  Santa  Maria — the  square  in  which  stood  the 
"  Spedale,"  or  great  hospital  of  Florence — that 
any  decided  signs  of  life  and  activity,  or,  indeed,  of 
human  existence,  presented  themselves. 

At  this  point,  however,  there  was  light  and  acti 
vity  enough — and  both  riders  instinctively  tightened 
their  reins,  as  a  sharp  turning  at  right  angles  threw 
them  in  front  of  the  "  Spedale;"  for  so  sudden  a 
change,  from  the  thickest  darkness  to  a  glare  of 
illumination — as  of  a  thousand  lamps  alight  at  once 
— might  have  startled  many  steeds,  worse  tutored, 
or  less  true. 
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The  building  itself  was  a  bold  and  striking  object; 
lofty  and  well-proportioned,  though  heavy  in  its 
style  of  architecture;  and  so  extensive  as  to  form, 
with  its  tributary  offices,  one  entire  side  of  the  quad 
rangle,  or  "  Piazza,"  in  which  it  stood.  Under 
ordinary  circumstances,  the  traffic  and  bustle  of  such 
an  establishment,  which  was  of  capacity  to  furnish 
accommodation  for  all  the  charitable  purposes  of  the 
city,  must  have  been  considerable  and  imposing; 
but,  at  this  period,  the  immense  accession  of  duty, 
and  consequently  of  activity,  which  the  calamity  of 
the  time  had  thrust  upon  it,  rendered  some  of  its 
features  extraordinary  and  interesting  in  the  highest 
possible  degree.  The  overwhelming  excess  of  pa 
tients  poured  into  the  house  (vast  numbers  being 
still  every  day  compelled  to  be  rejected)  had  called 
every  lobby — every  crevice  and  corner — in  addition 
to  the  ordinary  apartments  allotted  to  the  sick,  into 
requisition;  and  the  building  being  profusely  fur 
nished,  up  to  the  very  fourth  story,  with  windows 
and  lattices  of  ventilation — from  the  immense  addi 
tional  array  of  lamps  and  candles  in  every  quarter, 
which  its  increase  of  business  and  multiplication  of 
inhabitants  presented — the  whole  front  of  the  edifice 
blazed  like  the  face  of  an  immense  lantern;  and,  in 
spite  of  the  damp  breath  of  the  sufferers  within, 
which  condensed  in  streams  upon  the  glass  window- 
panes,  and  dimmed  their  transparency,  poured  out 
a  volume  of  light,  not  merely  across  the  whole  area 
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of  the  Piazza,  bat  into  the  very  recesses  of  tLe 
houses  on  the  farther  side  of  it. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  hoarse  roar,  less  of  suffer 
ing  or  grief,  than  of  hurry  and  trade,  that  went  on 
within  the  edifice,  rose  at  intervals  so  high  as  to 
be  dumbly  and  indistinctly  heard  on  the  outside. 
Sliadows  upon  the  white-clouded  window-panes  were 
seen  rapidly  passing  and  repassing.  And  the  space 
in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  Spedale,  especially 
the  ground  and  dwellings  of  the  square  of  Santa 
Maria,  which  had  long  been  deserted — for,  at  the 
very  commencement  of  the  infection,  every  hospital, 
as  might  well  be  expected,  soon  cleared  a  neigh 
bourhood  round  it — presented  a  curious  spectacle 
to  the  attention,  even  under  the  general  appalling 
circumstances  of  the  time.  The  Piazza,  or  square 
itself,  which  was  unpaved,  stood  fetlock -deep  in 
mire  and  filth  ;  for  the  gravedigger  had  more  than 
work  enough  to  do ;  and  the  duty  of  the  scavenger 
was  little  heeded.  In  the  earlier  stages  of  the  pes 
tilence,  clothes  and  bedding,  the  property  of  those 
who  died,  had  been  used  to  be  burnt  in  the  front  of 
the  hospital;  that  custom  was  now  laid  aside,  either 
because  there  was  no  authority  to  enforce  it,  or  be 
cause  it  had  been  found  unavailing;  but  the  original 
pile  of  half-consumed  rags  and  ashes  still  remained, 
grown  cold  and  mouldy,  for  man  and  horse  to  flounder 
through.  All  the  houses  in  those  three  sides  of  the 
square  which  consisted  of  dwellings — the  Spedale 
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forming  the  fourth — without  an  exception  stood 
open  ;  they  had  been  broken  into  and  rifled  by  the 
hospital  servants  (who  ransacked  all  before  them  in 
their  nightly  rounds)  for  what  they  contained ;  and 
the  wood- work  of  the  doors  and  staircases  had  gone 
to  make  fires  to  burn  the  bedding  with.  The  area 
of  the  Piazza  was  strewed  all  over  with  matters  of 
domestic  litter :  pots,  pans,  broken  furniture,  worn- 
out  kitchen  utensils,  and  remnants  of  apparel,  cast 
forth  from  the  hospital.  In  the  centre  of  the  square 
there  was  a  marble  fountain  playing ;  but  to  little 
purpose,  for  another  rose  within  the  walls  of  the 
Spedale;  and  no  creature  out  of  the  building,  though 
perishing  of  thirst,  would  have  ventured  to  taste  such 
water.  Some  evil  jester,  desirous,  perhaps,  to  spend 
the  last  hour  of  his  life  in  mischief,  had  thrown  an  old 
saddle  into  the  reservoir  into  which  the  stream  dis 
charged  itself;  and  broken  away  all  the  teeth  of  the 
couchant  lion,  from  whose  mouth  the  chief  jet  issued. 

"  And  this  immense  house  is  full,  then ! "  said 
the  Chevalier  Di  Vasari,  as  he  paused  for  a  moment 
in  front  of  the  hospital.  The  speaker  had  interests 
enough  of  his  own,  and  vital  ones,  to  contend  with ; 
but — it  was  not  in  man — the  very  criminal  who  went 
to  the  scaffold,  could  not  have  beheld  such  a  scene 
without  wonder  and  curiosity. 

"  Put  on,  my  lord,  if  you  love  your  life,  put  on," 
exclaimed  Jacopo.  "  Full  I  Ay,  it  has  been  filled, 
and  emptied  again,  into  the  great  fosse  behind  it, — 
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Your  lordship  shudders  ?  Spirits  of  the  blest !  if 
you  could  but  have  seen  that  fosse  when  it  was  dug  I 
— twenty  times  over  in  the  course  of  the  last  month. 
Hark  again,  Signor! — for  Mercy's  sake  put  on! — to 
the  roar  of  voices  inside  the  building ! — and  those 
black  shadows,  how  they  flit  to  and  fro  again  upon 
the  windows,  though  the  steam  on  the  glass  hinders 
our  seeing  what  goes  on  within !  Full  ?  my  lord, 
it  is  full  now ! — and  the  Hospital  of  St  Eoque  is 
full ! — and  so  is  the  Lazaretto — that  was  the  gaol — 
Sancta  Maria ! — and  the  Church  of  the  Pad)  i  Kefor- 
mati  is  turned,  besides,  into  an  hospital ! — and  the 

Prigione  delle  Stinche  is  open  for  the  sick;  and " 

Farther  yet  would  the  enumeration  have  gone, 
but  that  a  noise,  as  if  of  loosening  bolts  and  bars  in 
the  hospital,  interrupted  it.  In  the  next  moment, 
one  of  the  massy  folding-doors  at  the  great  entrance 
was  flung  open;  and,  right  hand  and  left,  from  its 
farthest  extremity,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see,  down 
to  that  very  door,  the  common  corridor  of  the  house 
appeared  on  each  side  closely  set  with  pallets. 
Every  bed  was  occupied  doubly,  and  even  trebly; 
or  rather  the  whole  range  of  beds — for  each  touched 
the  other — was  formed  into  one  great  litter;  crowded 
with  sufferers,  in  all  moods  and  in  all  stages  of 
disease.  Some — they  might  be  living,  or  they  might 
be  dead — all  that  could  be  seen  was  a  strange  shape 
less  lump,  rolled  in  the  wretched  bed-clothes! 
Others,  covered  up  in  hoods  and  caps,  incapable  of 
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speech,  stared  from  the  pillows  with  their  glassy 
eyes  and  ghastly  faces — that  the  viewer  shrank  to 
look  on  them !  Some,  furious  and  strong  in  agony, 
sat  in  their  beds  bolt  upright, — raving,  tossing  their 
arms,  and  muttering  horrible  imprecations — hideous 
objects  of  misery.  The  most  fearful  of  all  were  the 
most  healthy, — those  whom  they  called  the  "  Con 
valescents;"  and  who  glided  about  in  their  long, 
white,  shroud-like  hospital -gowns  and  dresses; 
looking  and  moving  like  creatures  emerged  from  the 
grave — even  more  appalling  to  Nature  than  those 
who  were  ready  to  descend  into  it. 

"This  is  too  hideous!"  exclaimed  Di  Vasari, 
turning  his  horse  away.  Pages  are  insufficient 
sometimes  to  convey  that  impression  which  the  eye 
takes  in  in  a  moment.  But  a  cry  now  arose  of 
"  Room,  room !"  and  between  the  double  row  of  beds, 
jolting  carelessly  along  the  corridor,  two  hospital 
servants  appeared,  bearing  a  long  tray — that  looked 
like  a  shutter  with  handles  to  it — covered  with  a 
sheet.  Out  they  came,  swinging  through  the  hall- 
door,  and  descended  the  steps  in  front  of  the 
building. 

"  Santa  Madonna!  it  is  one  of  the  dead, — a  corpse 
fresh  of  the  plague, — and  we  stand  here!"  cried 
Jacopo. 

"  Twenty-five  this  makes ! "  said  the  hindmost 
bearer,  stopping,  as  he  came  down  the  stairs,  to  trim 
the  load  in  its  descent. 
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"  Twenty-seven  it  makes,  if  I  can  count,"  returned 
the  other;  "  and  by  this  time  last  night,  we  had 
thirty-one." 

As  he  spoke,  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
staircase.  In  turning  the  corner,  one  of  the  carved 
ornaments  of  the  balustrade  caught  the  cloth  that 
covered  the  shutter ;  and,  at  the  next  step — the 
corpse  lay  naked ! 

It  was  the  body  of  a  man — and  of  a  fine  one.  The 
plague  had  evidently  made  brief  work  with  him. 
Still  robust — almost  florid — full  of  flesh  and  muscle 
— no  victim  of  decay — no  sign  of  age  or  of  con 
sumption.  The  tree  had  been  struck  in  its  full 
strength  !  The  limbs  and  the  trunk  were  those  of 
a  living  man  still.  But  the  face  was  distorted  and 
discoloured;  and  there  was  one  broad  dark  badge 
upon  the  breast,  that  showed  what  it  was  had  done 
the  business. 

The  bearers  never  stopped  to  recover  their 
wretched  pall,  but  shouldered  onwards  to  a  small, 
low,  grated  door.  Jacopo's  eye  followed — he  knew 
the  place  well — it  was  the  door  of  the  dead-house. 

The  key  turned,  and  the  door  opened;  there  was 
no  light  within.  The  two  men  entered.  There  was 
a  sound  as  of  some  heavy  mass  falling  upon  soft 
ground.  It  was  the  fall  of  a  body  of  flesh  and  blood, 
which  no  other  object  in  the  creation  falls  like;  and 
they  returned,  in  a  moment,  freed  from  their  bur 
then.  And  then  a  cry  arose,  to  "  make  haste,  and 
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close  the  hospital  gates  again ; "  for  the  sick  were 
gathering  round  them,  and  trying  to  escape  — 
tumultuous — like  lost  spirits  on  the  bank  of  the 
infernal  river  I 

The  crash  as  the  heavy  gates  were  slammed 
together  roused  the  Chevalier  from  the  stupor  in 
which  the  scene  had  plunged  him.  Slowly  pressing 
his  horse  with  the  spur,  and  followed  by  his  attend 
ant,  he  again  rode  forward.  They  left  the  ground 
upon  the  right  hand,  which  now  forms  the  Piazza 
di  Granduca,  passed  the  high  towers  of  the  Duomo, 
or  chief  Cathedral ;  and  entered  the  great  thorough 
fares  of  the  Porta  via  de  Kepoli,  and  the  Via  della 
Scala,  intending  to  cross  the  river  at  the  Pont  St 
Trinita.  But  the  passage  along  the  south  or  farther 
bank  of  the  Arno  (as  the  travellers  stood)  was  now 
wholly  impracticable.  This  portion  of  the  town  had 
comprehended  what  was  called  the  Jews'  Quarter; 
and,  on  the  expulsion  of  that  wretched  race,  the 
whole  neighbourhood  in  which  they  dwelt  had  been 
given  up  to  destruction.  Their  houses  had  been 
torn  down,  and  fire  laid  to  their  synagogue;  and 
one  of  the  last  acts  of  authority  on  the  part  of  the 
government,  had  been  the  barricading,  as  far  as 
possible,  and  publicly  forbidding  all  passage  through, 
or  entrance  into,  their  demesne. 

"  Does  your  lordship  wish  to  cross  here  ?"  asked 
Jacopo.  "  The  north  bonk  would  be  the  best," 

"  I  know  not  that,"  replied  Di  Vasari.     "  Our 
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arrangement  above  may  have  failed;  and  this,  if  we 
can  accomplish  it — that  is,  the  passage  here — is 
certain." 

The  moon,  which  just  then  began  to  rise,  threw 
a  dim  and  dusky  light  over  the  long,  narrow,  squalid 
lines  of  building,  which  had  formed  the  abode  of  the 
banished  Israelites.  The  sheds  and  stalls  on  which 
they  had  exposed  their  tattered  ware  for  sale  were 
torn  down,  and  left  lying  in  the  streets.  Heavier 
and  inferior  articles  of  property,  such  as  in  the 
general  abundance  of  plunder  had  not  been  thought 
worth  carrying  away,  were  strewed  up  and  down, 
and  here  and  there,  for  sport,  had  been  gathered  in 
heaps  and  set  fire  to.  Nothing  living  stirred,  but 
an  amazing  swarm  of  the  black  house-rats — which 
had  gone  on  multiplying,  in  spite  of  Papal  fulmi- 
nation,  during  the  plague — dark  and  obscene  as  the 
hillocks  of  litter  over  which  they  gambolled.  It 
seemed  a  locality  which,  in  such  a  time  of  terror 
and  contagion,  the  boldest  man  might  have  felt  a 
dislike  to  enter. 

"  We  shall  not  have  failed  above,  my  lord,"  said 
Jacopo.  "  And,  at  worst,  it  is  but  fording  the  river 
higher  up,  which  would  be  safer  a  thousand  times 
than  passing  here.  It  is  tempting  fortune  to  ap 
proach  a  place  like  this." 

"  In  Heaven's  name,  by  the  north  bank  be  it 
then,"  returned  Di  Vasari ;  "  for  we  already  lose 
time."  And,  leading  the  way  by  the  Piazza  della 
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Gracia,  and  through  the  Borgo  Ogni  Santo,  in  a 
few  minutes  the  travellers  had  again  cleared  the 
city  by  the  Porto  Pisano,  now  the  Porto  el  Prata. 
Resuming  here  their  former  rapid  pace,  they  kept 
the  high-road  some  half  mile  towards  Cajano;  then 
turned  southward  once  more  where  the  little  rivu 
let,  the  Torrente  Terzolle,  crossed  their  path ;  and 
kept  the  edge  of  the  stream  as  it  darted  through  a 
copse  of  Alpine  trees,  to  empty  itself  into  the  main 
river. 

"  This  is  the  spot,  my  lord/'  said  Jacopo,  as  they 
reached  a  point  where  the  wood  grew  thickest ; 
throwing  himself  from  his  horse,  to  clear  the  way, 
and  assist  the  progress  of  his  master. 

The  Chevalier  sprang  lightly  down ;  he  paused 
for  no  assistance ;  and,  in  a  few  moments,  both 
travellers  had  halted  upon  the  banks  of  the  Arno. 


CHAPTER    II. 


It  is  late,  and  that  castle  seems  lulled  in  sleep, 
But  within  its  walls  are  tapers  gleaming ; 

And  along  its  apartments  the  females  creep, 
With  steps  all  hush'd,  and  eyes  that  are  streaming. ' 


FOR  oh  !  softly  glides  that  serpent,  whose  sting 
is  the  surest  death  ;  and  smooth  shows  that  dark 
water,  which  has  blackest  rocks  beneath  it.  There 
is  silence,  and  calmness,  and  all  is  still,  without  the 
walls  of  the  Arestino  Palace ;  but  a  volcano  of 
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fever  and  of  passion — of  fierceness,  rage,  and  fury 
• — flames  within  ! 

It  is  night,  and  the  lady  of  that  bright  palace 
lies  upon  a  bed  from  which  she  never  more  must 
rise  !  Is  it  the  course  of  age — Nature's  slow  wane 
— that  calls  upon  the  lady  ? — No  !  She  shows  yet 
in  beauty's  fullest — loveliest — prime.  Her  youth 
has  seen  its  spring,  but  scarce  yet  fallen  into  sum 
mer.  July  has  yet  to  come,  though  May  has  pass 
ed  from  us  !  And  all  that  was  the  opening  blossom 
— bud  of  love — now  revels  in  the  glorious  flower. 
Not  age?  Not  age.  Why  then — the  plague? — 
Why  ay — the  plague!  for  theie  be  other  plagues 
— is  it  not  so — than  pestilence?  There  is  the  fire 
that  burns,  and  the  famine  that  pines  us — the  sun 
stroke  that  withers,  the  tempest  to  wreck — there  is 
the  mildew  that  blasts,  arid  the  quicksand  that 
swallows — there  are  floods — lightnings — hurricanes 
— earthquakes — fear  ye  for  these  ?  Alas  !  for  every 
one  poor  life  that  dies  by  such  slight  accidents 
— think  ! — think  of  ambition — envy — avaiice — 
false  honour — glory  in  arms — the  lust  of  beauty — 
pride — the  thirst  of  power — the  zealot's  triumph — 
and  the  soldier's  dreams! — for  every  single  wretch, 
since  order  first  arose,  that  perished,  cut  off  by  na 
ture's  shock  or  violence — how  irany  thousands — 
say  ! — have  drawn  their  timeless  fates  from  that 
worst  spring  of  human  woe,  the  human  heart  ? 

Alas  !  alas  !  Yet  why  is  the  lady  thus  passing — 
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untouched  by  sickness — in  the  pride  of  youth  ? 
Enough — enough  !  she  sleeps — or  shortly  shall  do 
so.  Oh,  gentle  Death,  there  is  no  sleep  blest  and 
secure  but  thine  !  Eevenge  !  "  'tis  Heaven's  pre 
rogative,  not  ours."  So  say  divines  ;  but  men  think 
otherwise  when  injury  stirs  them.  Now,  all  her 
crimes,  with  all  her  charms,  rest  in  eternal  silence ! 
Has  the  owl  shrieked,  or  the  bat  struck  on  the  win 
dow  ?  No !  these  are  the  death-tokens  of  sterner 
regions.  But  the  livelong  night  yon  thistlefinch 
has  sung  under  the  casement — she  sings  the  last 
dirge  of  the  Lady  of  Arestino  !  Yet  the  lady's  fault 
was  common  in  the  land  where  she  lived.  Common? 
Ay,  common  I  Common  as  the  penalty — she  is  dy 
ing — which  has  followed  it. 

She  dies  !  and  justly — let  her  meet  her  doom  ! 
She  is  the  ruin  of  a  name  that  never  knew  reproach 
before.  The  honour  of  a  noble  house  is  gone — their 
shield  is  sullied  !  Blood  may  wash  out  the  spot — » 
but  what  the  stain  ?  Scorn  crooks  her  white  lip, 
and  says,  u  That  shall  endure  for  ever  !  " 

And  if,  for  such  a  crime,  blood  must  be  spilled — 
what  slave  is  he  denies  that  blood  should  be  the 
blood  of  woman  ? — For  man — ay,  smile  ! — he  has 
wronged  me.  And  though  his  body  were  a  poison 
ous  plant  that  it  were  death  to  touch,  I'd  cast  my 
self  upon  it !  cut — carve  it — to  morsels — motes. 
He  dies,  though  LIFE  died  with  him — for  I  am 
suffering !  but — in  death — he  shall  have  justice. 
8  K 
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Man  wars  on  man.  It  is  his  instinct — compact. 
He  injures — stabs  me  !  Granted.  What  should  stay 
him  ?  Is  it  love  for  his  fellow — kindness — charity  ? 
What  will— for  "love"  or  "charity" — that  "fellow'' 
do  for  him  ?  Will  he  honour  in  poverty  ?  Defend  in 
danger?  Abstain  to  prey  upon  when  time  shall 
serve  ?  No  ! — none  of  these,  methinks.  He  may 
deride  his  weakness  ;  insult  his  misery  ;  publish 
for  sport  the  tale  that  maddens  him  ;  maltreat  and 
crush,  as  far  as  strength  and  law  will  serve  !  Away 
then  with  the  jest  of  "Duty" — my  "Practice" 
towards  my  neighbour  is  to  eye  him  as  my  spoil ! 

Man  breaks  no  faith  with  man,  for  he  has  pledged 
none.  He  casts  away  no  fame,  no  reputation.  He 
does  not  wreck  the  heart  that  blindly  trusted — 
leaned  upon — him.  He  does  not,  for  an  hour's  in 
dulgence,  whim,  or  vanity,  give  up  all  honour — 
name — esteem — respect — rank — kindred — friends 
— the  world — for  ever  1  This  is  the  sacrifice  that 
woman  offers.  Let  her  demand  it  from  her  lover — 
eee  if  he  dares  to  make  it  ?  Ask  him — let  the  mis 
tress  that  he  sues  to  ask  him  ! — to  lie — to  beg — 
to  steal — to  take  a  blow — be  branded  as  a  wretch — 
shunned  by  the  honoured  of  his  own  sex — scorned 
even  by  the  worthy  of  the  other  ?  His  answer  is — 
that  he  can  bleed — can  die — can  give  up  fortune — 
hope — nay,  even  her  love — but  may  not  lose  his 
caste — live  in  the  world's  contempt — his  own  dis 
gust — for  ever. 
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Yet  fate  had  dealt  harshly  with  the  lady  of  Ares- 
tino !  She  was  a  wife,  but  she  was  the  unwooed, 
unwilling  wife  of  a  proud  and  unfeeling  husband. 
Eight  years  she  had  been  wedded,  and  eight  years 
her  heart  had  slept  as  dead ;  or,  waking,  waked  but 
to  swell  with  sullen  bitterness  against  that  power 
by  which  its  rights  had  been  despised.  He  who  is 
wise,  though  his  self-love  may  suffer,  makes  his 
wooing  otherwise  than  this.  He  will  not  trust  his 
all  of  hope  in  life  to  one  whose  every  hope  in  life 
himself  has  blasted !  Ye  who  seek  service,  love, 
or  safety,  seek  it  with  the  free !  Will  ye  have 
chains? — then  look  that  they  be  chains  of  adamant! 
ye  made  a  traitor  when  ye  made  a  slave. 


Chained  to  the  twisted  roots  of  a  tall  willow 
which  hung  its  branches  across  the  stream,  and  al 
most  hidden  from  view  by  the  drapery  of  weeping 
foliage  that  surrounded  it,  a  light  skiff  lay  pulling 
in  the  soft  current  of  the  Arno.  Towards  this  point 
the  travellers  made  their  way  with  rapid  and  anxi 
ous  steps,  and,  as  if  by  common  agreement,  both  in 
silence.  The  Chevalier,  pressing  strongly  through 
the  low  copsewood,  was  the  first  that  reached  it ; 
and  when  he  saw  the  stream,  and  the  small  boat 
rippling  upon  it,  he  never  spoke  one  word,  but  drew 
a  long-repressed  breath,  as  of  one  relieved  from 
much  apprehension,  and  forthwith  fell  upon  his 
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knees,  and  returned  thanks  to  Hea-ven.  For  a 
gleain  of  hope  seemed  to  make  it  possible  that  his 
journey  might  yet  be  a  fortunate  one  ;  and  though 
the  business  was  such  as  Heaven  might  scarcely 
countenance,  yet  the  Chevalier  had  a  kind  heart, 
and  was  a  good  Catholic  ;  and  he  could  not  help 
feeling  that  gratitude  was  due  somewhere.  And, 
for  the  rest,  he  had  no  nice  scruples,  or  reserves  of 
pride,  that  he  should  check  his  feelings  in  the  sight 
of  his  domestic ;  for  those  were  days  in  which 
the  distinctions  of  rank  made  no  question  ;  they 
were  understood  and  settled  ;  and  a  nobleman  might 
even  pray  to  God  by  the  side  of  his  vassal,  without 
looking  for  assumption,  or  supposing  any  infraction 
of  his  dignity. 

But  it  was  on  the  north  bank  of  the  river  that 
the  Chevalier  and  his  attendant  had  halted.  It 
was  hard  upon  the  hour  of  midnight  now,  and  the 
moon  was  up,  for  she  was  near  her  full ;  and  the 
prospect  which,  under  her  broad  light,  presented  it 
self,  southward  and  west  of  Florence,  over  one  of 
the  richest  plains  of  Italy,  was  singularly  opposed 
to  the  scene  of  ruin  and  desertion  which  had  ex 
hibited  itself  in  the  country  eastward  of  the  city. 
On  their  left,  winding  along  the  stream,  lay  the 
"  City  of  Flowers  "  itself,  glorious  and  rich  as  ever, 
even  in  that  brief  distance.  The  work  of  man  re 
mained  entire,  where  man.  himself  was  fallen  ;  and 
the  tall  spires  of  the  Italian  churches  glittered  with 
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their  gilded  vanes  in  the  cold  moonshine,  as  they 
lightly  shot  upwards,  towering  into  the  clear  blue 
sky.  In  front  was  the  south  bank  of  the  Arno, 
scarce  tl*ree  bow-shots  across — crowded  with  splen 
did  palaces  and  villas — the  chosen  seat  of  half  the 
great  and  gay  of  Florence.  And  this  spot,  by  some 
wild  hazard  or  caprice,  the  pestilence  had  scarcely 
touched  on.  It  might  be  that  the  west  winds,  which 
had  prevailed  almost  constantly  since  the  commence 
ment  of  the  malady,  had  carried  the  city's  infection 
in  an  opposite  course  ;  but  certainly  all  here  was 
safe — all  lived  and  flourished. 

The  rich  moonlight  played  among  the  trellised 
vines,  and  trembled  in  the  orange  groves  in  the 
wide  gardens  of  these  mansions,  which  stretched 
themselves,  sloping  downwards,  to  the  very  margin 
of  the  river.  The  lilies  that  grew  in  the  last  flower 
bed  bent  their  white  necks  as  they  sprang  to  kiss 
the  stream  ;  and  the  perfume  which  they  exhaled 
rose  the  sweeter  from  its  cool  freshness. 

And  the  Arno  itself  was  no  tide-water,  no  stream 
for  traffic  here.  Though  bolder  and  deeper,  then, 
at  the  bridge  of  Florence,  than  its  current  flows  at 
present,  yet  the  little  draught  that  was  carried  upon 
it  never  came  above  the  city.  A  light  breeze  from 
the  southward  had  just  swept  the  mist  from  the 
surface  of  the  water;  and  the  white  fleeces  of  weed 
which  floated  on  its  shallows,  gently  waving  with 
the  motion  of  the  s<rc;ini,  gave  lustre  by  their  con- 
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trast  to  the  deeper  blue  tint  of  those  calm,  unruffled, 
basin -like,  unfathomable  pools,  which  seemed  to 
drink  up  the  strong  light  from  above,  rather  than 
to  reflect  it,  so  glorious  was  the  brightness  of  the 
scene.  There  was  a  calm,  a  repose,  at  that  hour, 
on  the  banks  of  that  bright  river,  as  if  peace  and 
safety  had  reigned  throughout  the  world.  Yet  the 
silence  was  not  the  silence  of  desolation — it  was  not 
the  repose  of  death — but  the  repose  of  nature  sleep 
ing.  The  soul  felt  as  though  it  could  lie  down  for 
ever  upon  those  green  banks,  content,  and  happy, 
and  at  rest ;  and  a  voice  seemed  to  float  across  the 
bright  still  water,  calling  on  it  to  come  and  dwell 
beneath  its  lucid  deepness. 

But  there  are  minds  to  which  repose  must  live  a 
stranger ;  hearts  which  in  the  tomb  alone  can  hope 
for  slumber,  or  the  folding  of  the  hands  to  sleep  : 
the  eye  of  the  Chevalier  Di  Vasari  gazed  on  the 
mild  scene  before  him,  but  in  his  soul  there  was  a 
fever  which  defied  its  influence.  Two  months  be 
fore,  and  at  that  same  hour,  he  had  stood,  as  he 
stood  now,  upon  the  banks  of  the  Arno;  he  had 
crossed  that  river  then  to  fly  from  Florence,  pur 
sued  by  danger,  and  struggling  for  his  life.  He 
now  returned.  For  what  ? — for  love,  or  vengeance? 
What  was  his  hope — his  wish  ?  He  scarce  knew 
what.  End  as  his  errand  might,  it  must  be  in  per 
plexity,  in  wretchedness ! 

It  was  no  time,  however,  then,  for  thought.      A 
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task  was  to  be  done ;  the  hour  was  arrived,  and 
the  way  lay  open  before  him.  Passing  his  horse's 
rein  to  his  attendant,  he  first  loosened  the  long  cloak 
from  his  shoulder,  and  cast  it  over  the  loins  of  the 
reeking,  yet  still  untired  brute.  "  Poor  Bayard!" 
he  said,  patting  the  gallant  animal's  neck,  who 
thrust  his  nose  against  his  master's  breast,  as  if 
acknowledgiDg  the  attention,  "  you  have  striven 
hard  to-night  for  a  work  in  which  you  have  but  lit 
tle  interest !  Look  to  him  well,  Jacopo,"  continued 
the  Chevalier;  "and — take  my  sword  also — see 
that  your  own  horse  be  well  clothed  up,  for  they 
are  sweating  both ;  and  when  the  day  breaks,  the 
air  from  the  river  here  will  be  cold  and  chilly." 

"  Your  lordship  will  not  go  quite  unarmed?"  said 
the  domestic,  as  he  took  the  offered  sword  from  his 
master's  hand. 

"  I  scarcely  know  that,"  returned  the  latter,  in  a 
melancholy  tone.  "  A  light  foot,  and  the  skill  of  a 
physician,  would  be  the  gifts  most  like  to  aid  me 
now.  But  should  I  need  defence,  which  Heaven 
avert,  my  poniard  here,  Jacopo,  would  be  the  better 
weapon,  which  lies  as  close  and  silent  till  I  want 
its  service,  next  my  own  heart,  as  it  would  do  the 
next  moment  within  that  of  my  enemy." 

As  he  spoke,  the  Chevalier  drew  from  its  sheath 
(within  his  vest)  a  dagger  of  unusual  breadth  and 
strength,  and  rich  and  costly  workmanship.  The 
handle  of  the  weapon  was  of  gold  embossed ;  tho 


40  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

sheath  of  the  same  metal,  set  with  jewels  ;  the  blade 
of  pure  Damascus  steel,  but  wrought  with  curious 
emblems.  It  was  an  heirloom  in  the  family  of  Di 
Vasari,  brought  from  the  East  by  their  first  ancestor, 
famous  in  the  wars  of  Spain  and  of  the  Crusades; 
and  for  eight  score  years,  sleeping  or  waking,  that 
dagger  had  never  left  the  bosom  of  the  leader  of 
their  house. 

"  This  is  defence — more  than  defence  enough!" 
said  the  Chevalier,  as  he  slowly  replaced  the  instru 
ment  in  its  scabbard.  The  broad  blade  flashed  as 
he  waved  it  in  the  moonlight ;  and  the  name  of  the 
first  proprietor,  "  Di  VASARI"  showed  in  cold,  dull 
characters,  like  unpolished  silver,  worked  upon  the 
dark  unburnished  steel. 

At  that  moment  the  deep  tones  of  the  great  bell 
at  the  Duomo  chimed  midnight.  The  Chevalier 
drew  his  boat  shoreward,  and  cast  off  the  fastening 
which  confined  it. 

"  Sleep  not,  Jacopo,  I  charge  you  !  "  were  his  last 
words.  "  Look  to  our  horses  carefully.  It  is  three 
hours  yet  to  daylight ;  and  within  two,  at  farthest, 
expect  my  return." 

A  long  low  neigh  from  the  black  horse  Bayard 
followed  the  skiff  as  it  pushed  off  from  the  shore. 
Silently,  yet  swiftly,  as  it  cut  through  the  glassy 
water,  the  fish  were  scared  that  fed  or  sported  at 
the  bottom.  Plunging  from  sedge  and  shallow,  they 
turned  their  broad  sides  to  the  moonlight,  as  they 
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shot  along ;  and  showed,  exaggerated  in  the  liquid 
medium  as  by  a  lens,  to  twenty  times  their  real 
bulk. 

Still  the  oars  touched  the  stream  lightly;  there 
was  no  plash,  no  rolling  in  the  thowls  ;  they  scarcely 
broke  the  water  as  they  dipped.  Jacopo  marked 
his  master's  progress  steadfastly  till  the  boat  gained 
the  centre  of  the  stream.  A  small  islet,  planted  with 
willow  and  acacia,  here  broke  the  view  across ;  the 
little  skiff  shot  round  it  like  a  swallow  on  the  wing, 
but  then  could  be  discerned  no  farther. 

"  Be  quiet,  knave  ! "  exclaimed  the  valet,  check 
ing  a  second  neigh  of  anxiety  from  the  black  horse, 
as  the  bark  disappeared.  "  I  doubt  I  had  better 
make  thee  fast  yet,  or  thou'lt  be  off  into  the  river 
after  our  master,  and  leave  me  here  behind."  He 
unbitted  both  the  horses,  loosened  the  girths  of 
their  heavy  saddles,  and  clothing  them  as  well  as 
he  might  with  the  spare  mantello  and  their  own 
housings,  fed  them  copiously  with  meal  that  had 
been  brought  along.  Then,  first  feeling  for  the 
rosary  within  the  breast  of  his  garment,  he  drew  his 
good  broadsword  from  its  scabbard,  gave  a  last 
glance  to  see  that  his  beasts  were  in  safety,  and 
seated  himself,  with  his  face  to  the  river,  at  the  foot 
of  the  most  convenient  tree  he  could  select.  And 
in  this  position,  well  on  the  alert  to  guard  against 
surprise,  and  recommending  himself  especially  to  the 
protection  of  St  J;»go,  with  his  weapon  in  one  hand, 


42  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

and  his  wine-flask  in  the  other,  in  silence  he  ex 
pected  the  event. 

*  *  *  *  * 

It  was  a  chamber  for  luxury  to  dwell  in,  that  in 
which  the  Countess  Arestino  lay,  suited  to  tastes 
which  knew  no  limit  but  their  will,  and  decked  for 
climates  to  which  winter  was  a  stranger.  The  walls 
were  hung  with  draperies  of  pale-blue  silk ;  richly 
wrought  carpets — the  treasures  of  the  East — wore 
spread  at  intervals  upon  the  floor  of  shining  marble. 
Oil  from  the  Tuscan  olive,  mixed  with  frankincense 
and  myrrh,  burned  in  silver  lamps,  whose  pale  flames 
lighted  the  lofty  chamber  without  sullying  its  de 
licious  coolness.  And  in  every  window,  flowers 
disposed  in  vases  of  alabaster,  each  carved  with  the 
work  of  half  an  artist's  life,  loaded  the  light  breeze 
which  whispered  through  the  lattice  with  the  richest 
odours  of  the  season. 

The  painting  of  the  roof — alone  a  masterpiece ! 
— was  executed  by  such  hands  as  already,  if  riot 
noble,  claimed  little  less  than  noble's  deference, 
and  showed  more  even  than  noble's  pride.  The 
mattressed  couches,  ranged  around  the  chamber, 
suiting  in  colour  with  its  pale-blue  tapestry,  were 
of  a  satin,  rich,  and  quaintly  patterned,  and  bor 
dered  with  embroidery  of  flowering  silver.  And 
those  couches,  with  their  pillows  of  down  and  velvet 
—light  arid  elastic  as  they  bounded  to  the  touch— 
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were  harsh  and  rude  compared  with  the  bed  on 
which  the  Countess  lay — but  she  slept  not. 

"Giuletta!  Giuletta!  The  twelfth  hour  is  passed, 
and  still  comes  he  not  ?  Camilla — Girl,  canst  thou 
hear  nothing — is  Camilla  surely  at  the  gate  ?  " 

"  What,  nothing !  why  then  the  messenger ? 

Yet  he  had  not  failed ;  it  was  impossible  !  " 

"  The  danger,  perhaps  ?  "  doubtfully  whispered  a 
dark-haired  girl,  who  watched  beside  the  turret 
stair. 

"  Danger  1  When  had  Lorenzo  di  Vasari  gone 
back  for  danger!" 

"  Sickness?" 

"  Why,  sickness  ? Yet,  no — no — he  was  not 

sick — it  was  not  that! — Once  more,  Giuletta — for 
mercy !  How  sayest  thou !  All  is  silent  still  ? 
Then  he  would  not  come !  He  was  false — faith 
less — perjured — fled  to  his  new  minion — wedded  to 
another ! — Why,  rather  than  that,  let  him  have  died 
— have  perished !  by  plague — by  flood — by  fire — 
by  knife  or  poison  !  Was  not  she,  the  Countess, 
dying — (and  did  she  shrink  to  die?) — dying  for 
the  love  she  had  borne  him  ?  Let  her  behold  him 
lifeless  !  Mark  his  last  gasp  !  Hear  his  last  sigh  ! 
Know  that  he  died  without  help — without  hope — 
but  let  her  not  know  him  the  husband  of  Peiiine  di 
Francavilla ! " 

Following  on  that  last  word,  like  its  response  or 
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echo — raised,  spell-like,  by  its  utterance — a  distant 
foot  is  heard  upon  the  winding  turret-stair.  Light 
as  it  foils,  the  Countess's  ear  has  caught  and  recog 
nised  it !  Low  as  it  ireads,  the  rush  with  which  it 
comes  is  that  of  lightning.  In  one  moment  more 
the  tapestried  door  has  flown  open — a  cavalier,  hur 
ried  and  travel- worn,  flings  himself  by  the  Countess's 
bedside.  The  door  is  closed  ;  the  attendant  has  left 
the  chamber  ;  the  Knight  has  redeemed  his  faith  ; 
and  the  lady  and  her  lover — it  is  for  the  last  time — 
are  to  be  alone  together ! 

The  Chevalier  di  Vasari  held  his  lady's  hand 
clasped  within  both  his  o\vn  ;  and  he  so  held  it  long, 
and  spoke  not.  He  pressed  it  to  his  burning  fore 
head,  not  to  his  lips  ;  his  face  was  buried  in  the 
drapery  of  the  bed  by  which  he  knelt ;  and  his 
sobs,  although  repressed  with  pain,  were  deep  and 
audible.  Justly  condemned  by  his  mistress,  or  un 
justly  ;  false  to  his  vows,  or  true  ;  he  was  at  least 
no  lover  of  profession,  no  idler,  who  gained  and 
flung  away  for  pride :  but  what  he  felt,  he  spoke 
right  on,  whether  from  the  heart  or  from  the  senses 
(which  are  nearer  akin,  perhaps,  in  the  purest  pas 
sion,  than  philosophers  will  admit) ;  and  if  he  had 
changed — why  was  it,  but  because,  in  love,  there 
can  be  no  such  pledge  as  "  Constancy?"  because 
men  can  hold  no  control  over  an  emotion  which  is 
as  involuntary  as  their  laughter  or  their  tears ; — 
and  because  he  who  promises,  but  for  one  day,  tho 
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continuance  of  his  passion  to  a  woman — if  he  were 
to  promise  the  continuance  of  life,  might  as  well 
have  the  power  to  perform  ! 

And  if  Love,  as  sure  he  is  so,  be  the  child  of 
accident — of  situation ;  warmed  in.  this  hour,  and 
cherished  by  that  which  chills  and  wastes  him  in 
the  next ;  aided  to-day  by  absence,  which  makes 
that  precious  which  possession  held  too  cheap  ;  to 
morrow,  triumphing  by  that  very  presence  which 
overcomes,  when  at  a  distance  we  might  have  de 
nied  ; — if  these  be  truths — as  sure  they  are — take 
one  truth  more,  and  let  who  can  gainsay  it — love, 
born  amidst  zephyrs,  lives  but  in  a  storm  !  Flowers 
may  charrn  ;  but  these  have  thorns  ;  which,  cease 
to  pique,  and  he  will  cease  to  worship  them.  Pain 
is  his  food,  of  life — far  more  than  pleasure!  mis 
tresses  or  wives,  the  women  who  goad  us  to  dis 
traction  are  those  ever  from  whom  we  have  the 
hardest  task  to  part.  Di  Vasari  was  of  that  age,  and 
of  that  temperament,  in  which  absence  was  likely  to 
weaken  a  passion  rather  than  increase  it.  We  sigh 
to  Eugenia  of  Sophia's  coldness,  and  end  in  for 
getting  Sophia  altogether  !  But  the  heart  that 
wanders  is  not  lost  for  ever.  He  had  quitted  Flor 
ence  with  unwillingness  —  in  horror — almost  in 
despair.  Quitted  it  only,  at  last,  because,  unhap 
pily,  his  stay  might  have  aggravated  those  dangers 
which  were  past  his  hope  to  aid.  And  was  it  in 
man,  now,  that  he  could  look  upon  that  beautiful 
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form — that  form  which  he  had  so  loved,  so  wor 
shipped — and  fancy  but  the  possibility  of  its  de 
struction — of  its  decay  !  See  those  dark  eyes,  into 
which  he  had  so  often  gazed  for  hope  and  happiness 
— their  lustre  yet  undimmed,  but  shining  over  a 
pallid  cheek,  and  soon  to  shine  no  more  1  That 
long  black  hair  which  flowed  in  ringlets  down  a 
neck  so  full  and  white  !  Those  fair  round  arms  and 
polished  throat — these  are  charms  to  live,  and  still 
have  power,  long  after  the  transient  red  and  white, 
which  charms  the  first  observer,  is  familiar  1  Could 
he  behold  his  mistress — so  young  and  beauteous 
still — so  soon  to  be  resigned  for  ever — now  before 
him,  and  not  forget  that  any  other  woman  lived, 
on  whom  ho  ever  had  bestowed  a  thought  ?  not  feel 
that,  without  her  life — her  love — her  safety — life — 
all  the  world — to  him,  would  be  no  longer  worth 
possessing  ? 

Tbe  Countess  gazed  upon  her  lover  as  he  knelt ; 
and  she,  too,  for  a  long  space,  gazed  without  speak 
ing  ;  for  with  her,  far  less  than  even  with  Di  Vasari, 
was  there  that  full  indulgence  of  grief  which  soothes 
and  satisfies  the  heart :  but  her  thoughts  were  those 
of  doubt — and  fancied  wrong — and  wounded  pride 
— and  passion  scorned  or  slighted.  Fierce  as  had 
been  the  paroxysms  which  that  day  had  convulsed 
and  shaken  her  ;  bodily  pain,  and  mental  suffering; 
her  pride  still  towered  over  all ;  her  beauty  showed 
untainted  !  Scorning  death  in  his  triumph;  hating 
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his  approach,  yet  smiling  on  it ;  never  more  care 
fully  than  in  that  hour — her  last  of  life — had  the 
Countess's  toilet  been  adjusted.  Her  force  of  mind, 
and  feverish  heat  of  purpose,  rose  even  above  the 
anodynes  which  gave  her  a  temporary  release  from 
personal  suffering.  Excited  as  she  already  was  by 
passion,  almost  to  frenzy,  the  very  narcotics  which 
should  have  deadened  the  brain's  action,  turned  to 
stimulants,  and  served  only  to  add  new  fury  to  its 
purpose.  Her  cheek  had  lost  its  tint  of  freshness. 
Her  eyes,  that  glistened  with  tears  repressed,  had 
something  of  wildness  in  their  expression.  And  her 
lips  had  faded  from  their  ruby  hue.  But,  other  than 
this,  her  beauty  was  still  uninjured ;  all  her  features 
were  full  and  animated ;  it  was  scarce  possible  to 
contemplate  her  as  a  being  who  in  a  few  hours 
should  cease  to  move — to  think — to  have  intent — 
existence. 

At  length  the  Countess  spoke.  Her  hand  lay 
passive  in  her  lover's  grasp.  But  it  was  cold — 
damp — and  nerveless — trembling ; — it  suffered,  not 
returned,  his  ardent  pressure.  "  You  would  see 
me  once  more  then,  Lorenzo?"  she  said;  and  her 
words  were  uttered  with  pain  and  difficulty.  For 
though  her  features  remained  unmoved,  her  eyes 
were  blind  with  tears ;  and  the  tone  of  her  voice 
was  more  terrible  in  its  hollow,  wilful  steadiness, 
than  if  she  had  at  once  resigned  the  contest,  and 
given  way  to  the  storm  of  grief  that  overwhelmed 
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her. — a  You  have  left  Arezzo,  and  safety,  and  your 
new  bride  that  shall  be,  to  watch  the  last  moments 
of  one  who  can  now  no  more  be  worth  your  think 
ing  of ;  but  who,  whatever  may  be  the  faults  she 
has  to  answer  for,  dies  for  one  only,  Lorenzo, — the 
fault  of  having  loved  you  ! " 

The  Chevalier's  cheek  was  paler  even  than  that 
of  the  Countess.  His  voice  was  drowned  with  sobs 
— he  could  not  speak — the  words  choked  him  in 
their  utterance.  He  lifted  his  face  from  the  velvet 
covering  in  which  it  had  lain  buried — he  clasped 
his  hands  together ; — the  hand  of  the  Countess  fell 
from  his  grasp. — "  And  is  there  then,"  at  last  he 
said,  "  oh  God ! — is  there  then,  Angiolina,  indeed 
no  hope?" 

"  For  me,  Lorenzo,"  said  the  Countess,  "  there  is 
no  hope.  Worlds  could  not  purchase  for  me  another 
hour's  life.  We  meet  now  for  the  last  time !  You 
are  ill,  Lorenzo, — you  have  travelled  far — I  should 
not  have  sent  to  you — I  trouble  you  too  much.  But 
I  am  going  on  a  long  journey — a  travel  from  which 
I  shall  not  return.  I  am  a  weak  creature — too 
weak — but  I  am  dying.  Bless  you,  Lorenzo,  for 
thinking  of  me  this  once  !  I  shall  die  now  content 
— content  and  happy.  For  I  shall  not  have  seen 
him,  for  whom  I  sacrificed  both  life  and  honour — 
while  I  still  lived — devoted  to  another." 

Avarice,  ambition,  terror,  may  have  mercy  ;  but 
there  is  one  passion  lurks  within  the  human  breast, 
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whose  very  instinct's  murder.  Once  lodged  within 
the  heart,  for  life  it  rules — ascendant  and  alone  ! 
Sports  in  the  solitude  like  an  antic  fiend ;  it  feeds 
on  blood,  and  rivers  would  not  sate  its  appetite. 
Minds  strongest  in  worth  and  valour  stoop  to  mean 
ness  and  disgrace  before  it.  The  meanest  soul — 
the  weakest — it  can  give  courage  to,  beyond  the 
daring  of  despair !  What  is  the  sting  which  no 
balm  can  assuage  ?  What  is  the  wound  that  death 
alone  can  heal  ?  What  is  the  injury  that — once 
done — can  never  be  repaired?  whose  is  the  sword 
that,  once  when  drawn,  the  scabbard  must  be  cast 
away  for  ever  ?  When  is  it  that  man  has  no  ear 
but  for  the  tale  that  falls  like  molten  lead  upon  his 
brain  ;  no  eye  but  for  the  plucked-out  heart  of  him 
he  hates ;  no  hand  but  for  that  clutch — that  one 
last  clutch — which  earth  may  not  resist — that  gripes 
his  dagger?  Who  is  it  that  bears  about  him  a  life, 
horrible  to  himself,  and  dangerous  to  the  world  ? 
Who  has  been  wise,  yet  now  will  castaway  reason? 
— was  kind  and  pitiful,  yet  mimics  the  humanity  of 
the  wild  dog?  Who  is  it  hews  his  foe  to  main- 
mocks  ;  writes  "  Acquittal"  on  his  tomb — and  dies? 
Who  is  it  that  stabs,  yet  will  not  blame  ;  drinks — 
as  his  draught  of  life — another's  blood  ;  yet  feels 
there  is  but  one  relief — to  shed  his  own?  That 
wretch  is  JEALOUS  !  Oh  !  talk  not  of  remembrance 
— consciousness  beyond  the  grave ! — once  sleeping, 
let  the  jealous  never  wake  again !  Pity  him,  what- 
8  L 
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ever  his  ciimes!  Were  they  ten  thousand  fathom 
past  the  reach  of  mercy,  they  are  punished.  The 
gamester  whose  last  piece  is  lost — the  merchant 
whose  whole  risk  the  sea  has  swallowed  up — the 
child  whose  air-bubble  has  burst, — may  each  create 
a  bauble  like  the  former !  But  he  whose  treasure 
was  in  woman's  love ;  who  trusted  as  men  once 
trust,  and  was  deceived ! — that  hope  once  gone ! 
weep — search — regret — despair — seek  thyself  blind 
— there  is  again  no  finding — no  restoring  it! 
Woman !  symbol  of  woe,  and  nature's  weakness ! 
gamester  of  hope  and  happiness !  thy  love  must 
be  integral — single — perfect — or  be  nothing.  Like 
the  glass  toy  that  has  amused  thy  childhood,  entire 
it  sparkles,  shining,  bright,  and  precious  ;  but  from 
the  farthest  thread — the  finest — break  off  but  one 
fibre — it  is  gone — form — shape — design — material 
— substance !  That  flaw  has  shivered  it  to  count 
less  atoms ;  and  where  the  jewel  was,  a  heap  of 
dust,  which  men  despise  and  trample  on,  alone 
remains ! 

"  Lorenzo  !"  said  the  Countess,  in  a  hurried  tone, 
— "  Lorenzo,  a  chill  is  creeping  over  me.  It  is  cold 
now — cold  as  the  grave — I  feel  that  I  am  dying. 
It  is  terrible,  Lorenzo,  to  die  so  young  !  You  will 
pray  for  me,  though  you  have  ceased  to  love  me  ? 
Think  of  me,  once  more — only  once — when  Perline 
di  Francavilla  is  your  happy  bride.  Do  not  let  her 
triumph  too  far ;  but  think  of  me  even  on  your  bridal 
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day,  one  moment,  before  you  forget  me  for  ever. 
For  then,  oh,  Lorenzo — then — I  shall  be  a  thing  fit 
only  to  forget.  A  poor,  passive,  nameless  thing, 
beyond  the  reach  of  memory  or  sensation.  And  the 
tears  of  my  friends,  and  the  triumph  of  my  foes,  will 
be  alike  ;  for  they  will  both  be  unknown  and  un 
noticed  by  me." 

"  Angiolina  I "  cried  the  Chevalier,  "  if  you  would 
not  destroy  me  quite,  have  mercy  !" 

"  Have  you  not  now  come  from  Arezzo,  Di 
Vasari?" 

There  are  moments  in  which,  even  to  serve  its 
need,  the  heart  revolts  from  falsehood. — There  was 
no  answer.  "  Have  you  not  daily  seen  Perline  di 
Francavilla  there  ?  Have  you  not — perjured  as  you 
are — have  you  not  pledged  your  false  heart  to  her  ?'' 

"Then,  never — by  all  my  hopes  in  heaven!" 
exclaimed  the  Chevalier,  urged  almost  beyond  self- 
control  ;  and  changing  his  tone  from  that  of  sorrow 
almost  into  one  of  injury  and  recrimination — for  if 
his  conscience  did  not  entirely  acquit  him  of  blame, 
yet  neither  was  he  guilty  in  the  extent  to  which  he 
was  accused. — "  Forced,  by  your  own  command — 
would  I  had  never  listened  to  it ! — to  quit  Florence, 
chance  more  than  purpose  led  me  to  Arezzo.  If  I 
have  seen  Perline  di  Francavilla  there,"  continued 
the  speaker — and  here  his  voice  did  falter  sorne- 
Ihing — "it  has  been  only  in  that  common  in  tor-1 
course,  which  the  long  connection  of  our  houses 
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rendered  unavoidable.  But  your  token  said,  that 
you  were  in  sickness — in  danger — What  was  Per- 
line,  then,  or  all  the  world,  to  me  ?  Am  I  not  here 
to  save — to  perish  for — Angiolina — to  perish  \\iih 
you  ?  For  why  should  one  live  on,  who  now  can 
live  only  to  a  sense  of  wretchedness  !  If  I  had 
wronged  your  trust — say  that  I  had  been  light  and 
thoughtless  —  he  trifles  with  the  richest  gem  in 
fancied  safety,  who  hugs  his  treasure  close,  and 
feels  its  value  when  its  loss  is  threatened.  Angio 
lina,  you  have  wronged  me.  You  will  regret  to 
have  done  so  ;  but  my  errand  shall  be  fulfilled.  I 
came  to  aid — to  avenge — or  perish  with  you." 

The  words  of  the  Chevalier  were  wild  ;  but  he 
spoke  them  heartily,  and  his  manner  was  sincere. 
For  the  outward  act  too — it  was  at  some  hazard — 
and  the  plague  still  raging — that  he  had  returned 
io  Florence.  It  was  at  some  hazard  that  he  stood, 
even  at  that  moment,  unaided,  and  almost  unarmed, 
within  walls  where  but  a  whisper  of  his  name  would 
have  armed  an  hundred  swords  against  his  life. 
But  Perline  di  Francavilla  lived  ! — the  Countess 
saw  but  that — would  live  and  triumph — when  she 
should  be  no  more  —  despised  —  forgotten.  The 
helplessness  —  the  hopelessness  —  of  all  defence 
against  such  a  consummation — the  very  sense  of 
that  helplessness  seemed  to  exasperate  her  almost 
to  frenzy. 

Eagerly  grasping  her  lover's  hands,  her  action 
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seemed  to  demand  the  repetition  of  his  promise. 
But  the  words  which  should  have  expressed  the  de 
mand  were  wanting.  A  sudden,  but  striking  change 
was  taking  place  in  the  lady's  appearance — the 
poison  had  run  its  course  ;  and  the  crisis  of  her  fate 
was  approaching1. 

Slowly  drawing  her  hand  across  her  brow,  as  if 
to  clear  the  mist  that  made  her  vision  indistinct, 
she  seemed  anxiously  to  search  out  some  object, 
which  the  fading  sight  had  scarcely  strength  enough 
to  reach. 

At  that  moment,  a  dial,  which  faced  the  feet  of 
the  couch  on  which  she  lay,  struck,  with  its  shrill 
bell,  the  first  hour  of  the  morning. 

The  stroke  seemed  to  fall  upon  the  Countess,  and 
paralyse  her  remaining  faculties. 

"  Angiolina  !"  cried  the  Chevalier,  springing  from 
the  floor — "  Angiolina  !  speak,  for  mercy's  sake  1 
Angiolina  ! — she  is  dying  !" 

His  attention  was  quickly  called  to  his  own  safety : 
a  footstep  as  he  spoke  approached  distinctly  through 
the  corridor.  , 

"  Angiolina  ! "  He  started  to  the  door  by  which 
he  had  entered.  u  Ruin  and  despair  1"  it  was  closed 
without — it  would  not  open. 

The  footsteps  came  on  still.  Why,  then,  there 
was  but  one  hope — his  dagger  was  in  his  hand. 

The  Lady  Angiolina  heard — she  saw  what  was 
passing.  She  moved — she  pointed.  No — it  was 
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wrong — not  there  !  She  made  a  last  effort — she 
spoke,  once  more.  u  Yonder,  Lorenzo  —  There — 
there!" 

It  was  but  the  advantage  of  a  moment.  The 
curtains  of  the  couch  on  which  the  Countess  was 
lying  parted  the  coming  and  the  going  guest.  The 
light  fall  of  the  swinging  door  by  which  the  new 
visitor  entered  the  chamber,  echoed  the  heavy 
drop  of  that  which  had  shut  the  Chevalier  from 

view. 

*  *  *  * 

It  was  not  the  Count  di  Arestino  whose  approach 
had  created  this  alarm,  but  that  which  followed 
made  the  presence  of  his  Lordship  speedily  desired. 
The  female  who  entered  the  chamber  found  her 
mistress  lying  insensible,  and  in  a  state  which  left 
little  doubt  of  her  immediate  dissolution.  Fiom 
that  moment  the  Countess  lived  nearly  two  hours, 
but  she  never  spoke  again.  Her  confessor  came. 
He  pressed  the  cross  to  the  lips  of  the  expiring  lady, 
and  some  said  that  she  shrank  from  it ;  but  the  most 
believed  that  she  was  insensible,  and  the  last  absolu 
tion  of  the  dying  was  administered.  The  Count 
Ubaldi  stood  by  his  wife's  bedside.  He  wore  no 
outward  semblance  of  excessive  grief.  It  might 
be  that  his  heart  bled  inwardly  ;  but  he  scarcely 
dreamed  who  had  knelt  on  that  same  spot  so  short 
a  time  before  him. 

a  It  was  at  the  bell  of  one,"  said  Giuletta,  in  a 
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low  voice  to  her  companion,  "  that  my  lady  desired 
me  to  waken  her.  And  when  I  came,  as  the  clock 
struck,  I  found  her  even  alone,  arid  thus/' 

As  she  spoke,  the  shrill  tongue  of  the  dial  once 
more  struck  the  hour  of  two.  A  slight  struggle 
agitated  the  features  of  the  Countess  at  the  sound ! 
she  clasped  her  hands  as  if  in  prayer,  or  from  some 
suddenly  excited  recollection. 

In  another  moment  the  source  of  all  the  anxiety 
expressed  around  was  at  an  end.  The  domestics 
yet  wept ;  the  confessor  still  bent  with  the  sacred 
image  over  his  penitent ;  the  Count  Arestino  still 
gazed  coldly  on— upon  what?  It  was  not  upon  his 
wife — for  the  Countess  Arestino  was  no  more. 


CHAPTER    III. 

"For  though  he  'scaped  by  steel  or  ball, 

And  safe  through  many  a  peril  pass'd, 
The  pitcher  oft  goes  to  the  well, 

But  the  pitcher  comes  home  broke  at  last. " 

THE  judges  of  Florence  were  met,  and  there  were 
crowds  round  the  gate  of  the  Palazzo  di  Governo ; 
for  a  criminal,  sentenced  to  death  that  day,  was  to 
suffer  the  torture  before  he  underwent  his  final 
doom. 

Of  what  crime  had  the  prisoner  been  guilty  ?  Ho 
was  a  common  robber,  guilty  of  a  hundred  crimes, 
for  any  of  which  his  life  was  forfeit.  But  there  was 
one  charge  to  which,  guilty  or  not  guilty,  he  re- 
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fused  to  plead  ;  and  as  a  disclosure  was  important, 
he  was  to  be  racked  to  induce  him  to  confess. 

On  the  morning  of  the  Vigil  of  St  Luke  it  was 
that  Lorenzo  di  Vasari  had  quitted  Aiezzo.  His 
journey  had  been  taken  on  the  sudden,  and  no  one 
had  been  acquainted  with  its  object.  Various  cir 
cumstances  in  the  manner  of  his  departure  led  to 
the  inference  that  his  absence  was  to  be  a  short  one ; 
and  yet  two  months  had  elapsed  since  he  had  so 
departed,  and  intelligence  of  his  course,  or  of  his 
safety,  his  family  had  none. 

Tt  was  strange — and  men  declared  it  so — where 
the  Chevalier  Lorenzo  could  be  hidden.  He  had 
been  traced  to  Florence.  On  that  dark  night,  and 
in  those  deserted  streets,  when  he  felt  most  sure  no 
eye  beheld  him,  he  had  nevertheless  been  seen, 
mounted  on  his  black  horse,  and  followed  by  his 
servant,  first  passing  the  column  of  Victory  in  the 
Via  di  Ripoli,  and  afterwards  halting  in  conference 
upon  the  Ponta  St  Trinita. 

But  those  who  had  seen  the  travellers  as  they 
paused  upon  the  bridge,  were  themselves  night 
prowlers,  digging  after  hidden  spoil  in  the  Jews' 
Quarter,  and  they  had  not  watched  them,  for  they 
had  business  of  their  own,  more  urgent,  to  attend 
to.  It  was  recollected  that  they  had  at  length  rid 
den  off  westwards,  in  the  direction  of  the  Porto 
Pisano ;  but  with  that  movement  all  traces  both 
of  master  and  attendant  ceased. 
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Now  this  disappearance  was  strange  ;  and  ex 
cept  that  there  had  been  foul  play  in  some  quarter, 
what  other  solution  could  be  imagined  for  it  ?  Why 
had  the  Chevalier  Lorenzo  first  quitted  Florence  ? 
It  was  not  from  fear  of  the  plague,  for  he  had  re 
turned  in  the  height  of  it.  And  when  was  it  that 
he  had  so  returned — himself  to  disappear  so  strange 
ly  ?  when  but  on  the  very  night,  and  almost  at  the 
very  hour,  that  the  Countess  Arestino  had  died  ! 
The  belief  of  all  made  the  duty  of  none.  Men 
might  suffer  wrong,  and  never  know  they  suffered 
it;  or  they  might  be  wronged,  and  yet  sit  down 
contented.  But  yet  the  Count  Ubalcli,  by  those 
who  knew  him,  was  scarcely  numbered  as  one  who 
would  so  sit  down ;  and  there  had  been  a  rumour 
once,  though  it  had  passed  away,  which  joined 
the  name  of  the  Chevalier  di  Vasari  too  closely 
with  that  of  the  Lady  Angiolina.  And  had  Loren 
zo's  true  kinsman,  the  soldier  Carlo,  lived,  less 
doubt  had  drawn  his  sword  for  vengeance  or  for 
explanation. 

But  "  true  Carlo  "  was  dead — your  honest  men 
are  ever  so — dead  in  the  wars  of  Germany  and 
Spain.  And  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari,  the  last  relative 
and  next  heir,  seemed  less  curious  to  revenge  his 
kinsman's  death  than  to  inherit.  No  man  in  Flor 
ence  doubted  Gonsalvo's  courage,  but  still  his 
dagger  slept  in  its  sheath.  It  might  be  he  believed 
his  cousin  had  taken  no  wrong;  or  it  might  be 
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that — take  the  worst  to  be  proved — his  conscience 
whispered  he  might  have  juster  cause  of  quarrel. 
But  week  after  week  elapsed,  and  even  month  after 
month;  arid  though  all  concluded  the  absent  Lo 
renzo  to  be  dead,  yet  no  certain  tidings  even  of  his 
death  could  be  obtained,  so  that  the  title  to  his 
large  estates  remained  in  abeyance.  The  disap 
pearance  of  the  servant  Jacopo,  too,  seemed  more 
puzzling  to  many  people  than  any  other  part  of  the 
affair.  When  one  morning,  about  ten  weeks  after 
the  absentees  had  been  lost  sight  of,  and  while  men 
were  still  debating  whether  they  had  been  swal 
lowed  up,  horses,  arms,  purses,  and  all,  by  some 
local  earthquake,  or  translated  suddenly  to  the  skies, 
and  there  converted  into  constellations,  as  a  great 
mob  was  sweeping  over  the  piazza  Santa  Croce, 
conducting  a  robber,  who  had  just  been  condemned, 
to  the  place  of  execution,  a  citizen,  whom  accident 
or  curiosity  had  drawn  close  to  the  person  of  the 
culprit,  suddenly  exclaimed,  that  "he  wore  a  cloak 
which  had  belonged  to  Lorenzo  di  Vasari !  " 

u  Holy  Virgin  !  will  you  not  hear  what  I  say?" 
insisted  the  person  who  thus  stopped  his  fellow- 
creatures  on  their  passage  to  the  other  world. — 
"  Should  I  not  know  the  cloak,  when  I  made  it  my 
self?"  he  continued.  Which  was  at  least  so  far 
likely  to  be  true,  that  the  spokesman  was  a  tailor. 

"  But  the  man  is  going  to  be  hanged,  and  what 
more  can  vou  have  if  he  had  stolen  riftv  cloaks?" 
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replied  the  superintending  officer,  giving  the  word 
that  the  cavalcade,  which  had  halted,  should  again 
move  forward. 

The  chief  party  (as  one  would  have  thought)  to 
this  dispute — that  is,  the  prisoner  who  sat  in  the 
cart — remained  perfectly  silent ;  but  the  interrup 
tion  of  Nicolo  Gozzi  bade  fair,  nevertheless,  to  be 
overruled.  For  the  culprit  was  no  other  than  the 
famous  Luigino  Arionelli,  or,  as  he  was  surnamed, 
"Luigino  the  vine-dresser,"  who  had  been  the  ter 
ror  of  all  Florence  during  the  period  of  the  plague  ; 
and  a  great  many  people  had  come  out  to  see  him 
hanged,  who  were  not  disposed  to  go  home  disap 
pointed  of  the  ceremony.  And  the  provost,  too, 
who  commanded,  was  well  disposed  to  get  rid  of 
the  interference,  if  he  could ;  for  since  the  law  had 
resumed  its  powers,  despatch  (in  matters  of  justice) 
was  rather  the  order  of  the  day.  The  disorders 
which  had  to  be  regulated  were  many  and  danger 
ous  ;  and  the  object  being  to  get  rid  of  such  as  sud 
denly  as  possible,  a  good  many  of  the  delays  which 
were  used  to  lie  between  the  commission  of  crimes 
and  their  final  punishment  had  been  agreed  to  be 
dispensed  with.  So  that,  upon  the  whole,  Signor 
Gozzi's  remonstrances  were  generally  treated  as  im 
pertinent  ;  and  it  was  a  moot  point,  whether  he  did 
not  seem  more  likely  to  be  personally  added  to  the 
execution,  than  to  put  a  stop  to  it ;  when  luckily 
there  came  up  a  servant  of  the  house  of  Di  Vasari, 
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attracted  by  the  uproar,  who  identified  the  cloak 
in  question,  not  merely  as  having  belonged  to  the 
Chevalier  Lorenzo,  but  as  being  the  same  which  he 
had  worn  on  the  night  of  his  disappearance. 

This  strange  declaration-— backed  by  a  recollec 
tion  that  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari/ s  interests  must  not 
be  treated  lightly — decided  the  commander  of  the 
escort  in  favour  of  delay  ;  and  the  culprit,  who  had 
been  observed  to  pay  deep  attention  to  all  that  pass 
ed,  was  recondncted  to  prison.  When  questioned, 
however,  both  casually  in  his  way  back  to  the  jail 
by  the  officer  of  justice,  and  formally,  afterwards, 
by  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  himself,  he  maintained  a  de 
termined  silence.  A  sort  of  examination — if  such 
it  could  be  called  when  no  answers  were  given — 
was  prolonged  for  several  hours ;  but  no  further 
facts  were  discovered  ;  and  not  a  word,  either  by 
persuasions  or  menaces,  could  be  extorted  from  the 
prisoner.  In  the  end,  the  chief  judge,  the  Marquis 
Peruzzi,  to  whose  daughter  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  was 
affianced,  suggested  that  time  should  be  given  for 
consideration,  and  that — Arionelli  being  retained 
in  close  confinement — all  proceedings  should  be 
staid  for  four  days.  This  recommendation  was 
agreed  to,  not  because  it  was  the  course  which  any 
one  desired  to  take,  but  because  it  was  the  only 
course,  under  the  circumstances,  which  seemed 
open.  Arionelli  was  then  shut  up  anew  under  close 
caution.  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  and  his  friends  bo- 
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took  themselves  to  study  how  they  might  hunt  out 
fresh  evidence ;  or,  against  the  next  day  of  exa 
mination,  work  upon  the  prisoner  so  that  he  should 
confess.  And  the  gossips  of  Florence  had  enough 
of  employment  in  discussing  the  singular  provi 
dence  which  had  at  last  led  to  the  detection  of  the 
Chevalier's  murderer,  puzzling  what  could  be  the 
object  of  his  present  silence,  and  disputing  whom 
his  disclosures  would  impeach. 

*  «•  *  #  * 

u  Bring  in  the  prisoner,"  said  the  presiding 
judge. 

The  day  of  examination  was  come,  and  the  judges 
had  taken  their  seats  in  the  Palazzo  di  Governo. 
The  Gonfaloniere,  the  Marquis  Peruzzi,  sat  as  presi 
dent,  with  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  and  the  Count  Ares- 
tino,  both  as  members  of  the  Council.  Two  secret 
aries,  with  writing  implements  before  them,  sat  at 
the  head  of  a  long  table  placed  below  the  presi 
dent's  chair;  and  a  few  ushers  and  inferior  retain 
ers  of  the  Court,  distinguished  by  their  robes  and 
wands,  waited  in  different  quarters  of  the  apart 
ment.  But  no  other  members  of  the  Council  than 
those  already  described  were  present,  for  the  affair 
was  one  rather  of  individual  than  of  general  inter 
est  ;  and  the  heads  of  Florence  were  still  too  much 
engaged  with  private  calamities  and  difficulty,  to 
have  any  more  leisure  to  spare  than  was  absolutely 
necessary  for  the  service  or  direction  of  the  public.- 
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"  Let  the  prisoner  be  brought  in!"  said  the 
Marquis  Peruzzi. 

One  of  the  secretaries  signed  to  an.  attendant,  who 
rang  a  small  hand-bell  which  stood  upon  the  table. 

Upon  which  the  folding-doors  at  the  lower  end 
of  the  hall  were  thrown  open,  and  a  guard  of  sol 
diers,  marching  in,  ranged  themselves  (a  precau 
tion  temporarily  adopted  in  that  stormy  period)  on 
two  sides  of  the  chamber.  The  prisoner,  Arionelli, 
came  next,  handcuffed  and  heavily  ironed,  followed 
by  six  or  seven  unpleasant  but  not  formidable - 
looking  persons,  the  servants  of  the  executioner. 
The  doors  were  then  again  closed  and  carefully 
fastened,  as  if  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  intru 
sion  from  without ;  the  soldiers  rested  their  lances, 
but  remained  in  an  attitude  of  attention ;  and  a 
curtain  was  drawn  aside  by  some  unseen  hand 
from  a  recess  in  the  south  side  of  the  apartment, 
which  showed  the  rack  and  its  apurtenances  pre 
pared,  and  the  machinery  for  the  water  torture. 

"  Luigino  Arionelli !"  then  said  the  chief  secret 
ary,  "  do  you  yet  repent  you  of  your  contumacy ; 
and  will  you  confess  to  this  tribunal  that  which 
you  know  touching  the  fate  of  Lorenzo  di  Vasari?" 

The  culprit,  to  whom  this  demand  was  addressed, 
had  he  been  forty  times  an  outlaw,  was  a  man  of 
excellent  presence.  Of  a  stature  sufficient  to  con 
vey  the  impression  of  much  bodily  command  and 
strength,  yet  boldly  and  handsomely,  rather  than 
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very  robustly,  proportioned ;  the  rich  cavalier's 
dress  in  which  he  had  been  disguised  when  he  was 
first  taken,  and  of  which  he  still  wore  the  faded 
remains,  accorded  well  with  a  deportment  as  high 
and  unconstrained  as  that  of  any  noble  in  whose 
presence  he  was  standing.  His  countenance  was 
pale,  and  something  worn  as  with  fatigue  j  perhaps 
it  was  with  anxiety ;  for  a  dungeon,  and  the  pros 
pect  of  being  hanged  on  quitting  it,  are  not  the 
best  helps  to  any  man's  personal  appearance.  But 
he  looked  at  the  rack  straightforward  and  steadily, 
not  as  with  a  forced  defiance,  but  as  at  an  object 
for  which  he  was  prepared,  if  not  with  which  he 
was  familiar ;  and  when  he  spoke,  there  was  neither 
faltering  in  his  voice  nor  apprehension  in  his  fea 
ture.  "  Carlo  Benetti!"  he  said,  when  the  chief 
secretary  had  done  speaking — "  nay,  never  bend 
your  brow,  my  lord,  for  I  have  worse  dangers  than 
your  displeasure  to  meet  already.  I  am  at  the 
point  of  death,  when  men  in  most  ranks  are  equal. 
Have  nothing  left  to  lose,  so  may  make  shift  to  bear 
the  heaviest  farther  penalty  you  can  inflict.  There 
fore  write  down — and  see  you  blur  it  riot — that 
unless  upon  terms,  and  not  such  terms  as  the  rack 
to  begin,  and  the  gibbet  to  conclude  with,  neither 
you  nor  your  masters  shall  have  any  information 
from  me." 

The  Gonfaloniere  turned  his  eye  slowly  on  the 
instruments  of  torture.    "  Do  you  not  fear,"  he  said, 
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"  to  die  upon  that  wheel?  Eeflect !  it  is  a  fate  to 
which  you  have  not  yet  been  sentenced ;  and  it  is 
one,  compared  with  which,  the  death  you  have  to 
suffer  will  be  as  the  pleasures  of  paradise  set 
against  the  torments  of  purgatory." 

"  When  I  became  a  robber,"  returned  Arionelli, 
coolly,  "  I  looked  for  some  such  fate.  I  reckoned 
with  myself,  that  I  could  scarcely  live  gaily,  and 
not  die  irregularly.  I  wished  to  rein  a  fleet  horse 
in  the  field,  rather  than  wait  on  one  in  the  stable. 
To  sing  and  thrum  on  my  guitar  in  idleness  half 
the  night,  rather  than  hold  the  plough,  or  ply  the 
hatchet,  in  labour  all  day.  In  short,  I  wished  to 
feed  luxuriously — drink  freely — have  a  brave  mis 
tress — spurn  at  law  and  honesty — in  brief,  my  lord, 
become  a  nobleman,  not  having  been  born  one  ; 
and  I  was  content  to  pay  something,  at  a  long 
day,  for  the  change." 

The  prisoner's  demand  was  for  his  own  life 
secured,  and  for  pardon  of  two  of  his  comrades, 
who  were  not  yet  brought  to  trial.  The  disclosures 
which  he  could  make  were  desirable ;  but  these 
were  terms  on  which  the  State  could  not  purchase 
them. 

"  Between  the  rope  and  the  wheel,"  added 
Aiionelli,  "  it  is  but  an  hour's  endurance,  which 
troubles  me  little." 

"  We  will  try  the  strength  of  that  endurance," 
said  the  President,  turning  to  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari, 
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who  slightly  assented.  "  Executioner!  do  your 
duty.  Let  the  prisoner  strip." 

The  executioner  and  his  assistants  then  proceeded 
immediately  to  strip  the  culprit  naked  to  the  waist, 
which  they  did  almost  in  silence,  and  very  tem 
perately,  without  any  show  of  violence  or  rough 
ness  ;  but  yet  the  cold,  ready,  business-like  civility 
of  their  manner — the  expeditiousness  with  which 
they  stripped  a  man  for  murder  and  agony,  as 
they  might  have  stripped  him  for  the  bath — chilled 
the  heart  with  more  sickness  than  a  demeanour 
of  coarseness  or  ferocity  would  have  done. 

The  outlaw  smiled  bitterly ;  but  it  was  a  smile 
of  confidence  and  impatience  rather  than  insolence. 
"  Gonfaloniere  1 "  he  cried,  "  once  more  beware! 
One  moment's  haste  may  kill  your  hopes  for  ever. 
Crack  but  a  sinew — strain  but  a  single  limb — let 
your  blind  rage  but  do  the  smallest  act  that  makes 
Arionelli's  life  not  worth  preserving, — not  all  the 
wealth  that  Florence  holds  shall  ever  buy  your 
secret :  I  die,  and  it  dies  with  me." 

No  notice  was  taken  of  this  menace,  except  by 
an  order  to  complete  the  necessary  preparations. 
The  criminal  was  bound  to  the  rack.  An  attendant 
had  brought  the  pot  of  water  which  stood  by  to 
wet  the  lips  of  sufferers  in  their  extremity.  And 
the  cords  were  tightened,  ready  for  the  first  pull, 
which  was  commonly  followed  by  a  dislocation  of 
both  the  wrists  and  shoulders. 
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At  this  point  many  gave  way ;  and  it  was  the 
custom  to  try  the  resolution  of  culprits  under  it  by 
a  moment's  suspense.  But  Arionelli  uttered  no 
word,  nor  gave  any  look,  which  could  be  construed 
into  an  appeal  for  mercy.  His  cheek  was  flushed — 
hands  clenched — the  lips  strongly  drawn  in — the 
teeth  set  firm  together;  but  in  the  whole  coun 
tenance  there  was  but  one  expression — that  of 
defiance  and  disdain ;  and  all  eyes  were  fixed,  and 
all  ears  were  open,  for  the  moment  of  allowance 
had  expired ;  when,  just  as  the  Gonfaloni£re's  hand 
was  raised  to  give  the  last  sign  for  which  the  execu 
tioner  waited,  and  the  prisoner  was  collecting  his 
strength  to  meet  the  impending  shock,  Gonsalvo 
di  Vasari,  who  had  watched  the  whole  scene  in 
silence,  but  with  the  closest  attention,  made  a 
movement  to  interfere. 

A  consultation  of  some  length  ensued  between 
the  judges,  or  rather  between  the  first  two  of  them, 
Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  and  the  President  Peruzzi ;  for 
the  Count  Arestino,  although  many  had  been  curi 
ous  to  think  whether  he  would  or  would  not  be 
present  at  the  process,  seemed  merely  to  have 
taken  his  seat  as  an  ordinary  member  of  the  coun 
cil,  without  feeling  any  peculiar  interest  in  it.  The 
discussion  at  the  table  was  carried  on  in  a  low 
tone;  but  the  prisoner  watched  its  progress  with 
an  eye  of  keen  and  penetrating  inquiry.  Presently 
(as  well  as  might  be  judged  from  his  gestures)  the 
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Gonfaloniere  appeared  to  yield  to  some  proposal 
from  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari;  and  the  latter  wrote  a 
few  words  on  a  slip  of  paper,  and  handed  them 
to  an  usher,  who  bowed  and  left  the  room;  after 
which  the  President  made  some  communication 
(which  was  not  heard)  to  the  Count  Arestino ;  and 
Gonsalvo  himself  took  up  the  examination. 

"  You  demand,  then,"  said  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari, 
addressing  Arionelli,  "  your  own  life,  and  a  pardon 
for  two  of  your  associates  who  are  in  custody,  as 
the  price  of  the  confession  which  you  are  to  make 
relative  to  the  disappearance  of  the  Chevalier 
Lorenzo  di  Vasari?  " 

"  As  the  price  of  my  full  answer  to  all  your  ques 
tions  on  that  subject,  as  far  as  my  knowledge  goes, 
my  lord,"  was  the  reply — "  provided,  in  the  mean 
time,  your  lordship  causes  these  cords  to  be  loos 
ened,  which  give  me  pain  something  unnecessarily, 
and  which  another  turn  would  have  drawn  too 
tight  for  the  advantage  of  your  lordship's  objects, 
or  of  mine." 

"And  these  associates,  for  whose  lives  you  cov 
enant?"  continued  Di  Vasari,  when  the  prisoner's 
request  had  been  complied  with. 

"  Are  my  friends,  my  lord — men  of  my  own 
band.  They  came,  indeed,  after  I  was  taken,  to 
rescue  me  at  the  scaffold ;  and  the  least  I  can  do 
now  is  to  let  our  cause  go  together." 

"  And  what  if  your  obstinate  silence  (to  repay 
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that  intended  obligation)  should  cause  them  to  die 
a  death  of  torture,  as  you  are  like  to  do  yourself?" 

"  They  will  be  as  able  to  endure  such  a  fate  as 
I  am.  I  play  for  the  higher  stake — our  lives.  And 
if  the  die  goes  against  me,  we  must  suffer." 

(i  And  when  their  turn  upon  the  rack  comes," 
interrupted  the  Gonfaloniere,  "  then  they  will  dis 
close  your  secret." 

"  That  they  will  tell  you  no  word  of  it,  my  lord, 
I  have  the  best  security — they  know  nothing  of  it 
themselves." 

"  You  are  called,"  said  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari, 
"  Luigino  Arionelli.  Are  you  not  that  Luigino 
Arionelli  who  is  known  by  the  name  of  '  The  Vine 
dresser?'" 

"  I  am  known  by  an  hundred  names,  and  seen  in 
an  hundred  shapes,"  returned  the  robber.  "  Ask 
your  officers  how  many  they  have  seen  me  in,  in 
this  last  month,  and  in  this  very  city  ?  I  am  the 
Venetian  monk  from  Palestine,  who  was  preaching 
at  the  Cross  in  the  Piazza  dei  Leoni,  while  the 
three  great  houses  beyond  the  square  were  emptied, 
on  the  fifth  day  of  the  plague.  And  I  was  the 
Austrian  officer  who  came  with  his  long  retinue  to 
the  inn  of  '  The  Golden  Flask '  (the  host  will  re 
member  what  fell  out  in  that  lodging),  bringing 
letters  and  despatches  to  the  Gonfaloniere  from 
Cologne.  I  was  the  Genevese  physician,  who  got 
good  practice,  and  some  money,  by  the  *  infallible 
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remedy  against  the  plague ; '  and  your  lordships 
see,  whatever  I  did  for  others,  I  had  skill  enough 
to  keep  clear  from  it  myself.  And  it  was  T  who 
ransacked  half  the  houses  in  the  Quartiere  St 
Giovanni  in  only  one  night;  robbing  in  a  bull's 
hide,  disguised  with  horns,  when  two  fathers  of  the 
Order  of  Mercy  met  me,  and  ran  away,  mistaking 
me  for  the  devil." 

"  Have  you  not  a  wife,  or  a  mistress,  who  is 
called  Aurelia  la  Fiore  ?"  , 

"I  have.  Close  with  my  proposal!"  said  the 
outlaw,  who  seemed  excited  by  the  conversation. 
"  I  would  live,  and  be  once  more  at  liberty,  for  her 
sake ! " 

"  Is  she  your  wife,  or  your  mistress  only?" 

"  As  chance  will  have  it,  not  my  wife  according 
to  the  usages  of  our  church.  But  she  might  have 
been.  As  far  as  affection  is  worth — passion,  devo 
tion — the  asking  in  vain  no  prize  which  hand  can 
win,  or  sacrifice  which  heart  can  make;  as  far  as  to 
have  no  rival — never  to  have  had  a  rival — in  the 
heart  of  her  husband,  so  far  she  is  my  wife  !  There 
are  women,  perhaps,  worse  treated,  and  wives — the 
wives  of  princes — worse  deserving." 

"  Was  not  this  Aurelia  the  daughter  of  an  oil- 
farmer  near  Ferrara?" 

"  She  was.  Then  you  have  heard  the  tale  ?  I 
stabbed  the  noble  who  thought  her  worth  dishonour 
ing,  and  would  have  borne  her  from  me.  Fortune 


70  TALES  FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

had  shared  her  stores  more  evenly  between  us  than 
he  imagined.  To  him  she  gave  the  wealth  to  pur 
chase  pleasure  ;  to  me  the  hand  to  win  it.  I  was  a 
vine-dresser  then ;  and,  but  for  that  event,  might 
have  been  one  still." 

"  Does  Aurelia  know  this  secret,  which  you  would 
sell  to  us  ?  " 

"  That  you  shall  know,  my  good  lord,  after  you 
have  bought  it  from  me." 

"  Where  is  Aurelia  now?" 

"  If  you  inherit  not  your  kinsman's  patrimony, 
Gonsalvo  di  Yasari,  till  you  learn  that,  your  patience, 
as  well  as  your  purse,  shall  fare  the  harder." 

"  What  if  she  were  in  our  power  ?" 

The  robber  smiled  contemptuously  at  the  suppo 
sition. 

u  What  if  I  should  tell  you  that  she  is  here — in 
chains  and  peril — and  that  every  insolence  you  utter 
added  to  her  danger?" 

"  That  would  be  almost  a  false  assertion,  Gon 
salvo  di  Vasari ;  and  the  mouths  of  your  race  should 
be  clear  from  dishonour." 

"Why,  let  him  then  see!"  exclaimed  Di  Vasari, 
starting  from  his  seat.  A  door  opposite  to  the 
recess  in  which  the  prisoner  stood  was  thrown 
open ;  and  a  female — it  was  Aurelia  herself — bound, 
and  guarded  by  Gonsalvo's  servants,  stood  before 
him. 

The   recoil  of  the  outlaw  burst  his  bonds  like 
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threads ;  the  cords  that  tied  him  seemed  to  fall  off 
by  witchcraft  more  than  to  be  broken.  But  the 
effort  was  involuntary;  it  was  followed  by  no 
movement,  and  indicated  no  purpose.  For  one 
moment  the  hands  of  the  guards  were  upon  their 
swords ;  but  a  single  glance  was  enough,  and 
showed  the  precaution  was  needless. 

The  shadow  of  that  passing  door,  as  it  swung 
slowly  to  upon  its  muffled  hinges,  seemed  to  sweep 
every  trace  of  former  expression  from  Arionelli's 
countenance.  Familiar  with  objects  of  danger  and 
alarm,  a  moment  sufficed  him  to  perceive  that  the 
ground  on  which  he  had  stood,  as  on  a  rock,  was 
gone.  One  convulsive  shudder  ran  through  his 
frame,  as  the  high  clear  voice  of  Aurelia  pronounced, 
in  trembling  agony,  the  name  of  "  Luigino  1"  Ho 
bowed  his  face,  as  one  who  abandoned  further  con 
test,  and  seemed  to  await  what  was  to  come. 

"  Luigino  Arionelli,"  said  Gonsalvo,  coldly,  and 
in  the  measured  tone  of  conscious  power,  "  do  you 
yet  repent  you  of  your  obstinacy ;  and  will  you 
make  confession  as  to  the  fate  of  Lorenzo  di  Vasari  ?" 

A  pause  ensued,  and  the  robber  attempted  to 
rally  his  faculties  ;  but  the  effort  was  unsuccessful. 
At  length  he  spoke,  but  not  as  he  had  before  spoken ; 
there  was  a  difference  in  the  steadiness  of  his  tone, 
and  a  still  wider  in  the  carelessness  of  his  manner. 
— "  You  know,  my  lords,"  he  said,  "  that  the  power 
is  now  yours.  There  was  but  one  creature  on  earth 
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for  whom  I  could  have  wept  or  trembled,  and  she 
is  in  your  hands.  The  struggle  is  over  ;  I  and  my 
companions  have  lived  like  men ;  and  I  trust  we 
shall  die  like  men.  Let  my  wife  depart ;  she  has 
done  the  state  no  wrong,  and  has  no  knowledge  of 
that  which  you  desire  to  learn.  And  as  soon  as 
she  shall  have  passed  the  boundaries  of  the  Floren 
tine  territory,  I  will  confess  the  whole — much  or 
little — that  I  can  disclose  of  the  fate  of  the  Cheva 
lier  di  Yasari." 

The  very  deep,  though  repressed,  anxiety  with 
which  the  speaker  put  this  proposal,  seemed  to  im 
ply  a  doubt  how  far  it  could  be  accepted.  He  was 
not  mistaken  ;  those  who  held  the  power,  knew  the 
tenure  by  which  they  held  it,  and  that  tenure  they 
were  not  disposed  to  part  with. 

"  Trifle  not  with  the  sword  and  with  the  fire,  if 
you  are  wise,  Arionelli ! "  said  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari. 
"  Press  not  too  far  upon  the  patience  of  this  court. 
She  whom  you  call  your  wife  stands,  no  less  than 
yourself,  within  the  scope  of  our  danger.  Whatever 
mercy  is  extended  to  her,  must  be  upon  your  full 
and  unconditional  submission ;  and  not  until  all 
questions  which  may  be  put  to  you  have  been  an 
swered  satisfactorily.  Therefore  I  caution  you 
once  more  ;  speak  instantly,  and  without  reserve  ; 
and  press  no  longer  on  the  forbearance  of  this  tri 
bunal  ;  for  you  guess  not  the  fate  which  you  may 
draw  down  upon  yourself  if  you  do  so." 
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The  outlaw's  passion  rose  in  his  fear's  despite. 
"  And  press  me  not  too  far,  my  lords,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  if  you  are  wise.  For  once  remove  the  temptation 
of  Aurelia's  safety — and  ten  thousand  times  the 
torments  you  command  shall  never  win  an  answer 
from  me.  Take  heed,  good  Gonfaloniere,  what  you 
do  I  Ask  your  slaves  here,  if,  at  the  foot  of  the 
gibbet,  I  shrank  from  the  death  which  was  before 
me.  You  have  the  power ;  beware  you  strain  it 
not  too  far.  I  am  in  your  chains — defenceless — 
helpless.  Those  arms  are  bound,  whose  strength, 
if  they  were  free,  perhaps  the  stoutest  soldier  here 
might  find  too  much  to  cope  with.  But  go  one 
point  only  too  far — To  tear  the  hook  from  the  fish's 
entrails  is  not  to  land  him  !  You  cannot,  kill  the 
robber  Luigino,  though  you  kill  him  in  extremest 
tortures,  but  you  kill  the  secret  which  you  want — 
the  secret  for  which  he  dies — at  the  same  moment." 

If  there  be  truth  in  threats  like  these,  it  is  a 
truth  for  which  no  man  (until  they  are  executed) 
ever  gets  credit.  He  who  will  die,  and  die  content, 
for  his  own  vengeance,  is  the  exception  to  the  com 
mon  rule.  Arionelli  was  bound  again  to  the  wheel, 
and  with  cords  which  were  stronger  than  before. 
Up  to  that  moment  his  wife  had  never  spoken.  Her 
eyes  had  remained  fixed  upon  the  earth,  and  there 
were  no  sobs  accompanied  the  large  drops  which 
fell  from  them  ;  nor  signs  scarcely  that  she  wept, 
beyond  the  convulsive  heaving  of  her  bosom.  Once, 
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when  the  dark  attendants  surrounded  her  lover,  her 
lips  opened  to  speak  ;  but  she  only  sank  upon  her 
knees — the  lips  were  closed  again — and  one  long 
shriek  issued  from  them,  that  seemed  to  cleave  the 
very  roof  of  the  palazzo.  And  then  came  the  com 
mand  from  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari — not  that  which  she 
dreaded,  but  another — cool,  distinct,  calculating, 
and  delayed  until  the  confinement  of  Arionelli  was 
complete. — "  Official,  bind  Aurelia  la  Fiore,  and  let 
the  question  by  water  be  administered  to  her." 

An  obvious  effect  was  perceptible  upon  the  coun 
tenances  of  the  soldiers  in  the  hall  when  this  com 
mand  was  uttered.  The  outlaw  himself  was  bound 
— this  time  his  bonds  did  not  give  way — and  when 
he  heard  the  words,  they  seemed  to  paralyse — to 
engender  a  doubt  that  he  miscomprehended — rather 
than  to  alarm  him.  He  turned  his  eye  rapidly  from 
his  kneeling  wife  to  the  judges.  Its  expression 
was  not  of  humility,  and  scarcely  that  even  of  en 
treaty.  His  appeal  was  not  that  of  a  culprit  to  the 
mercy  of  a  judge,  but  the  demand  which  man 
makes  upon  man — upon  the  common  feeling  of  his 
fellows — "In  the  name  of  God!"  was  all  that  he 
exclaimed,  "  you  cannot  mean  it  ?" 

Nevertheless,  however,  the  men  in  black  sur 
rounded  Aurelia,  who  stood  motionless,  attempt 
ing  neither  effort  nor  remonstrance  ;  and  having 
raised  her  from  the  ground,  were  proceeding  to  cut 
the  laces  which  held  her  bodice  ;  for  a  part  of  the 
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horrible  system  was,  that  all  who  suffered,  male  or 
female,  were  stripped  naked  before  the  application 
of  the  question.  The  soldiers,  though,  from  their 
cold  silence  and  averted  looks,  they  evidently  dis 
liked  their  duty,  showed  no  disposition  to  flinch 
from  it ;  and  a  passionate  flood  of  tears  burst  from 
the  eyes  of  the  unhappy  Aurelia,  as  the  first 
infamous  preparations  for  adding  degradation  to 
the  tortures  which  she  was  to  endure,  were  com 
pleted. 

The  cold  sweat  poured  in  streams  down  Arion- 
elli's  forehead. — "  In  the  name  of  Heaven,"  he 
cried,  "  hold  but  one  moment !  If  you  are  men,  you 
will  not  do  this  deed !  Gonfaloniere  !  my  Lord  di 
Vasari !  Count  of  Arestino  !  will  you  —  as  your 
souls  may  answer  it — will  you  degrade  this  helpless 
and  innocent  female — and  in  the  presence  of  her 
husband?  Villains  I  cowards!  slaves  1"  pursued 
the  outlaw,  violently,  seeing  that  his  words  pro 
duced  no  cessation  of  the  proceedings, — "  have  you 
not  this  frame,  more  noble  than  your  own,  but  on 
which  you  may  trample,  still  unbent  and  unbroken? 
Cannot  you  burst  these  sinews  with  a  nod  ?  Kend 
and  destroy,  with  but  a  word,  these  limbs,  whose 
force,  naked  as  they  are,  and  even  in  bonds, 
your  pale  hearts  quail  at  ?  Am  I  not  bound  before 
you  ?  Will  not  these  miscreant  agents  delight  to 
crush  a  frame  to  ruin,  which  shames,  and  shows 
their  own  too  mean  and  insignificant  ?  and  yet  will 


76  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

you — dare  you — touch  such  a  piece  of  Heaven's 
handiwork  as  that  woman  !  My  Lord  Gonfaloniere 
— you  have  daughters — Man — if  you  are  one — look 
at  her !  Is  she  more  fit  than  they  are  for  a  deed 
of  blood  ?— Di  Vasari !—  G-onsalvo  !  —  Villain  !— 
Usurer! — you  are  a  man — young  —  passionate — 
can  you  look  upon  such  a  form  as  hers — and  if 
she  had  sought  your  very  life  a  thousand  times — 
would  you  see  it  mangled,  disgraced,  and  ruined  ? 
— Gonfaloniere  ! — Count  Arestino  ! — Mercy !  This 
wretch  I  waste  my  words  on.  If  he  can  do  the 
deed — no  matter  with  what  cause — my  words  must 
be  too  useless  to  dissuade  him  from  it !" 

"  Luigino  Arionelli !"  said  the  Gonfaloniere,  more 
mildly,  "  why,  if  this  female's  safety  be  so  pre 
cious  to  you,  do  you  not  secure  it,  and  answer  the 
questions  which  we  propose  ?" 

"It  is  because "     The  outlaw  hesitated. — 

"  Now,  Gonfaloniere — you  are  a  human  creature — 
make  that  toad-like  wretch  take  his  base  hands 
from  her  !  Now  she  has  fainted — let  her  not  be 
bound !  Villain  !  rogue  !  bare  but  one  spot  of  her 
fair  flesh,  and  you  shall  yet  expire  in  tortures ! — 
Marquis  !  Now  thanks  and  blessings  !  Let  the 
villains  stand  from  her.  Captain !  Gentleman  of 
honour  !  You  wear  a  sword — I  have  seen  you  use 
it  in  the  fight — support  her — and  may  your  own 
wife  or  sister  never  ask  the  same  assistance,  or  lie 
in  the  same  need  ! — All  who  know  me — robber  as 
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I  am — know  that  I  never  inflicted  injury  or  insult 
on  a  woman.  I  sent  back  the  Podesta  of  Trieste's 
daughter  to  her  father  safe,  and  without  ransom, 
when  the  villain  churl  refused  to  pay  it.  Why, 
thanks  !  Aurelia !  Wife  !  look  up  !  Oh  treat  me — 
robber  as  I  am — but  as  a  man  !  Let  me  be  free — 
only  to  sustain  her  ;  and  command  or  question  what 
you  will." 

"  Luigino ! "  said  the  Marquis  Arestino,  who 
seemed  something  affected  by  the  outlaw's  passion, 
though  reasons  perhaps  prevented  his  doing  any 
thing  which  might  be  construed  into  the  showing 
him  favour — "  the  court  in  mercy  has  granted  this 
momentary  delay  ;  why  is  it  that  you  do  not  use  it 
to  confess  ?  " 

"  It  is  because — because,"  continued  Arionelli, 
passionately,  but  not  violently,  "  my  hope  is  over 
— I  have  nothing  to  confess.  It  is  because — as  I 
stand  in  this  danger — as  I  have  a  soul — I  have 
nothing  that  can  assist  you  in  what  you  desire  to 
know.  When  I  was  stopped  and  brought  back  to 
prison  from  my  way  to  execution,  I  was  ignorant 
even  of  how  it  arose  that  I  was  suspected  of  this 
crime.  I  saw  your  anxiety  for  the  information 
which  you  thought  I  possessed;  and  would,  if  I 
could,  have  gained  a  promise  of  life  for  myself  and 
my  comrades  before  I  declared  the  truth.  You 
will  not  blame  me  for  this  effort  ?  It  was  not  quite 
base  or  selfish ;  for,  win  or  lose,  it  included  those 
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who  had  put  themselves  in  danger  to  aid  in  my 
escape.  But  it  is  over  now.  I  give  it  up.  The 
cloak  which  your  people  recognise,  may  or  may 
not,  for  aught  I  know,  have  been  taken  from  the 
Signor  Lorenzo  di  Vasari.  But  it  was  the  property 
— this  is  all  I  know — of  a  robber  of  my  band,  who 
died  ten  days  before  my  apprehension." 

The  countenances  of  the  judges  darkened.  "Where 
is  this  man  ?  "  asked  the  secretary  Benetti ;  "how 
did  he  obtain  this  spoil,  and  is  he  one  of  those 
already  in  our  power?" 

"  He  is  dead,  as  I  have  declared  already,"  said 
Arionelli — "  dead  of  the  plague.  I  have  proof  of 
this.  Send  for  the  visitors  of  the  Ospedale  St  Sul- 
pice,  and  ask  whether  two  of  them  did  not  find,  four 
teen  days  since,  in  the  upper  floor  of  a  deserted  house 
in  the  Eua  Pulita,  a  man  dead  of  the  plague  ;  and, 
in  the  same  apartment,  a  garment  of  bull's  hide, 
curiously  fitted  with  a  mask  and  horns  ?  This  last 
garment  was  mine — I  named  it  before — and  it  was 
left  there  by  accident.  By  the  farther  token  that 
the  directors  of  St  Sulpice  commanded  the  finders 
to  burn  it  privately,  lest  its  profane  exhibition  should 
scandalise  the  church." 

"  That  is  true,  my  lord,"  whispered  the  chief 
secretary  to  the  Gonfaloniere  ;  "  the  fact  was  known 
to  us  when  it  happened." 

"  The  man  who  was  found  in  that  apartment," 
continued  Arionelli,  "  was  called  Dominico  Torelli; 
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and  he  died  with  the  cloak  which  you  now  chal 
lenge  in  his  possession.  How  he  obtained  it  I 
know  not,  for  I  saw  little  of  his  pursuits.  We  were 
on  ill  terms  because  at  other  times  he  had  con 
cealed  his  booty,  instead  of  bringing  it  fairly  to 
division.  Those  who  follow  our  profession  think 
but  little  about  forms  of  burial ;  when  he  was  dead, 
his  arms  and  money  were  shared  by  such  of  his  as 
sociates  as  were  at  hand.  This  rich  mantle  and 
the  doublet  that  I  wear  fell  to  another's  lot ;  but 
they  struck  my  fancy,  and  I  purchased  them." 

Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  listened  patiently  till  the  out 
law  had  concluded,  but  it  was  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  was  not  unmoved  by  anything  that  was  saying. 

"  We  are  approaching  the  truth,"  said  he,  coldly; 
li  but  we  must  have  it  fully.  Mark  me,  Arionelli ! 
Your  object  is  seen,  and  you  deceive  yourself  to 
hope  it  can  prevail.  This  dead  robber,  whom  you 
would  palm  upon  us,  if  ever  he  had  existence,  was 
your  comrade,  your  follower.  The  crime  for  which 
you  would  make  him  answerable  no  single  hand 
ever  committed  ;  and  the  spoil  obtained  was  too 
large  to  have  been  so  lightly  disposed  of,  as  you 
would  persuade  us,  or  concealed.  Now  listen  to  me. 
There  are  some  in  Florence  know  I  am  not  used  to 
trifle.  The  clue  which  lies  in  my  hands  now  to  my 
kinsman's  fate — whether  of  life  or  death — words 
will  not  induce  me  to  give  up.  Therefore  be  wise, 
and  speak  at  once  ;  for,  by  the  great  Heaven,  there 
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is  no  hope  tliat  fraud  or  obstinacy  will  avail  you  ! 
If  you  should  find  resolution  enough  to  die  silent 
under  this  torture,  I  will  try  whether  your  wife  here 
has  strength  to  be  equally  contumacious." 

The  rage  of  the  hunted  wolf  was  in  the  robber's 
countenance.  He  saw  his  danger — saw  that  he 
was  caught  in  his  own  toils.  The  very  error  of  his 
judges  (more  than  their  mercilessness)  led  inevit 
ably  to  his  destruction. 

"  Gonfaloniere  1 "  he  cried,  furiously — "  Gonsalvo 
di  Vasari !  Hold  once  more  1  Eeflect — there  is  a  line 
beyond  which  human  suffering  does  not  pass  !  The 
meanest  wretch  in  Florence,  who  cares  not  for  his 
own  life,  holds  the  fate  of  the  highest  among  ye  at 
his  mercy.  You  feel  that  you  dare  not,  for  fifty 
times  your  titles  and  possessions,  commit  this  vil- 
lany  you  meditate,  and  let  me  live.  There  are 
others — companions — friends — reflect  on  it ! — who 
will  be  left  behind,  and  whom  an  act  like  this  will 
rouse  to  certain  vengeance.  You  have  no  fault  to 
charge  on  this  helpless  woman.  You  can  gain  no 
thing  of  that  you  seek  from  her.  You  sacrifice  her 
to  gain  that  which  cannot  be  gained — for,  so  help 
me  Heaven  in  my  last  hour,  I  have  it  not ! — from 
me.  Beware  !  for  no  deed  like  that  of  tyranny  and 
baseness  ever  passed  unpunished.  Do  not  drive  a 
trodden-down  wretch  to  desperation !  Do  not  rush 
uselessly  upon  an  act  which  will  stand  alone  in 
the  annals  of  infamy  and  crime ! — Or,  tell  me  at 
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least,"  continued  Arionelli,  passionately,  "  if  there 
is  indeed  no  Lope — no  chance — of  mercy  !  Before 
you  ruin  your  own  objects,  and  mine,  past  helping 
- — Signer  di  Vasari — I  know  whom  it  is  I  have  to 
deal  with — Definitively — what  is  it  that  you  de^ 
mand  ?  " 

"For  the  last  time,"  said  Gonsalvo  di  Vasari, 
"  that  this  Court  will  deign  to  question — full  con 
fession  as  to  the  fate  of  my  cousin,  the  Chevalier 
Lorenzo." 

"If  he  be  dead?" 

"A  token  of  his  death,  and  the  story  of  its 
manner." 

"And  though  he  be  dead,  shall  Aurelia  then  be 
free?" 

The  Gonfalonidre  replied — "Of  that  you  have 
our  pledge." 

The  outlaw  paused  for  a  moment,  anxiously,  and 
in  thought. — "My  Lord  di  Vasari,"  he  said,  "I 
have  already  sworn  that  I  had.  no  share  in  your 
cousin's  fate.  I  believe  that  he  has  fallen.  But 
means  of  inquiry  I  have  none,  except  by  message 
to  those  who  are  beyond  your  warrant,  and  who 
knew  more  of  Dominico  Torelli's  latter  course  than 
I  know.  Who  but  myself  can  do  an  errand  such 
as  this  ?  Who  else  can  search  out  those  who  hold 
life  only  while  they  are  not  found  ?  And  me  you 
will  not  part  with?  There  is  but  one  resource. 
Aurelia  knows  the  haunts  of  my  band ;  she  can 


82  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

seek  those  whose  aid  I  need,  and  will  be  trusted  by 
them  as  myself.  Let  me  then  be  carried  back  to 
prison ;  and  let  her  depart  whither  I  direct ;  and  if 
in  twenty-four  hours  she  return  not  with  some  in 
telligence,  my  life  shall  answer  the  event." 

"  Would  it  not  be  safer  to  reverse  that  arrange 
ment?"  said  Gonsalvo,  significantly, — "to  retain 
Aurelia  here  in  prison ;  and  suffer  you,  Arionelli, 
in  whom  I  trust  more  than  you  credit,  to  depart?" 

A  long  silence  followed,  which  was  broken  at 
last  by  the  robber  ;  but  the  tone  in  which  he  spoke, 
and  his  manner,  wras,  for  the  first  time,  strangely 
contrasted  with  the  expression  of  his  features. 
"  My  Lord ! "  he  said,  interrupting  the  Gonfalo- 
niere,  "  let  us  close  this  conference."  (And  his 
voice  was  steady,  even  to  seeming  unconcern ; 
though  his  countenance  was  deadly  pale,  and  his 
eye  was  livid  and  glassy,  and  his  lips  seemed  to 
perform  their  office  with  an  effort — as  if  some 
swelling  in  the  throat  choked  up  the  utterance.) 
"  The  proof  which  Signor  Gonsalvo  demands  may 
be  furnished  more  easily  than  I  had  recollected. 
Two  men  of  my  band  are  now  in  your  jails  of  Flor 
ence.  One  of  them  is  named  Vincentio  Kastelli : 
he  is  the  lesser  offender — set  him  free.  Let  Aurelia 
and  myself  then  be  carried  back  to  prison — only 
one  demand  must  be  conceded — that  our  dungeon 
shall  be  the  same.  Let  Kastelli  have  free  access 
to  me  at  will,  and  free  passage  to  go  and  come,  un- 
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followed  and  unwatched,  wherever  I  sball  send  him. 
Promise  that,  my  bond  being  kept — before  I  die 
- — I  shall  see  Aurelia  at  liberty.  And  before  mid 
night  to-morrow,  Signor  Gonsalvo  shall  have  that 
put  into  his  hands,  which  shall  for  ever  set  his  mind 
at  rest  as  to  the  fate — whatever  it  has  been — of 
Lorenzo  di  Vasari." 

***** 

It  was  the  hour  of  midnight  on  the  morrow  ;  and 
Gonsalvo  di  Vasari  sat  in  his  library  alone  ;  and  he 
rejoiced  in  the  fortune  of  his  arrangements.  The 
robber  Kastelli  had  been  set  at  liberty.  He  had 
visited  Arionelli  in  his  prison.  He  had  gone  upon 
one  mission,  and  had  returned  as  unsuccessful;  but 
at  once  again  he  had  sped  forth  upon  another.  Was 
it  possible  that  the  outlaw  might  yet  fail  ?  Scarcely 
so !  for  Aurelia's  sake,  his  strength  would  be  put 
forth  to  the  utmost.  Would  the  agent  make  sure 
of  his  own  safety  and  escape  ?  This  was  not  likely, 
for  already  he  had  once  returned;  and  the  fidelity  of 
such  people,  generally,  to  their  friends  arid  leaders, 
was  as  well  known  as  their  enterprise  and  ferocity. 

It  was  not  likely  neither  that  Arionelli  would 
have  taken  his  course,  without  feeling  a  strong  re 
liance  upon  its  success.  A  few  hours  then — nay, 
a  few  moments  now — were  to  put  him  in  possession 
of  that  evidence  which  would  end  all  doubt  as  to 
his  cousin's  rich  inheritance.  For  Aurelia — her 
safety  was  promised;  but  her  liberty — this  evi- 
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dence  obtained — might  be  a  matter  for  consider 
ation.  The  outlaw  himself  would  die  upon  the 
scaffold.  It  was  pity  that  so  much  beauty  as  Au- 
relia's  should  be  cast  away. — Meantime  Gon salvo 
di  Vasari  sat  alone  in  his  palace  ;  and  the  hour  of 
midnight  was  passed,  and  yet  there  was  no  messen 
ger.  He  arose  and  opened  the  lattice — the  moon 
shone  brightly — but  the  streets  of  Florence  were 
at  rest.  Was  it  possible  that  he  should  be  trifled 
with  !  A  servant  was  summoned.  But — no  ! — no 
person  had  appeared. 

At  that  instant,  a  man,  wrapt  in  a  dark  cloak, 
was  seen  stealing  across  the  Piazza  of  St  Mark. 
His  form  was  robust,  and  his  step  firm ;  it  was  the 
figure  of  the  robber — of  Kastelli.  He  paused  a 
moment  under  the  shadow  of  the  church  of  St 
Benedick,  as  if  to  watch  if  any  one  observed  him ; 
then  crossed  the  square — the  portico  concealed 
him ; — but  it  was  the  hour — the  very  moment — it 
must  be  the  messenger  1 

There  was  a  hasty  tap  at  the  door  of  the  cabi 
net 

"  My  lord — he  has  come." 

"Admit  him." 

He  did  not  stay. 

"  Where  is  his  message  ?  " 

"My  lord,  it  is  here." 

The  servant  placed  a  small  iron  casket  in  the 
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hands  of  his  master ;  a  folded  packet  accompanied 
it ;  and  retired. 

Gonsalvo  broke  the  seal  of  the  packet.  There 
was  not  a  word — the  paper  was  blank.  But  it  con 
tained  a  small  key,  apparently  that  of  the  casket, 
of  a  singular  form  and  workmanship. 

The  letter  was  a  blank  !  The  chest  then,  which 
was  in  his  hands,  contained  the  secret  ?  Gonsalvo 
hesitated.  Was  it  fit  that  the  deposit  should  be  at 
once  opened?  Was  it  not  more  fit  that  the  dis 
closure  (whatever  it  was)  should  be  public — in  the 
presence  of  the  Gonfaloniere,  and  in  the  apartment 
of  the  Senate  ? 

And  yet  it  might  be  that  the  casket  contained 
matter  hostile  to  his  desires,  rather  than  tending  to 
assist  them.  It  might  be  that  the  proof  even  of 
Lorenzo's  death  failed  wholly;  and  such  truth,  once 
openly  declared,  could  never  be  got  rid  of. 

He  poised  the  chest  in  his  hands.  It  weighed 
heavily.  What  could  be  its  contents?  Perhaps 
the  written  confession  of  Arionelli,  or  some  of  his 
companions.  At  all  events,  the  course  of  a  private 
search  was  safe  :  a  public  one  might  be  made  for 
mally,  in  the  morning,  if  convenient. 

He  took  the  key,  secured  the  door,  approached 
the  taper,  and  cautiously  examined  the  lock  of  the 
casket. 

The  key  entered  freely.     It  turned  in  the  lock. 


86  TALES  FROM    "  BLACKWOOD. 

The  bolt  shot.     The  hand  that  lay  upon  the  lid 
tightened  its  grasp  to  lift  it  open. 

At  that  moment  the  magazine  within  exploded. 
The  chest,  with  a  report  that  shook  the  apartment, 
burst  into  a  thousand  atoms.  The  household  of 
Di  Vasari  was  alarmed.  His  domestics  rushed  in 
a  body  to  their  master's  chamber.  They  tried  to 
enter,  but  the  door  was  fast.  They  knocked,  but 
no  answer  was  returned.  While  they  stood  irre 
solute  in  horror  and  alarm,  an  officer  of  justice, 
attended,  came  thundering  at  the  gate.  The  prison 
of  the  Seralio  had  been  alarmed  in  the  night.  The 
robber  Arionelli  and  his  wife  were  dead  by  poison, 
and  the  Gonfaloniere  in  council  desired  the  pre 
sence  and  assistance  of  Signer  di  Vasari.  The 
affrighted  domestics  burst  the  door  open.  The 
message  from  the  State  was  answered  by  the  spec 
tacle  within.  On  the  floor  lay  Gon salvo  di  Vasari — 
dead  ;  his  garments  scorched  ;  his  face  and  hands 
discoloured ;  his  body  mangled  with  a  shower  of 
balls  ;  and  the  shell  of  the  fatal  casket  at  his  feet. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

"Then  lay  us  together  for  ever  to  rest, 

For  the  grave  ends  all  strife,  and  all  sorrow  : 
As  the  sun,  which,  at  eve,  sinks  in  blood  to  the  west, 
Rises  calm  and  serene  on  the  morrow  ! " 

FORTY  years  had  passed  over  from  the  date  of 
these  events ;  and  the  horrors  of  the  plague  of 
Florence  were  forgotten.  The  tale  lived  in  the 
recollection  of  a  few  old  people  who  had  escaped  the 
wreck  ;  but  their  accounts  wavered  between  fiction 
and  reality,  and  were  held  as  exaggerations  among 
the  juniors.  Times  had  changed,  and  things  had 
changed  with  them.  The  ploughshare  passed  over 
that  ground  which  had  been  the  site  of  palaces  in 
the  time  of  the  pestilence ;  and  churches  stood,  and 
streets,  where  cemeteries  had  been  glutted  with  the 
remains  of  thousands.  Those  who  listened  to  the 
stories  of  mortality — of  five  hundred  dead  in  one  week, 
and  three  hundred  in  another — counted  the  numbers 
as  men  hear  of  thousands  dead  upon  a  field  of  battle : 
they  believed  the  fact,  because  it  was  avouched,  but 
scarcely  could  understand  the  possibility. 

And  with  the  traces  of  the  plague,  other  wonders 
of  the  time  had  disappeared.  The  mystery  of 
Lorenzo  di  Vasari's  fate  was  forgotten.  The  des 
perate  revenge  of  the  outlaw  Arionelli  lived  only 
in  the  songs  of  the  lower  classes,  or  in  the  legends 
of  those  who  still  exercised  his  dangerous  profes- 
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sion.  The  Count  Arestino  had  long  paid  the  debt 
which  all  men  owe.  His  sins  might,  or  they  might 
not,  be  forgiven ;  but  he  was  gone  to  his  reckon 
ing — had  briefly,  indeed,  followed  her  whom  his 
vengeance  had  sent  thither  perhaps  too  soon.  The 
great  crowd  who  had  lived  in  that  earlier  day  were 
now  departed  or  departing ;  they  gave  up  the  post 
of  action  and  existence  to  those  who  had  been 
children  in  their  day. 

And  in  the  Chateau  Arestino  now,  there  was 
feasting  and  all  delight.  It  was  the  autumn  again, 
and  the  hedges  of  myrtle  on  the  banks  of  the  Arno 
gave  out  their  most  delicious  scent.  The  roses  that 
hung  faint  with  the  noonday's  heat,  gathered  new 
life  in  the  cool  of  the  twilight,  as  they  drooped 
their  heads  to  drink  of  that  fresh  stream  ;  and  the 
last  rays  of  the  sun  fell  with  a  mellowed  brightness 
upon  the  red  and  yellow  leaves  of  the  chestnut  tree, 
or  lingered,  where  the  eye  paused  with  less  effort, 
among  the  dark-green  branches  of  the  olive. 

And  in  the  halls  of  the  castle,  too,  there  was  a 
sound  of  music,  and  of  dancing,  and  of  revelry. 
And  gay  forms  flitted  lightly  along  its  lofty  cor 
ridors,  or  dashed  in  mimic  pursuit,  with  the  light 
step  and  lighter  laugh  of  youth,  through  its  water 
side  arbours  and  gardens.  And  there  were  gallant 
forms  of  cavaliers,  their  crests  nodding  brightly  in 
the  sun  ;  and  fair,  transparent,  sylph-like  figures  of 
females,  their  flowing  drapery  catching  in  the  light 
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breeze,  and  but  adorning  the  form  it  seemed  to 
hide,  sported  gaily  through  hall  and  bower.  That 
day  was  the  new  lord's  wedding-day.  He  had 
wandered  long  abroad,  unknowing  of  his  rich  in 
heritance.  But  all  since  his  return  was  splendour 
and  fitting  and  decoration.  For  he  had  sighed  some 
times  at  the  thought  of  that  palace  when  he  had 
little  hope  to  possess  it.  And  now  it  would  become 
his  favourite  seat — he  kept  his  day  of  bridal  there. 

And  his  bride  was  come,  and  her  fair  bride's- 
maids  ;  and  she  was  welcomed  by  the  grey-haired 
domestics  who  hoped  to  live  yet  in  ease  and  com 
fort  from  her  bounty.  And  all  was  gaiety  and 
sparkle.  There  was  the  light  boat  plied  upon  the 
river,  filled  with  such  freight  as  showed  as  though 
the  nymphs  fabled  to  dwell  in  ocean's  depths  had 
risen  to  glide  upon  its  surface.  And  the  speckled 
-trout  checked  at  the  long  line,  or  snapped  the  brittle 
wand,  while  shouts  of  triumph  or  of  laughter — 
equally  gay — hailed  his  appearance  above  water  or 
his  escape. 

And  in  the  midst  of  all  this  tumult,  the  bride  and 
her  attendants,  with  girlish  curiosity,  wandered 
through  the  rich  saloons,  and  even  through  every 
chamber  in  the  castle.  The  pictures — the  china — 
the  statues — nothing  was  spared  from  their  curious 
view.  "And  what  was  this  ?  and  whence  came 
that  ?  This  painting,  was  it  from  Venice  or  from 
Koine  ?  That  armour,  was  it  of  the  French  or  of 
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the  Danish  workmanship  ?  Those  jewels  too — and 
those  rich  plumes,  now  of  past  fashion,  that  filled 
the  Garde-robe — whose  had  they  been  ?  from  what 
great  ancestor  of  Theodore's  had  they  descended?" 

The  attentive  governante's  answer  was  always 
ready.  She  had  the  knowledge  and  the  memory 
fitting  to  her  station.  The  china  was  from  one 
illustrious  house — the  statues,  in  succession,  from 
another — the  armour  had  belonged  to  the  first  or  to 
the  third  Lord  of  Arestino,  famous  for  his  conduct 
in  the  wars  of  Charlemagne,  against  the  Saracens  or 
elsewhere.  But  the  jewels  and  plumes  had  been 
the  property  of  the  Lady  Angiolina  Arestino,  the 
wife  of  the  last  Count  Ubaldi,  and  one  of  the  hand 
somest  women  of  her  time  ;  "  Who  died,"  said  the 
ancient  governante,  ll  on  this  very  day  forty-four 
years,  even  on  the  very  night  'of  the  Vigil  of  St 
Luke  ;  and  on  the  same  night  that  the  young  Che 
valier  di  Vasari,  whom  some  —  Heaven  pardon 
them  ! — accounted  her  lover,  was  basely  murdered. 
How  my  lady  met  her  death,  some  doubted,  for  the 
Lord  Arestino  was  of  an  unforgiving  temper,  and 
severe  I  But  it  was  a  strange  business,  at  least  for 
the  Chevalier  and  his  attendant,  who  disappeared 
on  that  night,  and  no  traces  were  ever  heard  of 
them  more  ! " 

"  But  the  Chevalier's  body  was  found,  was  it  not, 
good  Beatrice?"  said  a  fair  Florentine  girl;  "I 
am  sure  I  have  heard  that  it  was ;  and  that  he  wa? 
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one  of  the  noblest  cavaliers  of  his  time.  And  that 
is  a  beautiful  bust — if  it  was  like  him — which 
stands  in  the  Church  of  St  Marco,  on  the  tomb 
erected  to  his  memory  !" 

"  His  body  was  found,  with  your  ladyship's  leave, 
three  months  after  he  was  missing ;  but  never  the 
persons  by  whom  he  met  his  death.  And  up  to  this 
time,  the  servant  who  waited  on  him,  and  who  I 
always  thought  had  a  share  in  his  murder,  has 
never  been  heard  of.  Some  say  that  there  were 
signs  of  his  escape  to  France,  and  that  his  master's 
famous  black  horse,  Bayard,  \vas  many  years  after 
wards  recognised  in  the  capital  of  that  country.  I 
do  not  know  how  that  was  ;  but  I  just  recollect  the 
finding  of  the  Chevalier  Lorenzo's  body,  poor  gen 
tleman  !  He  was  found  dead  in  a  ravine,  scarce 
four  miles"  from  the  city ;  stripped  of  everything — 
naked — no  doubt  by  those  who  had  robbed  and 
murdered  him ;  and  would  never  have  been  recog 
nised  but  for  his  sword,  which  was  found  beside 
him,  lying  broken  within  a  few  yards  of  the  spot 
where  he  fell!" 

"  But  the  Count  Ubalcli  ,  my  Lord  Theo 
dore's  ancestor — he  died,  too,  early — did  he  not?" 
said  the  fair  Lady  Amina. 

"  He  did,  by  your  ladyship's  pleasure — alas  !  he 
did — soon  after  his  lady  ;  and  her  death  was  sudden 
— it  was  said  that  she  was  poisoned.  It  was  all  in 
the  dreadful  time  of  the  plague,  before  the  eldest 
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of  you,  fair  signoras — before  your  mothers  almost, 
I  might  say — were  born.  Poor  lady  I  it  was  in 
this  very  chamber,  this  chamber  we  now  stand  in, 
that  she  died." 

"Good  Heaven!"  said  the  Lady  Amina,  "in 
this  chamber  ?  Surely  this  was  not  the  Countess 
Angiolina's  bed  on  which  I  am  leaning?" 

"Not  the  bed,  your  ladyship,"  said  Beatrice, 
"  but  all  the  other  furniture  of  the  room  is  exactly 
the  same.  These  are  the  pictures  which  used  to 
hang  in  it ;  and  the  marble  busts  ;  and  those  fine 
flower-vases,  of  which  my  lady  was  so  fond.  This 
cabinet  contained  her  jewels,  and  many  of  them 
remain  still.  Some  of  the  diamonds  his  lordship, 
the  count,  presented  to  the  nuns  of  St  Agnes  la 
Fontagna.  But  the  turquoises  are  here,  that  my 
lady  wore  mightily,  for  they  became  her  complexion. 
And  the  pearls,  too ;  but  they  are  spoiled,  quite 
black  with  age  and  want  of  wearing  !  That  robe- 
chest,  too — I  pray  your  ladyship's  pardon  for  the 
dust  upon  it — this  house  has  been  unused  and 
empty  so  long — and  servants  will  neglect  where 
one  is  not  always — that  chest  was  her  ladyship's, 
and  I  daresay  contains  choice  fineries,  for  it  stood 
always  in  her  chamber,  and  has  never  been  opened 
since  she  died." 

This  last  fact  seemed  more  extraordinary  than 
any  of  the  wonders  which  had  preceded  it.  "Has 
it  really  never  been  opened!"  said  the  young  Lady 
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Olympia.  "  But  what  a  pity  that  such  beautiful 
ornaments  should  have  been  left  to  decay  1" 

"  Never  opened,  may  it  please  your  ladyship;  nor 
could  it,  but  by  violence,"  returned  the  governante. 
"  For  it  is  a  Spanish  piece  of  work,  and  was  sold 
to  my  lady  by  a  foreign  merchant,  who  told  the 
secret  of  opening  it  only  to  her.  It  opens,  your 
ladyship  sees,  with  some  spring — Heaven  knows 
where  !  but  there  is  neither  lock  nor  bolt.  Nobody 
could  open  it  ever  but  my  lady ;  and  I  am  sure, 
since  I  lived  in  this  house,  I  have  tried  a  hundred 
times." 

There  could  scarcely  fail,  in  such  an  assembly,  to 
be  some  desire  as  strong  as  the  governante's  to  see 
the  fair  Countess's  hidden  treasure  ;  but  the  having 
to  open  the  chest  by  force  was  a  difficulty  too  for 
midable  rather  to  surmount.  To  have  performed 
such  a  feat  (independent  of  any  other  objection) 
would  apparently  have  required  strong  assistance  ; 
and  therefore,  whatever  anxiety  curiosity  felt,  mo 
desty  checked  its  expression ;  and  the  gay  party 
proceeded  on  their  rambling  review,  amidst  various 
strange  conjectures  as  to  the  manner  of  Di  Vasari's 
death ;  or  comments  upon  the  conduct  of  the  Count 
Ubaldi,  and  the  unhappy  fate  of  his  fair  lady. 

But  at  the  close  of  the  evening,  when  the  song 
rose  loudest,  and  the  feast  was  still  enlivening  the 
hall,  there  were  two  female  forms  seen  to  glide  with 
lighted  tapers  along  the  oaken  gallery,  and  enter 
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the  light-blue  chamber ;  it  was  the  beautiful  bride 
— the  Lady  Amina — and  her  favourite  companion, 
Olympia  Montefiore. 

The  Lady  Amina  led  the  way,  laughing ;  but 
there  was  a  touch  of  apprehension  mingled  in  her 
smile.  "  For  Heaven's  sake,"  said  she,  pausing  in 
the  doorway,  "  let  us  go  back !" 

"  What  folly  !  what  can  we  have  to  apprehend  !" 
was  the  reply. 

"  But  Theodore  may  have  missed  us." 

"  And  if  he  has  ! — Is  it  not  his  wedding-night, 
and  can  anything  you  do  displease  him  ?  Besides 
— to-morrow  he  will  cause  the  chest  to  be  opened 
himself." 

"  Then  let  us  wait  until  to-morrow  ;  and  we  can 
then  see  it." 

"  Yes  !  and  then  everybody  will  have  seen  it — 
and  it  will  not  be  worth  seeing!" 

As  the  beautiful  tempter  passed  her  companion, 
arid  knelt  beside  the  case,  her  figure  looked  like 
that  of  Psyche,  bending  on  the  couch  of  Cupid. 

"  If  we  should  not  be  able  to  open  it  after  all !" 
said  the  bride,  half  fearful,  half  laughing. 

"We  will — depend  on  me,"  said  the  other, 
anxious  and  excited.  "  I  know  the  secret  of  these 
Spanish  chests.  My  father  has  one — they  are  com 
mon  now  in  Venice — the  spring  is  concealed — but 
once  know  the  situation  of  it — as  I  do — and  it  is 
simple." 
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"  But — I  tremble  all  over  I " 

u  Why,  what  nonsense  !  " 

"  But — I'll  go  away  if  you  don't  stop." 

"  But  only  think  how  we  shall  laugh  at  Lavinia 
and  Euryanthe  !  Now — hold  the  taper.  It  is  but 
one  touch.  Now — I  have  it.  There  ! — do  you  see  ? 
— Now — Amina — now — hold  here — help  me  while 
I  lift  the  lid— 

*  *  *  *  * 

Within  the  chest  there  lay  a  skeleton — stretched 
at  its  length,  and  bleached  to  whiteness.  There  was 
a  jewel  mocked  one  of  the  bony  fingers ;  and  a  corslet 
of  mail  enclosed  the  trunk.  And  the  right  hand 
clutched — as  though  yet  in  question — a  long  and 
massive  dagger.  Its  handle  was  of  gold  embossed  ; 
its  blade  was  of  the  manufacture  of  Damascus.  And 
on  that  blade,  though  rusted  here  and  there,  were 
characters  which  still  appeared  distinctly.  Their 
pale  brightness  flashed  as  the  light  of  the  taper  fell 
upon  them ;  they  formed  the  name — and  they  told 
the  fortunes — of  Di  VASARI. 
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CHAPTER     I. 

THE  OPERA. 

IT  was  a  November  night  of  the  year  184-.  For 
a  week  past  the  play-bills,  upon  the  convenient 
but  unsightly  posts  that  disfigure  the  boulevards, 
had  announced  for  that  evening,  in  conspicuous 
capitals,  the  first  performance  of  a  new  opera  by  a 
popular  composer.  Although  the  season  of  winter 
gaieties  had  scarcely  begun,  and  country-houses  and 
bathing-places  retained  a  portion  of  the  fashionable 
population  of  Paris,  yet  a  string  of  elegant  carriages, 
more  or  less  coroneted,  extended  down  the  Kue  Le- 
pelletier,  and  deposited  a  distinguished  audience  at 
the  door  of  the  Academic  de  Musique.  The  curtain 
fell  upon  the  first  act ;  and  a  triple  round  of  ap 
plause,  of  which,  a  little  was  attributable  to  the 
merits  of  the  opera,  and  a  good  deal  to  the  parch 
ment  palms  of  a  well-drilled  claque,  proclaimed  the 
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composer's  triumph  and  the  opera's  success,  when 
two  men,  entering  the  house  at  opposite  sides,  met 
near  its  centre,  exchanged  a  familiar  greeting,  and 
seated  themselves  in  contiguous  stalls.  Both  be 
longed  to  the  class  which  the  lower  orders  of  Par 
isians  figuratively  designate  as  gants  jaunes ;  the 
said  lower  orders  conscientiously  believing  prim 
rose  gloves  to  be  a  covering  as  inseparable  from  a 
dandy's  fingers  as  the  natural  epidermis.  The 
younger  of  these  two  men,  the  Viscount  Arthur  de 
Mellay,  was  a  most  unexceptionable  specimen  of 
those  lions  dores  who.  in  modern  French  society, 
have  replaced  the  merveilleux,  the  roues,  and  raffines 
of  former  days.  Sleek  of  face  and  red  of  lip,  with 
confident  eye  and  trim  mustache,  his  "  getting  up  " 
was  evidently  the  result  of  deep  reflection  on  the 
part  of  the  most  tasteful  of  tailors  and  scrupulous 
of  valets.  From  his  varnished  boot-heel  to  the  top 
most  wave  of  his  glossy  and  luxuriant  chevelure, 
the  severest  critic  of  the  mode  would  in  vain  have 
sought  an  imperfection.  Born,  bred,  and  polished 
in  the  genial  atmosphere  of  the  noble  faubourg,  he 
was  a  credit  to  his  club,  the  admiration  of  the  vulgar, 
the  pet  of  a  circle  of  exclusive  and  aristocratic  dames, 
whose  approving  verdict  is  fashionable  fame.  His 
neighbour  in  the  stalls,  some  years  older  than  him 
self,  was  scarcely  less  correct  in  externals,  although 
bearing  his  leonine  honours  much  more  carelessly. 
Like  Arthur,  he  was  a  very  handsome  man,  but  his 
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pale  face  and  fair  mustache  contrasted  with  the 
florid  cheek  and  dark  hair  of  his  companion.  The 
Austrian  baron  Ernest  von  Steirifeld  had  acquired, 
by  long  and  frequent  residences  in  Paris,  rights  to 
Parisian  naturalisation.  He  had  first  visited  the 
French  capital  in  a  diplomatic  capacity,  and,  after 
abandoning  that  career,  had  spent  a  part  of  every 
year  there  as  regularly  as  any  native  habitue  of  the 
Club  Grammont,  the  Chantilly  race-course,  and  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne.  Although  a  German  and  a  baron, 
he  was  neither  coarse,  nor  stupid,  nor  smoky.  He 
did  not  carry  a  tobacco-pipe  in  his  pocket,  or  get 
muddled  at  dinner,  or  spit  upon  the  floor,  or  parti 
cipate  in  any  other  of  the  nastinesses  common  to 
the  majority  of  his  tribe.  A  nobleman  in  Austria, 
he  would  have  been  accounted  a  gentleman,  and  a 
highly  bred  one,  in  any  country  in  the  world.  He 
was  of  old  family,  had  been  much  about  courts,  held 
a  military  rank,  possessed  a  castle  and  fine  estate 
in  the  Tyrol,  mortgaged  to  the  very  last  zwanziger 
of  their  value,  was  somewhat  blase  and  troubled 
with  tho  spleen,  and  considerably  in  debt,  both  in 
Vienna  and  Paris.  He  had  arrived  in  the  latter 
capital  but  a  fortnight  previously,  after  nearly  a 
year's  absence,  had  established  himself  in  a  small 
but  elegant  house  in  a  fashionable  quarter,  and  as 
he  still  rode  fine  horses,  dressed  and  dined  well, 
played  high  and  paid  punctually,  nobody  suspected 
how  near  he  was  to  the  end  of  his  cash  and  credit : 
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and  that  lie  had  sacrificed  the  last  remnant  of  his 
disposable  property  to  provide  ammunition  for  an 
other  campaign  in  Paris — a  campaign  likely  to  be 
final,  unless  a  wealthy  heiress,  a  prize  in  the  lottery, 
or  an  unexpected  legacy,  caine  in  the  nick  of  time 
to  repair  his  shattered  fortunes. 

The  second  act  of  the  opera  was  over.  The  ap 
plause,  again  renewed,  had  again  subsided,  and  the 
hum  of  conversation  replaced  the  crash  of  the  noisy 
orchestra,  the  warbling  of  Duprez,  and  the  passion 
ate  declamation  of  Madame  Stolz.  The  house  was 
very  full ;  the  boxes  were  crowded  with  elegantly 
dressed  women,  a  few  of  them  really  pretty,  a  good 
many  appearing  so  by  the  grace  of  gas,  rouge,  and 
costume.  The  curtain  was  no  sooner  down  than  de 
Mellay,  compelled  by  the  despotism  of  the  pit  to 
silence  during  the  performance,  dashed  off  at  a  col 
loquial  canter,  scattering,  for  his  companion's  bene 
fit,  a  shower  of  criticisms,  witticisms,  and  scandal, 
for  which  he  found  abundant  subjects  amongst  his 
acquaintances  in  the  theatre,  and  to  which  the 
baron  listened  with  the  curled  lip  and  faint  smile 
of  one  for  whose  palled  palate  caviare  no  longer  has 
flavour,  scarcely  vouchsafing  an  occasional  mono 
syllable  or  brief  sentence  when  Arthur's  gossip 
seemed  to  require  reply.  His  eyes  wandered  round 
the  house,  their  vision  aided  by  the  double  glasses 
of  one  of  those  tremendous  opera-telescopes  by 
whose  magnifying  powers,  it  is  said,  the  incipient 
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wrinkle  and  tlie  borrowed  tint  are  infallibly  detected, 
and  the  very  tricot  of  Taglioni  is  converted  into  a 
cobweb.  Presently  he  touched  the  arm  of  Arthur, 
who  had  just  commenced  an  animated  ocular  flirta 
tion  with  a  blue-eyed  belle  in  a  stage-box.  The 
baron  called  his  attention  to  a  box  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  theatre. 

"  There  is  a  curious  group,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  de  Mellay,  carelessly,  levelling 
his  glass  for  a  moment  in  the  direction  pointed  out. 
"  The  Fatellos."  And  he  resumed  his  mute  cor 
respondence  with  the  dame  of  the  azure  eyes. 

Steinfeld  remained  for  a  short  space  silent,  with 
the  thoughtful  puzzled  air  of  a  man  who  suspects 
he  has  forgotten  something  he  ought  to  remember ; 
but  his  efforts  of  memory  were  all  in  vain,  and  he 
again  interrupted  Arthur's  agreeable  occupation. 

"Whom  did  you  say?"  he  inquired;  indicating, 
by  a  glance  rather  than  by  a  movement,  the  group 
that  had  riveted  his  attention. 

"  The  Fatellos,"  replied  de  Mellay,  with  a  sort  of 
surprise.  "  But,  pshaw !  I  forget.  You  were  at 
Venice  last  carnival,  and  they  have  not  been  twelve 
months  at  Paris.  You  have  still  to  learn  the  affect 
ing  romance  of  Sigismund  and  Cataliria :  how  the 
red  knight  from  Franconie  did  carry  off  the  Pay- 
nim's  daughter, — his  weapons  adapted  to  the  cen 
tury — bank-notes  and  bright  doubloons,  in  lieu  of 
couched  lance  and  trenchant  blade.  Why,  when 


6  TALES  FROM    "  BLACK  WOOD/' 

they  arrived,  all  Paris  talked  of  them  for  three 
days,  and  might  have  talked  longer,  had  not  Ad 
miral  Joinville  brought  over  from  Barbary  two  un 
commonly  large  baboons,  which  diverted  the  public 
attention.  They  call  them  Beauty  and  the  Beast 
— the  Fatellos,  I  mean,  not  the  baboons." 

The  persons  who  had  attracted  Steinfeld's  notice, 
and  elicited  this  uncomplimentary  tirade  from  the 
volatile  viscount,  occupied  one  of  the  best  boxes  in 
the  theatre.  In  front  were  two  ladies,  likely  to  be 
the  more  remarked  from  the  contrast  their  appear 
ance  offered  with  the  Parisian  style  of  beauty. 
Their  jet-black  hair,  large  almond-shaped  eyes, 
and  complexion  of  a  rich  glowing  olive,  betrayed 
their  southern  origin.  Behind  them  sat  a  man  of 
five-and-thirty  or  forty;  a  tall,  high  -  shouldered, 
ungainly  figure,  with  a  profusion  of  reddish  hair, 
and  a  set  of  Calmuck  features  of  repulsive  ugliness. 
His  face  was  of  an  unhealthy  paleness,  excepting 
about  the  nose  and  cheekbones,  which  were  blotched 
and  heated ;  and  the  harsh  and  obstinate  expression 
of  his  physiognomy  was  ill  redeemed  by  the  remark 
ably  quick  and  penetrating  glance  of  his  small  keen 
grey  eyes. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  yonder  ungainly  boor  is 
the  husband  of  one  of  those  two  beautiful  women, 
who  look  as  if  they  had  stepped  out  of  a  legend  of 
the  Alhambra,  or  of  a  vintage-piece  by  Leopold 
Robert?" 
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"  Certainly — husband  of  one,  brother-in-law  of 
the  other.  But  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  story.  Sigis- 
mund  Fatello  is  one  of  those  men  born  with  a  pecu 
liar  genius  for  money-getting,  who,  if  deposited  at 
the  antipodes  without  a  shoe  to  their  foot,  or  a  sou 
in  their  pocket,  would  end  by  becoming  millionnaires. 
Although  little  heard  of  in  good  society  till  a  year 
ago,  he  has  long  been  well  known  on  the  Bourse, 
and  in  foreign  capitals,  as  a  bold  financier  and  suc 
cessful  speculator.  Two  years  ago  he  had  occasion 
to  go  to  the  south  of  Spain,  to  visit  mines  offered 
by  the  Spanish  government  as  security  for  the  loan 
of  two  or  three  of  his  millions.  Amongst  other 
places  he  visited  Seville,  and  was  there  introduced 
to  Don  Geronimo  Gomez  Garcia  Gonfalon  (and  a 
dozen  other  names  besides),  a  queer  old  hidalgo, 
descended  from  Boabdil  of  the  Bloody  Crescent,  or 
some  such  Moorish  potentate.  The  don  dwelt  in 
the  shadow  of  the  Giralda,  and  possessed  two 
daughters  reputed  fair; — you  see  them  there — 
judge  for  yourself.  With  one  of  these  Fatello  fell 
desperately  in  love,  and  asked  her  in  marriage. 
The  lady,  who  had  no  wish  to  abandon  her  native 
land  for  the  society  of  so  ugly  and  unpleasant  a 
helpmate,  demurred.  But  the  suitor  was  urgent 
and  the  papa  peremptory.  Old  Boabdil  had  an  im 
mense  opinion  of  Fatello,  was  dazzled  by  his  wealth 
and  financial  reputation,  and  insisted  on  his  daugh 
ter's  marrying  him,  vowing  that  he  himself  was 
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poor  as  a  poet,  and  that  if  she  refused  she  should 
go  to  a  nunnery.  After  the  usual  amount  of  tears, 
threats,  and  promises,  the  marriage  took  place. 
The  descendant  of  the  Saracen  made  an  excellent 
bargain  for  his  child.  Fatello,  infatuated  by  his 
passion,  would  have  agreed  to  any  conditions,  and 
made  immense  settlements  on  the  beautiful  Catalina. 
His  father-in-law,  like  an  old  semi-African  hunks  as 
he  was,  pleaded  poverty,  hard  times,  forced  contri 
butions,  and  so  forth,  as  excuses  for  giving  his 
daughter  no  other  portion  than  a  few  rather  remark 
able  diamonds,  and  some  antiquated  plate  dating 
from  the  kings  of  Granada,  and  better  suited  for  a 
Moorish  museum  than  a  Christian  sideboard.  Fa 
tello,  whose  dealings  with  the  Spanish  government 
had  given  him  no  very  exalted  idea  of  the  opulence 
of  Spanish  subjects,  cared  not  for  the  old  boy's  ma- 
ravedis,  and  credited  his  plea  of  poverty.  A  few 
weeks  afterwards,  Fatello  and  his  wife  being  still 
in  Seville,  Boabdil  retired  for  his  usual  siesta ;  but 
not  reappearing  at  the  usual  hour,  a  servant  went  to 
awaken  him,  and  found  him  purple  with  apoplexy. 
The  unfortunate  Saracen  never  spoke  again.  The 
next  day  he  was  buried  (they  lose  no  time  in  those 
warm  latitudes) ;  and  behold,  when  the  will  was 
opened,  he  had  left  upwards  of  three  millions  of 
reals  to  his  disconsolate  daughters  —  about  four 
hundred  thousand  francs  to  each  of  them.  When 
the  decencies  had  been  observed  in  the  way  of 
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mourning,  and  Fatello  had  finished  his  affairs,  he 
brought  his  wife  and  her  sister  to  Paris,  took  a 
magnificent  hotel  in  the  Faubourg  St  Honore,  and 
gave  Lucullian  dinners,  and  entertainments  such  as 
are  read  of  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  but  rarely  seen 
in  the  nineteenth  century." 

"  And  were  his  fetes  well  attended  ?  " 
"  Not  quite  immediately.  At  first  everybody 
asked  who  this  M.  Fatello  was,  and  nobody  could 
tell.  All  sorts  of  queer  stories  were  got  up  about 
him.  Some  said  he  was  a  Polish  Jew,  formerly 
well  known  in  Prague,  and  who  had  commenced 
his  fortune  by  attending  horse  -  fairs.  Others  — 
misled  by  his  name,  which  has  an  odd  Italian  sound 
— swore  he  was  a  Lombard,  continuing  the  financial 
and  speculative  traditions  of  his  race.  He  himself 
claims  to  be  of  a  good  Alsatian  family ;  and  I  be 
lieve  the  truth  is,  that  his  father  was  a  small  pro 
prietor  in  a  northern  department,  who  sent  his  son 
to  Paris,  as  a  boy,  to  seek  his  fortune,  which,  by 
virtue  of  industry  and  arithmetic,  he  has  been  lucky 
enough  to  find.  But  people  got  tired  of  asking  ivho, 
and  changed  the  interrogation  to  what.  This  was 
much  more  easily  answered — 'The  signature  of 
Sigismund  Fatello  is  worth  millions  upon  every 
Exchange  in  Europe/  was  the  prompt  reply.  You 
know  our  good  Parisians,  or  rather,  you  know  the 
world  in  general.  If  John  Law  or  Dr  Faustus  re 
turned  upon  earth,  with  wealth  proceeding  from  the 
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devil  or  a  swindle,  and  gave  banquets  and  balls, 
their  rooms  would  not  long  be  empty.  No  more 
were  those  of  Fatello,  against  whom,  however,  no 
thing  improper  was  ever  substantiated,  except  a 
want  of  ancestors, — a  venial  offence,  in  these  days, 
to  be  charged  against  a  millionnaire !  With  a  citi 
zen  king,  and  Jews  in  the  chamber,  or  upon  argent 
is  the  truest  blazonry,  my  word  for  it." 

"  By  their  assistance,  then,  he  has  got  into  good 
society?"  said  Steinfeld. 

"  Into  almost  the  best.  He  has  not  made  mucli 
progress  beyond  the  Seine  ;  but  on  this  side  the 
water  he  is  everywhere  in  good  odour.  They  make 
much  of  him  at  the  Tuileries  and  in  diplomatic 
circles ;  and  in  the  Chaussee  d'Antin,  amongst  the 
aristocracy  of  finance,  his  money  gives  him  right  to 
a  high  place.  And  if  he  plays  the  Amphitryon  this 
winter  in  the  style  he  did  the  last,  there  is  no  say 
ing  whether  some  of  our  stiff-necked  countesses  of 
the  vieille  roche  may  not  relent,  and  honour  his  halls 
with  their  transcendental  presence.  His  entertain 
ments  of  all  kinds  are  quite  superlative  }  and  if  he 
be  a  plebeian  and  a  brute,  his  wife  and  sister,  on 
the  other  hand,  are  graceful  as  gazelles,  and  date 
from  the  Deluge.  He  is  an  ugly-looking  monster, 
certainly,"  added  the  handsome  viscount;  "but 
fortune  has  atoned  for  nature's  stinginess.  A  man 
may  forget  his  resemblance  to  a  chimpanzee  when 
he  has  millions  in  his  strong-box,  one  of  the  finest 
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houses,  and  best  filled  stables,  and  prettiest  wives 
in  Paris, — when  he  possesses  strength  and  health, 
and  has  every  prospect  of  living  long  to  enjoy  the 
goods  the  gods  have  showered  upon  him." 

"  Wrong  in  the  last  particular, — quite  wrong,  my 
dear  viscount,"  said  a  bland  and  unctuous  voice  be 
hind  de  Mellay.  The  young  men  turned  and  found 
themselves  face  to  face  with  a  comely  middle-aged 
personage,  whose  smug  costume  of" professional  black 
was  relieved  by  a  red  ribbon  in  the  button-hole,  and 
who,  gliding  into  the  stall  in  their  rear,  whilst  they 
were  engrossed  with  their  conversation,  had  over 
heard  its  latter  sentences. 

"Ha!  doctor,"  exclaimed  the  viscount,  "you 
here,  and  eavesdropping  !  How  am  I  wrong,  most 
sapient  and  debonair  of  Galens?" 

Dr  Pilori  was  a  physician  in  high  practice,  arid 
of  a  class  not  uncommon  in  Paris, — at  once  a  man 
of  pleasure  and  a  votary  of  science.  With  a  fair 
share  of  talent  and  an  inordinate  one  of  self-conceit, 
he  had  pushed  himself  forward  in  his  profession, 
applying  himself,  in  conformity  with  the  Parisian 
rage  for  specialties,  particularly  to  one  class  of  com 
plaint.  The  lungs  were  the  organ  he  had  taken 
under  his  special  protection  :  his  word  was  law  in 
all  cases  of  pulmonary  disease.  He  was  physician 
to  an  hospital,  member  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and 
of  innumerable  learned  societies  ;  his  portrait  graced 
the  shop-windows  of  medical  booksellers,  whilst  his 


12  TALES  FKOM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

works,  on  maladies  of  the  lungs,  occupied  a  promi 
nent  place  on  their  shelves.  His  patients  were 
numerous  and  his  fees  large.  So  far  the  man  of 
science.  The  man  of  pleasure  occupied  a  gorgeous 
apartment  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Madeleine  ;  gave 
smart  and  frequent  soirees  (as  one  means  of  increas 
ing  his  connection),  where  singers  of  the  first  water 
gave  their  notes  in  payment  of  his  advice.  He  was 
frequently  at  the  opera, — occasionally  at  the  Cafe  de 
Paris, — lived  on  bad  terms  with  his  wife,  and  on 
good  ones  with  a  ballet-dancer,  and  was  in  request 
as  an  attendant  at  duels  amongst  the  young  dandies 
of  the  clubs,  with  most  of  whom  he  was  on  a  footing 
of  familiarity  amounting  almost  to  intimacy. 

"  How  am  I  wrong,  doctor  ?"  repeated  de  Mellay. 

"  In  your  prediction  of  Fatello's  longevity.  Of 
course  it  is  of  him  you  speak  ?" 

"  Of  no  other.     What  ails  him  ?" 

"He  is  dying  of  consumption,"  gravely  replied 
Pilori. 

The  viscount  laughed  incredulously,  and  even 
Steinfeld  could  not  restrain  a  smile,  so  little  appear 
ance  was  there  of  a  consumptive  habit  in  the  robust 
frame,  and  coarse,  rough  physiognomy  of  the  finan 
cier. 

"  Laugh  if  you  please,  young  gentlemen,"  said 
the  doctor.  "  It  is  no  laughing  matter  for  Monsieur 
Fatello,  I  can  tell  you.  His  life  is  not  worth  a  year's 
purchase." 
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"  You  have  been  prescribing  for  him  then,  doctor?" 
said  Arthur,  maliciously. 

"  I  have,"  said  the  physician,  suffering  the  hit  to 
pass  unnoticed.  "  No  longer  ago  than  yesterday 
he  consulted  me  for  a  trifling  indisposition,  and, 
in  studying  his  idiosyncrasy,  I  detected  the  graver 
disease.  What  do  you  think  he  called  me  in  for? 
I  ought  not  to  tell  these  things,  but  the  joke  is  too 
good  to  keep.  He  was  annoyed  about  the  blotches 
on  his  face — anxious  for  a  clear  complexion.  In 
what  strange  places  vanity  finds  a  corner !  Poor 
fellow  I  he  little  thinks  how  soon  the  worms  will  be 
at  work  upon  his  cuticle." 

"You  did  not  tell  him,  then?"  said  de  Mellay, 
still  doubtful  of  the  doctor's  sincerity,  and  with  a 
sort  of  shudder  at  his  dissecting-room  style. 

"  What  was  the  use  ?  The  seeds  of  decay  are 
too  deeply  set  to  be  eradicated  by  the  resources  of 
art.  Although  to  a  non-medical  eye  he  presents 
little  appearance  of  pulmonary  derangement,  the 
malady  has  already  taken  firm  hold.  Probably  it 
is  hereditary.  It  advances  slowly  but  surely,  and 
will  not  be  turned  aside.  The  forms  of  that  terrible 
disease  are  many  and  various,  from  the  pulmonia 
fulminante  of  Spain,  arid  the  galloping  consumption 
of  our  island  neighbours,  to  those  more  tedious 
varieties  whose  ravages  extend  over  years,  to  kill 
as  surely  at  last.  But  I  do  not  tell  you  that  I  shall 
not  inform  M.  Fatello  of  his  condition.  It  is  our 
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duty  to  strive  to  the  last,  even  when  we  have  no 
hope  but  in  a  miracle.  I  shall  see  him  to-morrow 
and  break  the  matter  to  him." 

"  And  send  him  to  Italy  or  Madeira,  I  suppose," 
said  Steinfeld,  with  an  appearance  of  greater  inter 
est  than  he  had  previously  taken  in  the  conversa 
tion. 

"  What  for  ?  As  well  let  him  die  in  Paris,  where 
he  will  at  least  have  all  the  alleviations  the  re 
sources  of  art  and  high  civilisation  can  afford.  But 
enough  of  the  subject.  And  you,  young  gentlemen, 
say  nothing  of  what  I  have  told  you,  or  you  will 
damage  my  reputation  for  discretion." 

The  rise  of  the  curtain  put  a  period  to  the  con 
versation,  and,  before  the  act  was  over,  a  box-keeper 
delivered  a  letter  to  Dr  Pilori,  who,  after  reading  it, 
rose  with  a  certain  air  of  importance  and  solicitude, 
and  hurried  out  of  the  theatre, — his  sortie  provoking 
a  smile  amongst  some  of  the  habitual  frequenters  of 
the  stalls,  who  were  accustomed  to  see  this  man 
oeuvre  repeated  with  a  frequency  that  gave  it  the  air 
of  an  advertisement.  The  opera  over,  Steinfeld 
and  de  Mellay  left  the  house  together,  and,  whilst 
driving  along  the  boulevard,  the  sentence  of  death 
pronounced  so  positively  by  Pilori  upon  Fatello 
was  the  subject  of  their  conversation.  The  viscount 
was  incredulous,  took  it  for  a  hoax,  and  would  have 
amused  the  club  by  its  repetition,  and  by  a  bur 
lesque  of  Pilori's  dogmatical  and  pompous  tone,  had 
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not  Steinfeld  urged  him  to  be  silent  on  the  subject, 
lest  he  should  injure  the  indiscreet  physician. 
Arthur  promised  to  say  nothing  about  it,  and  soon 
forgot  the  whole  affair  in  the  excitement  of  a  bouil- 
to^e-table.  Steinfeld,  equally  reserved,  neither  for 
got  the  doctor's  prophecy,  nor  doubted  the  convic 
tion  that  dictated  it.  De  Mellay's  gossip  about  the 
Fatellos  had  doubtless  excited  his  curiosity,  and 
given  him  a  wish  to  know  them  ;  for,  two  days  after 
wards,  his  elegant  coupe  drove  into  the  court  of  their 
hotel,  and  a  dandified  secretary  of  legation  pre 
sented,  in  due  form,  the  Baron  Ernest  von  Steinfeld 
to  the  wealthy  financier  and  his  handsome  wife  and 
sister. 

CHAPTER    II. 

THE     MASQUERADE. 

THREE  months  had  elapsed,  and  Paris  was  in  full 
carnival.  Since  the  beginning  of  the  year  the  town 
had  been  kept  in  a  state  of  unusual  excitement  by 
the  anticipation  of  a  ball,  for  which  the  rich  and 
fashionable  Countess  de  M had  issued  invita 
tions  to  her  immense  circle  of  friends  and  acquaint 
ances.  The  position  of  the  countess — who,  herself 
the  daughter  of  an  illustrious  house,  and  reckoning 
amongst  her  ancestors  and  their  alliances  more  than 
one  sovereign  prince  and  constable  of  France,  had 
married  a  man  enriched  and  ennobled  by  Napoleon 
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— gave  her  peculiar  facilities  for  collecting  around 
her  all  that  was  distinguished  and  fashionable  in 
Paris,  and  for  blending  the  various  coteries  into 
which  political  differences,  as  much  as  pride  of 
descent  on  the  one  hand,  and  pride  of  purse  on  the 
other,  split  the  higher  circles  of  Parisian  society. 
Her  invitations  included  stiff-necked  Legitimists 
from  the  dull  but  dignified  streets  of  St  Germain's 
faubourg,  noble  as  a  La  Tremouille  or  a  Montmor- 
ency,  and  still  sulking  against  the  monarchy  of  the 
7th  August ;  wealthy  parvenus  from  the  Chaussee 
d'Antin,  military  nobles  of  imperial  fabrication,  Rus 
sian  princes,  English  lords,  Spanish  grandees,  dip 
lomatists  by  the  dozen,  and  a  prince  or  two  of  the 
reigning  family.  Under  ordinary  circumstances, 

Madame  de  M might  have  hesitated  to  bring 

together  so  heterogeneous  an  assemblage — to  have 
mingled  in  the  same  saloons  all  these  conflicting 
vanities,  opinions,  and  prejudices  ;  but  the  character 
of  her  entertainment  removed  the  inconveniences 
of  such  confrontation.  It  was  no  ordinary  ball  or 
commonplace  rout  of  which  the  palatial  mansion 
of  the  countess  was  upon  this  occasion  to  be  the 
scene.  She  had  conceived  the  bold  idea  of  resusci 
tating,  upon  a  large  scale,  an  amusement  which,  in 
Paris,  has  long  since  degenerated  into  vulgar  license 
and  drunken  saturnalia.  Her  entertainment  was  to 
be  a  masquerade,  to  which  no  one  was  to  come  with 
uncovered  face  or  in  ordinary  costume.  A  mask 
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and  a  disguise  were  as  essential  to  obtain  entrance, 
as  was  the  ticket  of  admission  sent  to  each  indi 
vidual  invited,  and  which  was  to  be  delivered  up 
at  the  door,  accompanied  by  the  holder's  engraved 
visiting-card.  This  precaution  was  to  guard  against 
the  recurrence  of  an  unpleasant  incident  that  had 
occurred  two  years  previously  at  a  minor  entertain 
ment  of  similar  character,  when  two  ingenious  pro 
fessors  of  legerdemain,  better  known  to  the  police 
than  to  the  master  of  the  house,  found  their  way 
into  the  ball-room  under  the  convenient  covering 
of  dominoes,  and  departed,  before  their  presence  was 
discovered,  carrying  with  them  a  varied  assortment 
of  watches,  purses,  and  jewellery. 

The  night  of  the  much- talked- of  fete  had  arrived; 
the  tailors,  milliners,  and  embroiderers,  who  for  a 
month  past  had  slaved  in  the  service  of  the  invited, 
had  brought  home  the  results  of  their  labours :  the 
fashionable  hair-dressers  had  had  a  hard  day's  work 
— some  hundreds  of  wreaths  and  nosegays,  which 
in  June  would  have  been  beautiful,  and  in  January 
seemed  miraculous,  and  whose  aggregate  cost  was 
a  comfortable  year's  income,  had  been  composed  by 
the  tasteful  fingers  of  the  Parisian  flower-girls.  The 
hour  was  at  hand,  and  many  a  fair  bosom  palpitated 
with  pleasurable  anticipations.  The  hotel  of  the 
richFatello,  as  the  successful  speculator  was  usually 
called,  had  its  share  of  the  bustle  of  preparation ; 
but  at  last  knotty  questions  of  costume  were  satis- 
8  p 
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factorily  settled,  and  the  ladies  committed  them 
selves  to  the  hands  of  their  tirewomen.  In  his 
library  sat  Sigismund  Fatello,  opening  a  pile  of  notes 
and  letters  that  had  accumulated  there  since  after 
noon.  Some  he  read,  and  put  carefully  aside ;  .to 
others  he  scarcely  vouchsafed  a  glance ;  whilst  a 
third  class  were  placed  apart  for  perusal  at  greater 
leisure.  At  last  he  opened  one  by  whose  contents 
rfb  was  strangely  moved,  for,  on  reading  them,  he 
started  and  turned  pale,  as  if  stung  by  an  adder. 
Passing  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  though  to  clear 
his  vision,  he  stood  up  and  placed  the  paper  in  the 
very  strongest  glare  of  the  powerful  Carcel  lamp 
illuminating  the  room.  A  second  time  he  read,  and 
his  agitation  visibly  increased.  Its  cause  was  a 
small  note,  containing  but  four  lines,  written  in  a 
feigned  hand.  It  was  an  anonymous  letter,  striking 
him  in  his  most  vulnerable  point.  Again  and  again 
he  perused  it,  striving  to  recognise  the  handwriting, 
or  conjecture  the  author.  All  his  efforts  were  in 
vain.  Once,  inspired  by  his  good  genius,  he  crushed 
the  treacherous  paper  in  his  hand,  and  approached 
the  fireplace  to  destroy  it  in  the  flames.  But  as 
he  drew  near  the  logs  that  glowed  and  crackled  on 
the  hearth,  his  pace  became  slower  and  slower,  until 
he  finally  stood  still,  smoothed  the  crumpled  paper, 
and  once  more  devoured  its  contents.  Then  he 
walked  several  times  up  and  down  the  apartment 
with  a  hurried  step.  The  three  months  that  had 
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elapsed  since  Arthur  de  Mellay  and  Baron  Steinfeld 
had  met  in  the  stalls  in  the  opera,  had  not  passed 
over  the  head  of  Fatello  without  producing  a  certain 
change  in  his  appearance.  He  was  thinner  and 
paler,  his  eyes  were  more  sunken,  and  a  dark  line 
was  pencilled  beneath  them.  The  change,  however, 
was  not  such  as  an  indifferent  person  would  notice ; 
it  might  proceed  from  many  causes — from  mental 
labour,  uneasiness,  or  grief,  as  well  as  from  bodily 
disease — the  idea  of  which  latter  was  unlikely  to 
enter  the  head  of  a  careless  observer  of  his  massive 
frame  and  features,  and  of  the  general  appearance  of 
great  muscular  strength,  still  remarkable  in  the  ill- 
favoured  financier.  Now,  however,  he  was  unusually 
pale  and  haggard.  The  letter  he  still  held  in  his 
hand  had  worked  upon  him  like  a  malevolent  charm, 
hollowing  his  cheek  and  wrinkling  his  brow.  For 
nearly  half  an  hour  he  continued  his  monotonous 
walk,  alternately  slackening  and  accelerating  his 
pace.  At  times  he  would  come  to  a  momentary 
halt,  with  the  absent  air  of  one  absorbed  in  working 
out  a  puzzling  problem.  At  last  he  opened  a  secre 
taire,  touched  a  spring  which  made  a  secret  drawer 
fly  open,  placed  in  this  drawer  the  letter  that  had 
so  greatly  disturbed  him,  closed  the  desk,  and,  light 
ing  a  taper,  took  the  direction  of  his  wife's  sitting- 
room,  in  the  opposite  wing  of  the  hotel. 

Madame  Fatello  and  Mademoiselle  Sebastiana 
Gonfalon  were  equipped  for  the  ball  and  in  readiness 
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to  depart.  Between  the  two  sisters,  in  whose  ages 
there  was  a  difference  of  two  years,  so  strong  a  re 
semblance  existed  that  they  frequently  were  taken 
for  twins.  Exactly  of  the  same  stature,  they  had 
the  same  large  dark  eyes,  abundant  hair,,  and  brown 
tint  of  skin,  and  the  same  mouth,  not  very  small, 
but  beautiful  in  form,  and  adorned  with  teeth  of 
dazzling  whiteness.  Both  had  the  grace  and  fasci 
nation  for  which  their  countrywomen  are  renowned. 
The  chief  difference  between  them  was  in  expres 
sion.  Catalina  was  the  more  serious  of  the  two  : 
her  gravity  sometimes  verged  upon  sullenness,  and 
this  was  especially  observable  since  she  had  been 
compelled  to  a  marriage  repugnant  to  her  feelings, 
but  which  she  had  lacked  energy  and  courage  to 
resist.  Her  father  would  have  found  it  a  far  less 
easy  task  to  force  Sebastiana  to  a  union  opposed  to 
her  inclinations.  As  high-spirited  as  her  sister  was 
irresolute,  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon  was  one  of  those 
persons  whose  obstinacy  is  increased  by  every  at 
tempt  at  coercion.  Laughing  and  lively  amidst  all 
her  gay  coquetries,  there  still  was  a  decision  in  her 
classically  moulded  chin  and  slightly  compressed 
lip,  and  a  something  clandestine  but  resolute  in 
her  eye,  which  a  physiognomist  would  have  inter 
preted  as  denoting  a  degree  of  intelligence  and  a 
passionate  strength  of  character  denied  by  nature  to 
her  feebler  sister.  Upon  this  evening,  however,  it 
might  have  been  thought  the  two  young  women  had 
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exchanged  characters.  Sebastiana,  in  general  all 
smiles  and  sprightliness,  was  thoughtful  and  pre 
occupied,  almost  anxious ;  whilst  the  listless  and 
melancholy  Catalina  had  an  unusual  appearance  of 
gaiety  and  animation.  Her  cheek  was  flushed,  her 
eyes  were  brilliant,  and  she  looked  repeatedly  at  a 
jewelled  bijou-watch,  as  though  she  would  fain  have 
advanced  the  hour  at  which  she  could  with  propriety 
make  her  entrance  into  Madame  deM 's  saloons. 

The  door  opened  and  Fatello  came  in.  By  a 
powerful  exertion  of  that  self-command  which  he 
possessed  in  no  ordinary  degree,  he  had  banished 
from  his  countenance  nearly  every  trace  of  recent 
agitation.  He  was  perhaps  a  shade  paler  than  usual, 
but  his  brow  was  unclouded,  and  his  uncouth  coun 
tenance  was  lighted  up  by  the  most  agreeable  smile 
it  could  assume. 

"  So,  ladies,"  he  said,  with  a  liveliness  that  sat 
but  clumsily  upon  him,  "  you  are  armed  for  con 
quest.  Accept  my  compliments  on  the  excellent 
taste  of  your  costumes.  They  are  really  charming. 
If  you  are  detected,  it  will  hardly  be  by  your  dress. 
Those  loose  robes  and  that  convenient  cowl  are  the 
best  possible  disguises." 

"All  the  better!"  cried  Sebastiana.  "  Nothing 
like  the  dear  black  domino,  under  which  you  can  be 
impertinent  as  you  like,  with  scarce  a  possibility  of 
discovery.  There  will  be  fifty  such  dresses  as  ours 
in  the  room." 
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"  No  donbt  of  it,"  replied  her  brother-in-law, 
thoughtfully.  And  his  piercing  green -grey  eye 
scanned  the  dominoes  that  shrouded  the  graceful 
figures  of  his  wife  and  her  sister.  They  were  of 
plain  black  satin;  but  the  art  of  the  maker  had 
contrived  to  impart  elegance  to  the  costume  which, 
of  all  others,  generally  possesses  it  the  least.  The 
two  dresses  were  exactly  alike,  except  that  Cata- 
lina's  was  tied  at  the  wrists  with  lilac  ribbons,  whilst 
nothing  broke  the  uniform  blackness  of  her  sister's 
garb.  Black  gloves  and  masks,  and  two  bouquets 
of  choice  exotics,  the  masterpieces  of  the  celebrated 
bouquetiere  of  the  Madeleine  boulevard,  completed 
the  ladies'  equipment. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Fatello,  "  to  deny  myself  the 
pleasure  of  accompaying  you  to  the  Countess's  fete ; 
but  I  am  behindhand  with  my  correspondence,  and 
have  received  important  letters,  which  I  must 
answer  by  the  morning's  post.  My  night,  a  part 
of  it  at  least,  will  be  passed  at  the  desk  instead  of 
in  the  ball-room." 

There  was  nothing  in  this  announcement  to  excite 
surprise  ;  the  tone  and  manner  in  which  it  was 
made  were  perfectly  natural;  but,  nevertheless, 
Sebastiana  Gonfalon  darted  a  keen  quick  glance  at 
her  brother-in-law,  as  though  seeking  in  his  words 
a  double  meaning  or  disguised  purpose.  Madame 
Fatello  showed  neither  surprise  nor  disappointment, 
but,  approaching  a  table,  she  took  from  a  costly 
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basket  of  gold  filagree,  overflowing  with  cards  and 
invitations,  an  envelope  containing  three  tickets 
for  the  masquerade.  Selecting  two  of  them,  she 
threw  the  third  into  the  basket,  and  again  looked 
at  her  watch.  At  that  moment  the  door  opened, 
and  her  carriage  was  announced. 

"Come,  Sebastiana,"  said  Madame  Fatello,  im 
patiently.  "  Good-night,  M.  Fatello."  And,  with 
a  slight  bow  to  her  husband,  she  passed  into  the 
anteroom. 

"  Good  -  night,  Sigismund,"  said  Sebastiana. 
"  Change  your  mind  and  follow  us." 

"  Impossible,"  said  Fatello,  with  the  same  smil 
ing  countenance  as  before. 

Sebastiana  followed  her  sister.  Fatello  lingered 
a  few  moments  in  the  drawing-room,  and  then  re 
turned  to  his  study.  As  he  entered  it,  he  heard 
the  roll  of  the  carriage-wheels  driving  out  of  the 
court. 

The  masquerade  given  by  the  Countess  de  M 

was  that  kind  of  magnificent  and  extraordinary  en 
tertainment  which  forms  the  event  of  the  year  in 
which  it  occurs  ;  which  is  long  held  up  as  a  pattern 
to  gala-givers,  and  as  marking  a  red-letter  epoch  in 
the  annals  of  fashion  and  pleasure.  Nothing  was 
spared  to  make  it  in  all  respects  perfect.  An 
entire  floor  of  the  Countess's  vast  mansion  had  been 
cleared,  for  the  occasion,  of  all  superfluous  furniture ; 
three  splendid  saloons  were  appropriated  to  dancing; 
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two  others,  equally  spacious,  to  refreshments.  In 
these,  the  appetites  of  the  guests  had  been  richly 
catered  for.  One  was  the  coffee-house,  the  other 
the  restaurant.  In  the  former,  on  a  multitude  of 
small  marble  tables,  a  regiment  of  attentive  waiters 
served  ices  and  sherbets,  wine  and  chocolate,  coffee 
and  liqueurs.  In  the  latter,  tables  were  laid  for 
supper,  and  upon  each  of  them  lay  a  printed  bill  of 
fare,  where  the  hungiy  made  their  selection  from  a 
list  of  the  most  delicate  dishes,  whose  appearance 
followed  the  order  with  a  celerity  that  would  have 
done  honour  to  the  best-appointed  hotel  in  Paris. 
A  long,  wide  gallery,  and  some  smaller  rooms,  were 
used  as  a  promenade,  where  the  company  freely 
circulated.  In  a  music-hall,  a  strong  party  of  pro 
fessional  singers  kept  up  an  unceasing  concert  for 
the  entertainment  of  all  comers  ;  and  in  a  chamber 
fitted  up  as  a  tent,  an  Italian  juggler,  with  peaked 
beard,  and  in  antique  costume  of  black  velvet,  per 
formed  tricks  of  extraordinary  novelty  and  ingenuity. 
Every  part  and  comer  of  this  magnificent  suite  of 
apartments  was  lighted  a  giorno,  draped  with 
coloured  silks  and  muslins,  and  enlivened  by  a  pro 
fusion  of  tall  mirrors,  multiplying  tenfold  the  fan 
tastical  figures  of  the  maskers  and  the  flame  of  the 
countless  bougies.  Many  hundreds  of  porcelain 
vases,  containing  the  choicest  plants  forced  pre 
maturely  into  flower,  and  all  remarkable  for  bril 
liancy  of  colour  or  fragrance  of  perfume,  lined  the 
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broad  corridors  and  the  recesses  of  the  windows, 
which  latter  were  further  filled  by  admirably  exe 
cuted  transparencies,  forming  a  series  of  views  from 
the  Italian  lakes.  The  whole  resembled  a  scene 
from  fairyland,  or  an  enchanted  palace,  raised  by 
the  wand  of  some  benevolent  gnome  for  the  delec 
tation  of  the  sons  and  daughters  of  mortality.  If 
the  entertainment  was  of  unparalleled  magnificence, 
the  appearance  of  the  guests  did  it  no  discredit. 
Tasteful  and  ingeniously  devised  costumes  crowded 
the  apartments ;  history  and  romance  had  been 
ransacked  for  characters  ;  the  most  costly  materials 
had  been  lavishly  employed  in  the  composition  of 
dresses  for  that  one  night's  diversion.  All  was 
glitter  of  jewels,  wave  of  plumes,  and  rustle  of 
rich  brocades.  In  diamonds  alone  an  emperor's 
ransom  was  displayed ;  and  more  than  one  fair 
masker  bore  upon  her  neck  and  arms,  and  graceful 
head,  the  annual  revenue  of  half-a-dozen  German 
princes. 

As  Sebastiana  had  predicted,  there  was  a  con 
siderable  sprinkling  of  dominoes  amongst  the  motley 
throng;  and  as  usual,  of  those  who  had  selected 
that-  dress,  more  favourable  to  concealment  and 
intrigue  than  to  display  of  personal  graces  or  costly 
ornaments,  at  least  one-half  had  preferred  black  to 
any  other  colour.  These  latter  seemed  the  subject 
of  the  particular  attention  of  one  of  their  number, 
who,  soon  after  twelve  o'clock,  made  his  appearance 
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in  the  ball-room.  Impatience  to  share  in  the  much- 
talked-of  fete  had  rendered  the  invited  punctual ; 
by  that  hour  nearly  all  had  arrived,  and  in  such 
numbers  that  the  rooms,  though  so  large  and 
numerous,  were  crowded  at  least  as  much  as  was 
convenient  and  consistent  with  circulation.  Hence 
the  black  domino  was  frequently  impeded  in  the 
rapid  movements  he  commenced  whenever  one  of 
his  own  species — that  is  to  say,  a  domino  of  the 
same  colour — caught  his  eye,  movements  which 
had  for  their  object  to  meet  or  overtake  the  person 
of  garb  similar  to  his  own.  On  such  occasions,  so 
great  was  his  impatience,  that  in  a  public  ball-room 
he  would  surely  have  incurred  a  quarrel  by  the 
somewhat  too  vigorous  use  he  made  of  his  elbows. 

But  Madame  de  M 's  well-bred  guests  merely 

shrugged  their  shoulders,  and  wondered  who  the 
manant  could  be  who  thus  imported  into  their  elite 
society  the  unceremonious  usages  of  an  opera- 
house  masquerade.  The  black  domino  heeded  not 
their  mute  wonderment,  nor  cared  for  the  unfavour 
able  impression  he  might  leave  upon  the  ribs  and 
the  minds  of  those  he  jostled.  He  was  evidently 
looking  for  somebody,  and  however  discouraging 
the  task  of  seeking  one  particular  black  domino  in  a 
crowded  masquerade,  where  there  were  two  or  three 
score  ofJJiem,  he  persevered,  in  spite  of  repeated 
disappointments.  At  last  it  seemed  as  if  success 
had  rewarded  his  constancy.  With  the  suddenness 
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and  certainty  of  a  well-broken  pointer,  he  came  to 
a  dead  stop  at  sight  of  a  black  satin  domino  leaning 
on  the  arm  of  an  elegant  Hungarian  hussar.  To  the 
steps  of  this  couple  he  thenceforward  attached  him 
self.  Whithersoever  they  went  he  followed,  keep 
ing  at  sufficient  distance  to  prevent  their  noticing 
his  pursuit ;  regulating  his  pace  by  theirs,  but 
occasionally  accelerating  it  so  as  to  pass  them,  and 
lingering  for  a  second  when  close  at  their  side,  as 
if  trying  to  distinguish  the  tones  of  their  voices,  or 
to  catch  a  few  words  of  their  discourse.  Whilst 
thus  engaged,  he  did  not  observe  that  he  had  him 
self  become  an  object  of  attention  to  a  third  black 
domino,  who,  previously  to  him,  had  been  dogging, 
but  at  greater  distance,  and  with  still  more  pre 
caution  than  he  observed,  the  steps  of  the  hussar 
and  his  companion.  The  curiosity  and  caution  of 
domino  No.  3  appeared  to  receive  fresh  stimulus 
from  the  apparition  of  a  rival  observer,  over  whose 
movements  he  kept  careful  watch,  but  from  afar, 
and  concealed  as  much  as  possible  amongst  the 
crowd,  somewhat  after  the  fashion  in  which  the  Ked 
Indian  observes,  from  his  shelter  amidst  the  trees 
of  the  forest,  the  movements  of  the  hunter,  who 
himself  watches  from  an  ambush  the  course  of  a 
herd  of  deer. 

The  only  portion  of  the  apartments  thrown  open 
to  the  maskers  that  was  not  rendered  light  as  day 
by  a  profusion  of  wax  candles,  was  a  vast  conser- 
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vatory,  the  entrance  to  winch  was  through  two 
large  French  windows,  opening  out  of  one  of  the 
dancing-rooms.  Paved  with  a  mosaic  of  divers 
coloured  marbles  and  fanciful  device,  it  contained 
a  choice  collection  of  exotics  and  evergreens,  of 
such  remarkable  size  and  beauty  that  the  topmost 
leaves  of  many  of  them  rustled  against  the  elevated 
glass  roof.  These  trees  and  shrubs  were  so  ar 
ranged  as  to  form  a  sort  of  miniature  labyrinth, 
upon  whose  paths  a  mild  light  was  thrown  by 
lamps  of  coloured  glass  suspended  to  the  branches. 
This  illumination,  although  ample  to  guide  the 
steps  of  the  promenaders  between  the  verdant  and 
flowering  hedges,  seemed  but  a  twilight,  from  its 
contrast  with  the  broad  glare  of  the  adjoining  apart 
ments.  The  change  from  a  strong  to  a  subdued 
light  had  been  purposely  contrived  by  the  judicious 
arrangers  of  the  fete,  as  a  relief  for  eyes  wearied 
by  the  brilliancy  of  the  ball-room.  As  yet,  how 
ever,  few  persons  seemed  eager  for  the  transition, 
and  the  conservatory  was  little  resorted  to  except 
at  the  close  of  a  dance,  when  its  comparatively 
fresh  atmosphere  was  gladly  sought. 

Quadrilles  had  just  commenced  in  all  the  dancing- 
rooms,  when  the  Hungarian  hussar  and  his  domino, 
making  their  way  slowly  and  with  some  difficulty 
in  rear  of  the  dancers,  took  refuge  in  the  con 
servatory  from  the  din  of  music  and  pressure  of  the 
crowd.  They  were  evidently  so  absorbed  in  their 
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conversation,  so  much  alone  in  the  midst  of  the 
multitude,  that  their  eternal  pursuer  ventured  un 
usually  near  to  them,  and  was  close  at  their  heels 
when  they  passed  through  the  glass  door.  Then, 
instead  of  continuing  to  follow  them,  he  struck  into 
another  path,  which  ran  nearly  parallel  to  the  one 
they  took.  On  reaching  a  circle  of  beautiful  arbu 
tus,  whose  white  bells  and  bright  strawberries 
gleamed  like  pearls  and  blood-drops  in  the  light  of 
the  purple  lamps  that  hung  amongst  them,  the 
hussar  and  his  companion  paused  beside  a  porphyry 
basin,  supported  by  a  sculptured  pedestal  of  the 
same  material.  For  a  few  moments  they  stood 
silent,  gazing  at  the  gold-fish  that  swam  their  mo 
notonous  circle  in  the  basin  ;  and  at  the  little  foun 
tain  that  spouted  up  in^its  centre.  Then,  leaning 
upon  the  edge  of  the  vase,  they  resumed  their  con 
versation  in  tones  less  guarded  than  before,  for  here 
they  might  almost  consider  themselves  alone — the 
few  groups  and  couples  sauntering  in  the  conser 
vatory  being  too  much  engrossed  in  their  own  dis 
course  to  heed  that  of  others.  The  Hungarian  re 
moved  his  mask,  still,  however,  holding  it  ready  to 
apply  to  his  face  in  case  of  intrusion ;  whilst  the 
domino  contented  herself  with  raising  the  silken 
beard  of  hers,  to  allow  the  musical  tones  proceed 
ing  from  a  pair  of  rosy  and  youthful  lips  to  fall  more 
clearly  upon  her  companion's  ear.  Thus  they  con 
tinued  a  conversation  apparently  of  deep  interest 
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to  both,  and  which  they  suspended  only  when  some 
passing  party  of  masks  lingered  for  an  instant  beside 
the  fountain,  until  the  end  of  the  quadrille  brought 
a  throng  of  dancers  into  the  conservatory.  Then 
they  left  the  place,  and  sauntered  back  into  the  ball 
room. 

Meanwhile  the  third  domino  watched  the  conser 
vatory  doors  with  a  lynx-eyed  vigilance  worthy  a 
pupil  of  the  celebrated  Vidocq.  Although  the  loose 
black  dress  might  have  covered  either  a  short  man 
or  a  woman  of  the  middle  stature,  the  delicacy  of 
the  gloved  ringers,  and  of  the  tiny  foot  that  peeped 
from  below  its  border,  left  little  doubt  as  to  the  sex 
of  its  wearer.  From  a  convenient  position  on  the 
steps  leading  up  to  an  orchestra,  the  fringe  of  her 
mask  confined  by  her  hand,  so  as  to  prohibit  even 
a  glimpse  of  her  ivory  chin,  she  subjected  to  a  rigid 
scrutiny  all  who  issued  from  the  conservatory. 
Suddenly,  from  the  door  nearest  to  her,  the  hussar 
and  his  companion  made  tbeir  appearance,  and,  as 
they  passed,  she  shrouded  herself  behind  the  portly 
figure  and  sumptuous  embroideries  of  a  Venetian 
doge.  Then  she  resumed  her  watch,  and  a  minute 
had  not  elapsed  when  she  saw  the  tall  black  domino, 
whom  she  had  observed  during  the  evening,  re- 
enter  the  dancing-room  and  make  his  way  as  fast 
as  the  crowd  would  allow  him  to  the  nearest  door 
of  exit,  with  a  hurried  and  irregular  step,  hardly  to 
be  explained  otherwise  than  by  sudden  illness  or 
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violent  emotion.  She  followed  him  to  the  head  of 
the  staircase,  down  which  he  rushed,  disappearing 
at  its  foot  through  the  crowd  of  lackeys  in  the  hall. 
Having  seen  this,  she  re-entered  the  ball-room, 
sought  out  the  hussar  and  his  companion,  and  soon 
afterwards  was  whirling  with  the  former  in  the 
giddy  circles  of  a  waltz. 

Some  hours  later,  as  the  Hungarian  retired  from 
the  ball,  almost  borne  along  in  the  dense  stream  of 
masks  that  now  flowed  through  the  rooms,  he  felt 
a  momentary  pressure  of  his  hand.  A  paper  re 
mained  in  its  palm,  upon  which  his  fingers  mechan 
ically  closed.  Amidst  the  ever-moving  throng  it 
was  impossible  to  detect  the  person  from  whom  he 
had  received  it.  By  this  time  a  large  portion  of 
the  company,  oppressed  by  the  heat,  had  unmasked, 
but  he  knew  none  of  the  faces  he  saw  around  him, 
whilst  of  those  who  had  preserved  their  vizards  he 
could  fix  on  none  as  object  of  suspicion.  So  soon 
as  he  could  extricate  himself  from  the  crowd,  he  un 
folded  the  paper.  It  contained  the  following  mys 
terious  words,  hastily  scrawled  with  a  pencil : — 

"  One  whom  you  think  asleep  wakes  and  watches. 
He  is  here  ;  has  followed  and  overheard  you,  and 
will  seek  revenge.  Be  prepared.  .Proof  is  difficult : 
denial  may  be  safety.  Adopt  it  at  all  risks.  Masked, 
the  sisters  are  undistinguishable.  Credit  this  warn 
ing  from  a  sincere  friend." 
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Thrice  the  Hungarian  perused  this  mysterious 
billet ;  and  then,  thrusting  it  into  the  breast  of  his 
richly  braided  jacket,  slowly  left  the  house. 


CHAPTER    IIT. 

THE     ACCUSATION. 

THE  house  selected  by  Baron  Ernest  von  Stein- 
feld,  wherein  to  pass  what  might  possibly  be  his 
last  season  in  Paris,  was  situated  in  the  Rue  St 
Lazare.  It  was  one  of  those  buildings,  of  frequent 
occurrence  in  modern  Parisian  architecture,  which 
seem  intended  to  gratify  the  taste  of  such  persons 
as  prefer  the  English  fashion  of  occupying  an  entire 
house,  to  the  French  one  of  dwelling  upon  a  floor. 
At  the  bottom  of  a  paved  courtyard,  around  three 
sides  of  which  was  built  a  large  mansion  containing 
many  tenants,  stood  one  of  those  edifices  known  in 
French  parlance  as  pavilions — not  that  they  possess 
a  dome,  resemble  a  tent,  or,  for  the  most  part,  have 
any  of  the  qualities  of  a  summer-house,  but  because, 
in  Paris,  the  term  "  house"  is  grudgingly  bestowed 
upon  a  building  of  less  than  five  stories  and  thirty 
or  forty  rooms.  This  pavilion  had  but  three  stories 
and  a  dozen  rooms  ;  it  was  a  particularly  complete 
and  independent  habitation,  standing  well  back 
from  the  body  of  the  house  under  whose  number  it 
was  included,  and  of  which,  although  detached,  it 
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was  considered  to  form  part ;  and  having  two  en 
trances,  one  through  the  court,  the  other  from  a  lane 
running  at  right  angles  with  the  street.  The 
ground-floor  contained,  besides  a  light  and  commo 
dious  vestibule  and  servants'  offices,  only  one  apart 
ment,  a  handsome  dining-room,  in  which,  however, 
it  was  impossible,  for  three  quarters  of  the  year,  to 
dine  without  lamps — the  daylight  admitted  by  its 
one  broad  window  being  greatly  limited  by  the  walls 
of  a  nook  of  garden,  and  by  the  impending  branches 
of  a  laburnum  and  acacia,  which  mingled  their 
boughs  in  affectionate  union,  twin  lords  of  a  square 
yard  of  grass,  and  of  a  fathom's  length  of  flower 
bed,  and  in  the  spring-time  rejoiced  the  inmates  of 
the  pavilion  with  the  odorous  rustle  of  their  yellow 
clusters  and  rose-coloured  blossoms.  The  first  floor 
contained  two  pleasant  drawing-rooms  and  a  bou 
doir  ;  the  second,  bath,  bed,  and  dressing-rooms. 
The  roof,  flat  and  surrounded  by  a  parapet,  com 
manded  a  view  over  the  adjacent  gardens  of  an  ex 
tensive  bathing  establishment  and  maison  de  sante, 
and  was  no  unpleasant  resort,  on  a  fine  day,  for 
persons  desirous  to  inhale  the  fresh  air,  or  to  scent 
it  with  the  fumes  of  Havana's  weed.  This  pavilion, 
described  by  the  Petites  Affiches  &sfraichement  decore 
— the  said  decoration  consisting  in  fresh  paint  and 
paper,  and  in  a  profusion  of  that  cheerful  French 
luxury,  large  and  excellent  mirrors — was  rented  for 
six  months  by  Baron  Steinfeld,  who  had  hired,  for 
8  Q 
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the  same  period,  from  a  fashionable  upholsterer — 
for  a  sum  which  would  almost  have  furnished  the 
house  permanently  in  a  plainer  manner — a  complete 
set  of  furniture,  against  whose  perfect  elegance  and 
good  taste  not  a  syllable  could  be  breathed.  His 
establishment  was  as  correct  as  his  residence.  It 
consisted,  in  the  first  place,  of  a  French  cook,  with 
whose  sauces  Arthur  de  Mellay  had  repeatedly  ex 
pressed  his  willingness  to  eat  a  fragment  of  his 
father  ;  which  offer — considering  the  worthy  count 
had  been  a  guardsman  in  the  time  of  Louis  XVI., 
and,  consequently,  was  neither  young  nor  tender — 
was  certainly  a  high  testimonial  to  the  merits  of 
sauce  and  cook.  Then  came  an  Italian  valet,  quite 
as  skilful  a  personage  in  his  way  as  the  professor 
of  gastronomic  science — speaking  three  or  four  lan 
guages,  accumulating  in  his  own  individuality  the 
knowledge  and  acquirements  of  a  legion  of  hair 
dressers,  tailors,  perfumers,  and  the  like — thoroughly 
versed  in  the  arcana  of  the  toilet,  a  secretary  in  case 
of  need,  and  a  perfect  Mercury  in  matters  of  in 
trigue.  The  third  person  of  Steinfeld's  household, 
the  last,  and  also  by  much  the  least — physically 
speaking,  that  is  to  say,  but  by  no  means  in  his 
own  estimation — was  one  of  those  miniature  tigers 
(copied  from  the  English,  and  essential  appendages 
to  the  establishment  of  a  Paris  lion),  who  look  as  if 
they  had  baen  subjected  to  that  curious  Chinese 
process  by  which  lofty  shrubs  and  forest  trees  are 
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stunted  to  dimensions  that  permit  the  plantation  of 
a  grove  in  a  flower-pot — wizen-faced,  top-booted 
abortions,  uniting  the  mischief  and  the  proportions 
of  a  monkey,  and  frightfully  precocious  in  every 
species  of  villany.  The  house  also  contained, 
during  the  day,  an  old  Frenchwoman,  of  a  species 
indigenous  and  confined  to  Paris — the  patient  butt 
of  the  cook's  ill-humours  and  of  the  groom's  pranks, 
with  bearded  chin  and  slipshod  feet,  and  willing  for 
any  sort  of  dirty  work,  from  the  scouring  of  a  kettle 
to  the  administration  of  the  remedy  renowned  in 
French  pharmacy. 

It  was  an  hour  past  noon  on  the  day  succeeding 

the  Countess  of  M 's  masquerade,  and  Stein- 

feld  sat  alone  at  breakfast.  It  were  more  correct 
to  say  that  he  sat  at  the  breakfast  table  ;  for  the 
savoury  meal  before  him  was  still  untasted,  and  he 
seemed  in  no  haste  to  attack  it.  In  vain  the  green 
oysters  from  Ostend  lay  invitingly  open,  and  one  of 
Chevet's  pies  displayed,  through  a  triangular  aper 
ture  in  its  crust,  the  tender  tints  of  an  exquisite 
foie-gras — the  result  of  the  martyrdom  of  some  un 
happy  Strasburg  duck  ;  in  vain  a  fragrant  steam  of 
truffles  oozed  from  beneath  the  covers  of  two  silver 
dishes,  fresh  from  the  laboratory  of  Macedoine  the 
cook,  and  mingled  its  odours  with  the  flowery  aroma 
of  a  bottle  of  Sauterne,  from  which  Rufini  the  valet 
had  just  extracted  the  long  yellow-sealed  cork. 
Apparently  none  of  these  creature- comforts  dwelt 
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in  the  desires  of  the  baron,  who  sat  sideways  to 
the  table,  his  chin  resting  on  his  hand,  gazing 
upon  vacancy  with  an  intenseness  bespeaking  deep 
pre-occnpation.  One  acquainted  with  Steinfeld's 
circumstances  would  have  hesitated  little  in  con 
jecturing  the  nature  of  the  unpleasant  reflections 
in  which  he  seemed  absorbed.  They  might  very 
well  have  for  motive  the  unprosperous  state  of  his 
exchequer,  the  heavy  incumbrances  weighing  upon 
the  hereditary  acres,  the  approaching  decease  of 
that  convenient  but  fickle  ally,  on  whose  succour 
half  the  world  exist,  and  whose  name  is  Credit. 
The  baron  had  been  anything  but  a  prudent  man. 
Too  careless  of  the  future,  he  had  neglected  fortune 
when  she  offered  herself  to  his  embrace  ;  and  now 
she  revenged  herself  by  averting  her  countenance. 
Of  high  descent  and  fair  estate,  handsome  person 
and  fascinating  manners,  for  some  years  Steinfeld 
might  have  aspired  to  the  hand  of  almost  any 
heiress  in  Vienna  or  Paris.  Numerous  were  the 
matrimonial  overtures  that  had  been  more  or  less 
directly  made  to  him,  at  a  time  when,  in  love  with 
his  bachelorhood,  and  celebrated  for  his  bonnes  for 
tunes,  he  looked  upon  the  bonds  of  Hymen  as  the 
most  oppressive  of  fetters,  intolerable  even  when 
sheathed  in  gold.  The  match-makers,  repulsed 
without  exception,  at  last  renounced  all  further  at 
tempts  upon  the  hand  of  the  handsome  Austrian — 
as  Steinfeld  was  generally  called  in  Paris — and 
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declared  him  an  incorrigible  partisan  of  celibacy. 
To  the  unmolested  enjoyment  of  his  bachelor  bliss 
the  baron  was  for  some  years  left,  until  one  morning 
he  awoke  to  the  disagreeable  consciousness  that 
profuse  expenditure  had  done  its  work,  and  that 
ruin  or  a  rich  marriage  formed  the  only  alternatives 
left  him.  He  was  fully  alive  to  the  difficulties 
placed  in  the  way  of  the  latter  by  the  change  in  his 
circumstances.  His  ancient  name  and  personal  ad 
vantages  remained,  but  his  fair  estate  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  harpies ;  and  however  disposed  romantic 
young  ladies  might  be  to  overlook  this  misfortune, 
prudent  papas  would  deem  it  a  serious  stumbling- 
block.  Then  it  was  that,  roused  by  horrid  visions 
of  approaching  poverty  from  his  usual  state  of happy 
insouciance,  the  baron  gathered  together  the  relics 
of  his  past  opulence,  squeezed  and  exhausted  every 
remaining  resource,  and,  assuming  a  bold  front 
against  bad  fortune,  returned  to  Paris  with  much 
the  feelings  of  the  soldier  who  screws  up  all  his 
energies  to  conquer  or  to  die.  It  was  no  apprehen 
sion,  however,  as  to  the  result  of  this  final  struggle 
— no  nervous  trepidation  arising  from  the  imminence 
of  his  situation,  that  now  clouded  Steinfeld's  brow 
and  spoiled  his  appetite.  On  the  contrary,  he 
deemed  victory  secure,  and  beheld  himself,  in  no 
remote  perspective,  emerging  triumphantly  from  his 
difficulties,  even  as  a  snake,  casting  its  shabby  skin, 
reappears  in  glittering  scales  of  gold.  He  had  not 
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wasted  the  three  months  he  had  passed  in  Paris, 
and  was  well  satisfied  with  the  result  of  his  exer 
tions.  His  present  uneasiness  had  a  different  origin 
— one  similar  to  the  cause  by  which,  some  fifteen 
hours  previously,  we  saw  Sigismund  Fatello  so 
deeply  moved.  The  baron  turned  and  twisted  in 
his  hand  a  letter,  to  whose  contents  he  again  and 
again  recurred,  pondering  them  intently.  Like  that 
received  by  the  banker,  the  billet  was  anonymous ; 
like  his,  it  contained  but  three  or  four  lines ;  but, 
despite  its  brevity  and  want  of  authenticity,  it 
proved,  on  the  part  of  the  writer,  whoever  that 
might  be,  an  acquaintance  with  the  baron's  most 
important  secret,  that  did  not  fail  greatly  to  dis 
quiet  him.  Who  had  thus  detected  what  he  deemed 
so  surely  concealed?  He  strained  his  eyes  and 
memory,  in  vain  endeavouring  to  recognise  the 
handwriting ;  and  more  than  once,  fancying  lie  had 
done  so,  he  fetched  notes  and  letters  from  a  desk  in 
the  adjoining  boudoir,  to  compare  them  with  the 
anonymous  epistle.  But  the  comparison  always 
dissipated  his  suspicion.  Then,  taking  a  pen,  and 
a  diminutive  sheet  of  amber-scented  paper,  he  be 
gan  a  note,  but  tore  the  paper  after  writing  only 
three  words,  and  threw  the  fragments  impatiently 
into  the  fire.  Just  then  the  pavilion  bell  rang 
loudly  ;  the  next  minute  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
room  door,  and  Celestin  the  tiger  made  his  appear 
ance,  bearing  a  card  inscribed  with  the  name  of  M. 
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Sigisniuud  Fatello,  and  an  inquiry  whether  Monsieur 
le  Baron  was  at  home  and  visible. 

On  reading  the  banker's  name,  Steinfeld  made  a 
slight  and  sudden  movement,  almost  amounting  to 
a  start,  but,  instantly  recovering  himself,  he  bade 
his  groom  show  the  visitor  upstairs.  At  the  same 
time  he  hastily  seated  himself,  ordered  Bufim  to 
take  off  the  covers,  poured  some  wine  into  a  glass, 
and  helped  himself  from  the  first  dish  that  came  to 
hand ;  so  that  when  Fatello,  ushered  in  by  the 
groom,  entered  the  apartment,  he  had  all  the  appear 
ance  of  one  whose  whole  faculties  were  concentrated, 
for  the  time  being,  in  the  enjoyment  of  an  excellent 
meal.  Rising  from  his  chair,  with  an  air  of  jovial 
cordiality,  he  hastened  to  welcome  the  banker. 

"  An  unexpected  pleasure,  my  dear  Fatello," 
said  he.  "  What  favourable  chance  procures  me  so 
early  a  visit?  You  are  come  to  breakfast,  I  hope. 
Eufini,  a  knife  and  fork  for  M.  Fatello." 

"  I  have  breakfasted,  M.  le  Baron,"  replied  Fa 
tello,  with  a  dryness  amounting  almost  to  incivility. 
"  If  my  call  is  untimely  my  business  is  press 
ing- — —and  private,"  he  added,  with  a  glance  at 
the  Italian,  who  stood  in  respectful  immobility  be 
hind  his  master's  chair. 

"  Leave  the  room,  Kufnii,"  said  Steinfeld. 

The  well -drilled  valet  bowed  in  silence,  and 
glided  noiselessly  from  the  apartment. 

"  Now,  then,  my  good  friend,"  said  the  Austrian, 
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in  the  same  gay  off-hand  tone  as  before,  "  I  am  all 
ear  and  attention.  What  is  up  ?  Nothing  bad,  I 
hope  ;  nothing  so  serious  as  to  spoil  my  appetite. 
I  have  heard  a  proverb  condemning  discourse  be 
tween  a  full  man  and  a  hungry  one." 

Fatello  made  no  immediate  reply.  There  was 
something  very  peculiar  in  his  aspect.  His  lips 
were  pale  and  compressed,  and  his  brows  slightly 
knit.  He  seemed  constraining  himself  to  silence 
until  he  felt  he  could  speak  calmly  on  a  subject 
which  roused  anger  and  indignation  in  his  breast. 
Whilst  seemingly  engrossed  by  his  breakfast,  Stein- 
feld  lost  not  a  look  or  motion  of  his  visitor's,  not  a 
line  of  his  physiognomy,  or  a  glance  of  his  small 
piercing  eye.  And  the  baron,  notwithstanding  his 
assumed  careless  levity  of  manner,  did  not  feel 
altogether  at  his  ease. 

"  You  have  not  turned  conspirator,  I  hope,"  said 
he,  when  Fatello,  after  a  short  but  awkward  pause, 
still  remained  silent.  "  No  Henri-quinquist  plot, 
or  plan  to  restore  the  glorious  days  of  the  guillotine 
and  the  Goddess  of  Liberty  ?  No,  no ;  a  Croesus  of 
your  calibre,  my  dear  Fatello,  would  not  mix  in  such 
matters.  Your  plotters  are  hungry  dogs,  with  more 
debts  than  ducats.  Talking  of  hunger — I  am  grieved 
you  have  breakfasted.  This  mushroom  omelet  does 
honour  to  Macedoine." 

The  baron  would  have  talked  on — for  at  that 
moment  any  sort  of  babble  seemed  to  him  preferable 
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to  silence.  But  Fatello,  who  had  not  heard  a  word 
he  had  said,  suddenly  rose  from  his  seat,  rested  his 
hands  upon  the  table,  and  leaning  forward,  with 
eyes  sternly  fixed  upon  Steinfeld,  uttered  these  re 
markable  words,  in  tones  rendered  harsh  and  grat 
ing  by  the  effort  that  made  them  calm  : 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Steinfeld,  you  are  court 
ing  my  wife  I " 

The  most  expert  physiognomist  would  have  failed 
to  detect  upon  the  countenance  of  the  ex-diplomatist 
any  other  expression  than  one  of  profound  astonish 
ment,  tinged  by  that  glow  of  indignation  an  inno 
cent  man  would  be  likely  to  feel  at  an  unfounded 
accusation,  abruptly  and  brutally  brought.  After 
sustaining  for  a  few  seconds  Fatello's  fixed  and 
angry  gaze,  his  features  relaxed  into  a  slightly 
contemptuous  smile. 

"  The  jest  is  surely  in  questionable  taste,  my  dear 
M.  Fatello.  And  the  severity  of  your  countenance 
might  alarm  a  man  with  a  conscience  less  clear  than 
mine/' 

"  I  jest  not,  sir,  with  my  honour  arid  happiness," 
retorted  Fatello,  with  a  rude  fierceness  that  brought 
a  flush  to  the  baron's  cheek — a  flame  of  anger  which 
the  next  moment,  however,  dispelled. 

"Then,  my  dear  M.  Fatello,"  said  Steinfeld, 
"  since,  instead  of  a  bad  jest,  you  mean  sober 
earnest,  I  can  only  say  you  are  grossly  misinformed, 
and  that  your  suspicions  are  as  injurious  to  Madame 
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Fatello,  as  your  manner  of  expressing  them  is  in 
sulting  to  myself." 

"  I  have  no  suspicions,"  replied  Fatello ;  u  but  a 
certainty." 

"  Impossible  !  "  said  the  baron.  "  Name  my  ac 
cuser.  He  shall  account  for  the  base  calumny." 

"  He  desires  no  better,"  replied  Fatello,  sternly. 
"  I  myself  accuse  you.  No  slanderous  tongues,  but 
my  own  ears,  are  evidence  against  you.  And  your 
self,  sir,  shall  confess  what  you  now  so  stubbornly 
deny.  You  were  at  last  night's  masquerade." 

"  I  was  so." 

"  In  hussar  uniform — crimson  vest  and  white 
pelisse." 

Steinfeld  bowed  assent.  "  The  uniform  of  the 
regiment  to  which  I  formerly  belonged." 

"  A  black  domino  was  on  your  arm." 

"Mafoi!"  cried  the  baron,  with  a  laugh  that' 
sounded  rather  forced,  "  if  you  demand  an  account 
of  all  the  masks  I  walked  and  danced  with,  I  shall 
hardly  be  able  to  satisfy  you.  Dominoes  there  were, 
doubtless ;  and,  of  all  colours,  black  amongst  the 
rest." 

"  You  equivocate,  sir,"  said  Fatello,  angrily.  "  I 
will  aid  your  memory.  The  domino  1  mean  was 
your  companion  early  in  the  night.  The  domino  I 
mean  danced  once  with  you  (a  waltz),  and  after 
wards  walked  with  you  through  the  rooms,  in  deep 
conversation.  The  domino  I  mean  stood  with  you 
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for  more  than  ten  minutes  beside  the  fountain  in  the 
conservatory.  The  domino  I  mean  was  my  wife ; 
and  you,  Baron  Steinfeld,  are  a  villain  !  " 

During  this  singular  conversation  Steinfeld  had 
sat,  leaning  back  in  his  large  elbow-chair,  in  an 
attitude  of  easy  indifference — one  slippered  foot 
thrown  carelessly  over  the  other,  and  his  hands 
thrust  into  the  pockets  of  bis  damask  dressing-gown. 
On  receiving  this  last  outrageous  insult,  his  lip 
blanched  with  passion,  his  whole  person  quivered  as 
with  an  electric  shock,  and  he  half  rose  from  his 
semi-recumbent  position.  But  the  baron  was  a  man 
of  vast  self-command ;  one  of  those  cool-headed  cool- 
hearted  egotists  who  rarely  act  upon  impulse,  or 
compromise  their  interests  by  ill-timed  impetuosity. 
The  first  choleric  movement,  prompting  him  to 
throw  Fatello  downstairs,  was  checked  with  won 
derful  promptitude,  and  with  little  appearance  of 
effort.  In  reality,  however,  the  effort  was  a  violent 
one.  As  a  soldier  at  the  triangles  bites  a  bullet 
with  the  rage  of  pain,  so  Steinfeld  clenched  his 
hands  till  the  strong  sharp  nails  almost  cut  into  the 
palm.  As  he  did  so,  a  paper  in  his  pocket  rustled 
against  his  knuckles.  It  was  the  note  so  myste 
riously  conveyed  to  him  at  the  masquerade,  and 
which  he  had  been  pondering  when  Fatello  was 
announced.  To  one  so  quick-witted,  the  mere  touch 
of  the  paper  was  as  suggestive  as  a  volume  of  sage 
counsels.  In  an  instant  every  sign  of  annoyance 


44  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

disappeared  from  bis  features ;  he  rose  quietly  from 
his  seat,  and  with  easy  dignity  and  an  urbane  coun 
tenance  confronted  Fatello,  who  stood  gloomy  and 
lowering  before  the  fire. 

"  I  see,  M.  Fatello,"  he  said,  "  that  you  are  bent 
upon  our  cutting  each  other's  throats ;  but,  strange 
as  it  may  seem,  after  the  terms  you  have  employed, 
I  still  hope  to  avert  the  unpleasant  necessity.  For 
one  moment  moderate  your  language,  and  give  me 
time  for  brief  explanation.  If  I  rightly  understand 
you,  it  is  from  your  own  observations  you  thus 
accuse  me ;  and  I  presume  you  did  me  the  honour 
of  a  personal  surveillance  at  last  night's  ball?" 

Fatello,  his  violence  checked  for  the  moment  from 
further  outbreak  by  the  baron's  courtesy  and  cool 
ness,  made  a  gesture  of  sullen  assent. 

"  And  that  you  overheard  a  part,  but  not  the 
whole,  of  my  conversation  with  the  black  domino  in 
question?" 

"  I  heard  enough,  and  too  much,"  replied  Fatello, 
with  a  savage  scowl  at  his  interlocutor.  u  This  is 
idle  talk,  mere  gain  of  time.  Baron  Steinfeld!" 
cried  the  banker,  in  a  voice  that  again  rose  high 
above  its  usual  pitch,  "  you  are " 

"  Stop  !  "  interrupted  Steinfeld,  speaking  very 
quickly,  but  with  an  extraordinary  and  commanding 
calmness,  which  again  had  its  effect.  "  Descend 
not  to  invective,  M.  Fatello.  There  is  always  time 
for  violence.  Hear  reason.  You  are  in  error,  an 
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error  easily  explained.  I  certainly  saw  Madame 
Fatello  at  the  ball,  saw  and  spoke  with  her — pa 
tience,  sir,  and  hear  me!  But  the  domino,  of  my 
conversation  with  whom  you  heard  a  part,  was  not 
Madame  Fatello,  but  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon.  You 
take  little  interest  in  the  frivolities  of  a  masquerade, 
and  are  possibly  unaware  that  the  two  ladies'  dresses 
were  exactly  similar.  You  can  have  heard  our  con 
versation  but  imperfectly,  or  you  would  not  have 
wronged  me  by  this  suspicion." 

Whilst  uttering  these  last  sentences,  Steinfeld 
redoubled  the  keenness  of  the  scrutiny  with  which 
he  regarded  the  banker's  uncomely  and  agitated 
physiognomy.  But  although  piquing  himself,  as 
a  former  diplomatist,  on  skill  in  reading  men's 
thoughts  through  their  faces,  he  was  unable  to  de 
cipher  the  expression  of  Fatello's  countenance  on 
receiving  this  plausible  explanation  of  the  error  into 
which  he  had  been  led  by  the  sisters'  identity  of 
costume.  As  he  proceeded  with  it,  the  banker's 
lips,  slightly  parting,  gave  his  face  an  air  of  stupe 
fied  wonderment,  in  addition  to  its  previously  in 
flamed  and  angry  aspect.  When  Steinfeld  concluded 
an  explanation  uttered  with  every  appearance  of 
sincerity  and  candour,  and  in  that  flexible  and  affable 
tone  which,  when  he  chose  to  employ  it,  imparted 
to  his  words  a  peculiarly  seductive  and  persuasive 
charm,  Fatello's  lips  were  again  firmly  closed,  and 
curled  with  a  curious  and  inexplicable  smile.  This 
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faded  away  ;  he  struck  his  left  hand  against  his 
forehead,  and  remained  for  some  moments  plunged 
in  thought,  as  if  he  hastily  retraced  in  his  memory 
what  he  had  heard  the  night  before,  to  see  how  it 
tallied  with  the  explanation  just  given  him.  Thus, 
at  least,  Steinfeld  interpreted  his  manner ;  and  al 
though  the  Austrian's  countenance  preserved  its 
serenity,  his  heart  throbbed  violently  against  his 
ribs  during  the  banker's  brief  cogitation.  The  re 
sult  of  this  was  evidently  satisfactory  to  Fatello, 
from  whose  brow,  when  his  hand  again  dropped  by 
his  side,  the  lowering  cloud  had  disappeared,  re 
placed  by  affability  and  regret. 

"  I  see,"  he  said,  with  better  grace  than  might 
have  been  expected  from  him,  and  taking  a  step 
towards  Steinfeld,  "  that  nothing  remains  for  me 
but  to  implore  your  pardon,  baron,  for  my  unwar 
rantable  suspicions,  and  for  the  harsh  and  unbe 
coming  expressions  into  which  they  betrayed  me. 
Jealousy  is  an  evil  counsellor,  and  blinds  to  the 
simplest  truths.  I  scarce  dare  hope  you  will  for 
give  my  intemperate  conduct,  without  exacting  the 
hostile  meeting  for  which  I  was  just  now  as  eager 
as  I  at  present  am  to  avoid  it.  If  you  insist  I 
must  not  refuse,  but  I  give  you  my  word  that  if  I 
have  a  duel  with  you  to-day,  nothing  shall  induce 
me  to  depart  from  the  defensive." 

"  I  should  be  unreasonable,"  replied  Steinfeld, 
graciously,  *'  if  I  exacted  ampler  satisfaction  than 
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this  handsome  apology,  for  what,  after  all,  was  no 
unnatural  misconception.  Ten  years  ago  I  might 
have  been  more  punctilious,  but  after  three  or  four 
encounters  of  the  kind,  a  duel  avoided,  when  its 
real  motive  is  removed,  is  a  credit  to  a  man's  good 
sense,  and  no  slur  upon  his  courage." 

"  No  one  will  ever  attack  yours,  my  dear  baron," 
said  Fatello.  "I  only  hope  you  will  always  keep  what 
has  passed  between  us  this  morning  as  profound  a 
secret  as  I,  for  my  own  sake,  certainly  shall  do.  I  am 
by  no  means  disposed  to  boast  of  my  part  in  the  affair." 

Steinfeld  bowed  politely,  arid  the  two  men  ex 
changed,  with  smiles  upon  their  faces,  a  cordial 
grasp  of  the  hand. 

"  Out  of  evil  cometh  good,"  said  the  banker, 
sententiously,  subsiding  upon  the  silken  cushions 
of  a  causeuse  that  extended  its  arms  invitingly  at 
the  chimney-corner.  "  I  am  delighted  to  find  that 
the  leaden  bullet  I  anticipated  exchanging  with 
you  is  likely  to  be  converted  into  a  golden  ring, 
establishing  so  near  a  connection  between  us  as  to 
render  our  fighting  a  duel  one  of  the  least  probable 
things  in  the  world.  My  dear  baron,  I  shall  rejoice 
to  call  you  brother-in-law." 

"  It  would  be  a  great  honour  for  me,"  replied 
Steinfeld,  "but  you  overrate  the  probability  of  my 
enjoying  it.  Nothing  has  passed  between  Made 
moiselle  Gonfalon  and  myself  to  warrant  my  reckon 
ing  on  her  preference." 
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"Tush,  tush!  baron,"  said  Fatello,  apparently 
not  heeding,  or  not  noticing  the  somewhat  super 
cilious  turn  of  Steinfeld's  phrases,  "  you  forget  the 
new  and  not  very  creditable  occupation  to  which 
the  demons  of  jealousy  and  suspicion  last  night 
condemned  me.  You  forget  that  I  tracked  you  in 
the  promenade,  and  lay  in  ambush  by  the  fountain, 
or  you  would  hardly  put  me  off  with  such  tales  as 
these." 

The  baron  winced  imperceptibly  on  being  thus 
reminded  how  closely  his  movements  had  been 
watched. 

"  You  are  evidently  new  at  the  profession  of  a 
scout,"  said  he,  jestingly,  "  or  you  would  have 
caught  more  correctly  my  conversation  with  your 
amiable  sister-in-law.  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon  is  a 
charming  person  ;  the  mask  gives  a  certain  license 
to  flirtation,  and  a  partial  hearing  of  what  passed 
between  us  has  evidently  misled  you  as  to  its  pre 
cise  import." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it!"  cried  Fatello,  with  an  odd 
laugh — "  I  heard  better  than  you  think,  I  assure 
you ;  and  what  I  did  hear  quite  satisfied  me  that 
you  are  a  smitten  man,  and  that  Sebastiana  is  well 
disposed  to  favour  your  suit." 

"  I  must  again  protest,"  said  Steinfeld,  express 
ing  himself  with  some  embarrassment,  "  that  the 
thought  of  becoming  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon's  hus 
band,  great  as  the  honour  would  be,  has  never  yet 
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been  seriously  entertained  by  me  ;  and  that,  how 
ever  you  may  have  been  misled  by  the  snatches 
of  our  conversation  you  overheard,  nothing  ever 
passed  between  us  exceeding  the  limits  of  allowable 
flirtation — the  not  unnatural  consequence  of  Made 
moiselle  Sebastiana's  fascinating  vivacity,  and  of 
the  agreeable  footing  of  intimacy  on  which,  for  the 
last  three  months,  I  have  found  admittance  at  your 
hospitable  house." 

Sigismund  Fatello  preserved,  whilst-  the  baron 
waded  through  the  intricacies  of  his  artificial  and 
complicated  denial,  a  half-smile  of  polite  but  total 
incredulity. 

"  My  dear  baron,"  said  he  gravely,  when  Stein- 
feld  at  last  paused,  "  I  am  sure  you  are  too  honour 
able  a  man  to  trifle  with  the  affections  of  any  woman. 
I  know  you  as  the  very  opposite  character  to  those 
heartless  and  despicable  male  coquets,  who  ensnare 
susceptible  hearts  for  the  cruel  pleasure  of  bruising 
or  breaking  them,  and  sacrificing,  in  their  vile  ego 
tism,  the  happiness  of  others  to  the  indulgence  of  a 
paltry  vanity.  I  detect  the  motives  of  your  pre 
sent  reserve,  and,  believe  me,  I  appreciate  their 
delicacy.  Bum  our,  that  eternal  and  impertinent 
gossip,  has  asserted  that  Baron  Ernest  von  Stein- 
feld  has  impaired,  by  his  open  hand  and  pursuit  of 
pleasure,  the  heritage  of  his  forefathers.  I  do  not 
mean  that  this  has  become  matter  of  common  re 
port  ;  but  we  bankers  have  opportunities  of  know- 
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ing  many  things,  and  can  often  read  in  our  bill- 
books  and  ledgers  the  histories  of  families  and 
individuals.  In  short,  it  is  little  matter  how  I 
know  that  your  affairs,  my  dear  baron,  are  less 
flourishing  than  they  might  be,  or  than  you  could 
wish.  But  this,  after  all,  is  an  unimportant  matter. 
The  dirty  acres  are  still  there — the  Schloss  Stein- 
feld  still  stands  firm  upon  its  foundation,  and  though 
there  be  a  bit  of  a  mortgage  on  the  domain,  and 
some  trouble  with  refractory  Jews,  it  is  nothing,  I 
am  sure,  but  what  a  clear  head  and  a  little  ready 
cash  will  easily  dispose  of." 

It  was  natural  to  suppose  that  a  lover,  whose 
position  on  the  brink  of  ruin  made  him  scruple 
to  ask  the  hand  of  his  mistress  of  her  nearest 
male  relative  and  protector,  and  who  found  his  em 
barrassments  suddenly  -smoothed  over  and  made 
light  of  by  the  very  person  who  might  be  expected 
to  exaggerate  them,  would  be  the  last  man  to  place 
fresh  stumbling-blocks  on  the  path  to  happiness 
thus  unexpectedly  cleared  before  him.  Steinfeld, 
however,  appeared  little  disposed  to  chime  in  with 
the  banker's  emollient  view  of  his  disastrous  finan 
cial  position.  With  an  eagerness  that  bespoke 
either  the  most  honourable  punctiliousness,  or  very 
little  anxiety  to  become  the  husband  of  Mademoi 
selle  Gonfalon,  he  set  Fatello  right. 

"I  heartily  wish,"  said  he,  "  matters-  were  no 
worse  than  you  suppose.  You  quite  underrate  my 
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real  embarrassments.  My  estate  is  mine  only  nomi 
nally;  not  a  farthing  it  produces  comes  into  my 
pocket :  the  very  castle  and  its  furniture  are  pleoTged  • 
some  houses  in  Vienna,  and  a  few  thousand  florins 
of  Austrian  rentes,  derived  from  my  mother,  melted 
away  years  ago  ;  I  am.  deeply  in  debt,  and  harassed 
on  all  sides  by  duns  and  extortioners.  I  calculated 
my  liabilities  the  other  day — why  I  know  not,  for 
I  have  no  chance  of  clearing  them — and  I  found  it 
would  require  three  hundred  thousand  florins  to 
release  my  lands  and  pay  my  debts.  You  see,  my 
dear  M.  Fatello,  I  am  not  a  very  likely  match  for 
an  heiress." 

Fatello  had  listened  with  profound  attention  to 
the  insolvent  balance-sheet  exhibited  by  the  baron. 

"  Three  hundred  thousand  florins — six  hundred 
thousand  francs,"  said  he,  musingly — "  allowing 
for  usury  and  overcharges,  might  doubtless  be  got 
rid  of  for  a  hundred  thousand  less.  Well,  baron, 
when  Sebastiana  marries  she  will  have  more  than 
that  tacked  to  her  apron.  Her  father  left  her 
something  like  half  a  million,  and  I  have  not  let 
the  money  lie  idle.  She  is  a  richer  woman  by  some 
thousand  louis  d'ors  than  she  was  at  his  death.  I 
don't  carry  her  account  in  my  head,  but  I  daresay 
her  fortune  would  clear  your  lands,  and  leave  a  nice 
nest-egg  besides.  And  although  she  certainly  might 
find  a  husband  in  better  plight  as  regards  money 
matters,  yet,  as  you  are  so  much  attached  to  each 
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other,  and  happiness,  after  all,  is  before  gold,  I 
shall  make  no  difficulties.  I  noticed  the  girl  was 
absent  and  sentimental  of  late,  but  never  guessed 
the  real  cause.  Ah,  baron!  you  fascinating  dogs 
have  much  to  answer  for!" 

Whilst  Fatello  thus  ran  on,  with,  as  usual,  more 
bluntness  than  good  breeding,  Steinfeld  was  evi 
dently  on  thorns ;  and  at  the  first  appearance  of  a 
pause  in  the  banker's  discourse,  he  impatiently 
struck  in. 

"  I  must  beg  your  attention,  M.  Fatello,"  said 
he,  "  whilst  I  repeat  what  you  evidently  have  imper 
fectly  understood — that  it  has  never  entered  my 
head  to  gain  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon's  affections, 
and  that  I  have  no  reason  to  believe  I  should  suc 
ceed  in  the  attempt.  I  again  repeat,  that  nothing 
but  the  most  innocent  and  unimportant  flirtation 
has  passed  between  us.  I  am  deeply  sensible  of 
your  kind  intentions — grateful  for  your  generous 
willingness  to  overlook  my  unfortunate  circum 
stances,  and  to  promote  my  marriage  with  your 
sister-in-law;  but,  flattering  and  advantageous  as 
such  a  union  would  be  to  me,  I  am  not  certain  it 
would  lead  to  that  happiness  which  you  justly 
deem  preferable  to  wealth.  I  doubt  whether  my 
disposition  and  that  of  Mademoiselle  Sebastiana 
would  exactly  harmonise.  Moreover,  necessitous 
though  I  am,  it  goes  against  my  pride  to  owe  every 
thing  to  my  wife.  It  would  pain  me  to  see  her 


SIGISMUND   FATELLO.  53 

dowry  swallowed  up  by  my  debts.  Let  us  drop  the 
subject,  I  entreat  you.  To-morrow  you  will  appre 
ciate  and  rejoice  at  my  hesitation.  I  fully  compre 
hend  the  generous  impulse  that  prompts  you. 
Having  done  me  an  injustice,  you  would  compen 
sate  me  beyond  my  merits.  Thanks,  my  good 
friend  ;  but  believe  me,  if  happiness  resides  not  in 
wealth,  neither  is  it  found  in  hasty  or  ill-assorted 
unions.  And,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  however  politic 
a  rich  marriage  might  be  in  the  present  critical 
state  of  my  affairs,  I  long  ago  made  a  vow  against 
matrimony,  which  I  still  hesitate  to  break." 

"  You  are  the  best  judge  of  your  own  motives," 
said  Fatello,  stiffly,  "  but  you  quite  misconstrue 
mine.  It  never  entered  my  head  to  view  you  as  a 
victim,  or  to  think  myself  called  upon  to  atone,  by 
providing  you  with  a  rich  and  handsome  wife,  for 
the  jealousy  you  so  successfully  proved  groundless. 
Such  compensation  would  be  excessive  for  so  slight 
an  injury.  No,  no,  baron — you  have  quite  mis 
taken  me.  As  the  nearest  connection  and  natural 
guardian  of  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon,  it  is  my  duty 
to  watch  over  her,  and  not  to  allow  her  feelings  to 
be  trifled  with.  For  some  time  past  I  have  sus 
pected  her  affections  were  engaged,  but  it  never 
occurred  to  me  they  were  fixed  upon  you.  Well — 
last  night  I  go  to  a  ball,  and,  actuated  by  suspi 
cions  to  which  it  is  unnecessary  to  recur,  I  listen  to 
your  conversation  with  my  sister-in-law.  To  a 
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plain  man  like  myself,  it  bore  but  one  interpreta 
tion — that  you  have  sought  and  won  her  heart. 
You  deny  this,  and  assert  your  language  to  have 
been  that  of  common  gallantry  arid  compliment, 
such  as  may  be  addressed  to  any  woman  without 
her  inferring  serious  intentions.  Here,  then,  we 
are  gravely  at  issue.  You  maintain  my  ears  de 
ceived  me  ;  I  persist  in  crediting  their  evidence. 
Fortunately,  an  arbiter  is  easily  found.  I  shall  now 
return  home,  see  my  sister-in-law,  and  confess  to 
her  my  eavesdropping,  keeping  its  real  motive  and 
my  visit  to  you  profoundly  secret.  From  her  I 
shall  learn  how  matters  really  stand.  If  her  account 
agree  with  Baron  Steinfeld's,  I  shall  ever  more  mis 
trust  my  hearing ;  if  the  contrary,  and  that  the 
baron,  himself  a  sworn  foe  to  marriage,  has  com 
promised  the  happiness  of  a  young  and  confiding 
woman,  why,  then,  he  will  not  be  surprised  if  I 
seek  of  him,  for  so  grave  an  offence,  the  reparation 
which  a  short  time  ago  I  was  ready  to  afford  him 
for  one  comparatively  insignificant."  And  Fatello 
bowed  formally,  and  with  severe  countenance  moved 
towards  the  door.  But  before  he  could  leave  the 
room,  Steinfeld,  who  had  stood  for  a  moment 
thoughtful  and  perplexed,  hurried  to  intercept  him, 
and  laid  his  hand  upon  the  lock. 

"  You  are  really  too  hasty,  Fatello,"  said  he, 
"  and  not  altogether  reasonable.  What  ill  weed 
have  you  trodden  upon,  that  makes  you  so  captious 


SIGISA1UND   FATELLO.  55 

this  morning?  Own  that  our  conversation  has 
taken  an  odd  turn !  "Would  any  one  believe  that 
you,  Fatello  the  millionnaire  press  a  marriage  be 
tween  your  sister,  the  wealthy  Mademoiselle  Gon 
falon,  arid  myself,  the  needy  Baron  Steinfeld — and 
that  it  is  I,  the  ruined  spendthrift,  from  whom  tho 
obstacles  to  the  match  proceed  ?  Neither  in  ro 
mance  nor  in  real  life  has  the  case  a  precedent. 
And  you  may  be  assured  the  world  will  not  applaud 
your  wisdom,  nor  Mademoiselle  Sebastiana  feel 
grateful  for  your  zeal." 

"  For  the  world's  applause  I  care  not  that,"  re 
plied  Fatello,  snapping  his  fingers.  "  As  to  my 
sister,  I  have  neither  will  nor  power  to  constrain 
her.  I  do  but  afford  her  the  protection  she  is  en 
titled  to  at  my  hands.  I  press  her  upon  no  man, 
but  neither  do  I  suffer  her  to  be  trifled  with.  Sebas 
tiana  Gonfalon  does  not  lack  suitors,  I  can  assure 
you/' 

"  Unquestionably,"  said  Steinfeld,  with  an  absent 
air ;  "  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon  is  indeed  a  most 
charming  person,  and,  were  she  penniless,  would 
still  be  a  prize  to  any  man.  I  only  wish  I  enjoyed 
the  place  in  her  good  opinion  you  so  erroneously 
imagine  me  to  occupy." 

a  Well,  well,"  said  Fatello,  striving  to  get  at  tho 
door,  before  which  the  baron  had  planted  himself, 
"  since  error  there  is,  it  will  soon  be  cleared  up. 
You  cannot  blame  me,  baron,  for  preferring,  in  so 
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delicate  an  affair,  the  testimony  of  my  own  ears  to 
that  ot  any  one  person.  But  if  two  unite  against 
me,  I  shall  think  myself  crazed  or  bewitched,  and 
shall  at  least  be  silenced  and  confounded,  if  not 
entirely  convinced." 

"  Answer  me  one  question,"  said  Steinfeld.  "  If 
yesterday,  before  you  overheard  a  part  of  my  con 
versation  with  your  sister,  I  had  asked  of  you  her 
hand,  exposing  to  you  at  the  same  time  the  state  of 
my  fortunes,  or  rather  of  my  misfortunes,  would 
you  then  have  sanctioned  my  suit  and  pleaded  my 
cause  with  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon  ?  Would  you, 
and  will  you  now — for,  believe  me,  I  need  it  more 
than  you  think — add  the  weight  of  your  arguments 
and  advocacy  to  the  prepossession  you  persist  in 
thinking  your  sister  has  in  my  favour,  a  preposses 
sion  of  whose  existence  I  hardly  dare  flatter  myself?" 

"  Why  not  ?  "  said  Fatello,  with  an  air  of  straight 
forward  cordiality.  "  Why  not  ?  You  are  not  rich, 
certainly,  but  Sebastiana  is  rich  enough  for  both. 
You  have  high  birth,  talents,  interest  with  the  Em 
peror,  and,  once  married,  with  your  debts  paid,  and. 
your  wild  oats  sown,  you  may  take  ambition  instead 
of  pleasure  for  a  mistress,  and  aspire  to  high  em 
ployment.  Why  not  return  to  diplomacy,  for  which 
you  are  so  admirably  qualified,  and  come  back  to 
us  as  Austrian  ambassador  ?  Believe  me,  baron, 
there  is  a  fine  career  before  you,  if  you  will  but 
pursue  it." 
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u  Perhaps,"  said  Steinfeld,  smiling  to  himself, 
like  a  man  to  whom  a  bright  perspective  is  sud 
denly  thrown  open ;  "  and,  as  you  say,  the  first  step 
would  be  a  suitable  marriage,  which,  by  ridding  me 
of  all  encumbrance,  might  enable  me  to  climb  lightly 
and  steadily  the  hill  of  wealth  and  honours." 

"  And  a  millionnaire  brother-in-law  to  give  you  an 
occasional  push  by  the  way,"  added  Fatello,  with 
one  of  his  heavy,  purse-proud  smiles  ;  u  pushes 
you  may  repay  in  kind,  for  diplomatist  and  financier 
should  ever  hunt  in  couples." 

"  My  dear  Fatello,"  said  Steinfeld,  "  the  prospect 
is  too  charming  to  be  lightly  relinquished.  You 
must  think  strangely  of  my  first  reluctance  to  avail 
myself  of  your  friendly  disposition  in  my  favour  • 
but  I  so  little  suspected  it,  I  was  so  bewildered  by 
its  sudden  revelation,  so  embarrassed  by  my  own 
difficulties — and  then  pride,  you  know — a  morbid 
fear  of  being  thought  mercenary  ;  in  short,  you  will 
make  allowance  for  my  strange  way  of  meeting 
your  kind  encouragement.  I  can  only  say,  that 
since  you  deem  me  worthy  of  her,  and  if  you  can 
obtain  her  consent  (a  more  difficult  task,  I  fear, 
than  you  imagine),  I  shall  be  the  happiest  of  men 
as  the  husband  of  the  adorable  Sebastiana." 

"  That  is  speaking  to  the  purpose/'  said  Fatello  ; 
"  and,  for  my  part,  I  repeat  that  I  shall  be  happy 
to  call  you  brother-in-law.  I  will  do  my  best  for 
you  with  Sebastiana,  to  whom  I  will  at  once  com- 
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municate  your  formal  demand  in  marriage.  But, 
pshaw  !  you  rogue,"  added  he,  with  a  clumsy  at 
tempt  at  archness,  "  you  have  made  pretty  sure  of 
her  consent,  and  need  no  brotherly  advocate." 

"  Indeed  you  are  mistaken,"  replied  Steinfeld, 
earnestly.  "  I  only  wish  I  were  as  confident,  and 
with  good  reason,  as  you  think  me." 

"  Well,  well,  no  matter,"  said  the  banker.  "  You 
shall  shortly  hear  your  fate/' 

"  I  shall  be  on  thorns  till  I  learn  it,"  said  the 
baron.  "  And,  my  dear  Fatello,"  said  he,  detain 
ing  the  banker,  who,  after  shaking  hands  with  him, 
was  about  to  leave  the  room,  "  it  is  perhaps  not 
necessary  to  refer — at  least  not  weigh  upon — our 
conversation  at  last  night's  masquerade.  It  might 
vex  Mademoiselle  Gonfalon — to  learn  that  she  had 
been  overheard — or — she  might  doubt  your  having 
heard,  and  think  I  had  been  confiding  to  you  a  pre 
sumptuous  and  unfounded  belief  of  her  partiality 
for  myself.  Women,  you  know,  are  susceptible  on 
these  points  ;  it  might  indispose  her  towards  me, 
and  lessen  my  chance.  In  short,"  he  added,  with 
a  smile,  "  if  you  will  be  guided  by  an  ex-roue,  now 
reformed,  but  who  has  some  little  experience  of  the 
female  heart,  you  will  confine  yourself  to  the  com 
munication  of  my  proposals,  without  reference  to 
anything  past,  and  apply  all  your  eloquence  to 
induce  Mademoiselle  Sebastiana  to  receive  them  as 
favourably  as  yourself.'' 
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Fatello  nodded  knowingly. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  he,  "  I  see  I  need  not  despair  of 
my  ears.  They  do  not  serve  rno  so  badly.  But 
never  fear,  baron — I  will  know  nothing,  except  that 
you  are  desperately  in  love,  and  that  your  life  de 
pends  on  your  suit's  success.  That  is  the  estab 
lished  formula,  is  it  not?" 

When  the  baron — after  escorting  Fatello,  in 
spite  of  his  resistance,  to  the  door  of  the  pavilion, 
where  the  banker's  carriage  awaited  him — re- 
entered  the  breakfast-room,  the  joyous  and  hopeful 
expression  his  countenance  had  worn  during  the 
latter  part  of  his  conversation  with  his  visitor  was 
exchanged  for  one  of  anxiety  and  doubt.  Instead 
of  returning  to  the  breakfast,  of  which  he  had 
scarcely  eaten  a  mouthful,  he  drew  his  arm-chair  io 
the  fire,  threw  himself  into  it,  and  fell  into  a  brown 
study.  The  attentive  valet,  who  came  in  full  of 
concern  for  his  master's  interrupted  meal,  was 
sharply  dismissed,  with  an  order  to  admit  no  callers. 
After  a  short  time,  however,  Steinfeld's  cogitations 
apparently  assumed  a  rosier  hue.  The  wrinkles  on 
his  brow  relaxed  their  rigidity,  he  ceased  to  gnaw 
his  mustache,  and  at  length  a  smile  dawned  upon 
his  features,  and  grew  till  it  burst  into  a  laugh. 
Something  or  other  inordinately  tickled  the  baron's 
fancy;  for  he  lay  back  in  his  chair  and  laughed 
heartily,  but  silently,  with  the  eyes  rather  than  the 
mouth,  for  nearly  a  minute.  Then  getting  up,  and 
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lounging  pensively  through  the  room,  ho  indulged 
in  a  soliloquy  of  muttered  and  broken  sentences, 
which,  like  the  secret  cipher  of  a  band  of  conspirators, 
were  unintelligible  without  a  key.  Their  obscurity 
was  increased  by  a  style  of  metaphor  borrowed  from 
the  card-table,  and  which  a  man  of  such  correct 
taste  as  Steinfeld  would  doubtless  have  scrupled  to 
employ  in  conversation  with  any  one  but  himself. 

"  What  an  odd  caprice  of  fate  !"  he  said.  "  A 
strange  turn  in  the  game,  indeed !  The  card  I 
most  feared  turns  up  trumps !  It  rather  deranges 
my  calculations ;  but  perhaps  it  is  as  good  a  card 
as  the  other.  Decidedly  as  sure  a  one.  What 
certainty  that  yonder  pedantic  booby  is  right  in  his 
prognostics  ?  And  then  there  was  no  avoiding  it. 
Provided,  only,  Fatello  is  silent  about  last  night. 
If  not,  all  is  spoilt.  And  if  she  makes  a  scene  ! 
Your  Spanish  dames  are  reputed  fiery  as  Arabs  ; 
but  I  take  her  for  one  of  the  milder  sort — rather  a 
pining  than  a  storming  beauty.  What  if  I  were  to 
miss  both,  by  some  infernal  quiproquo  or  other  ? 
Query,  too,  whether  Sebastiana  accepts ;  but  I 
think,  with  Fatello  to  back  me,  I  need  not  fear 
much  on  that  score.  I  detect  his  motives.  To 
your  rich  upstart,  money  is  dirt  compared  with  de 
scent,  connection,  title.  He  would  like  to  be  an 
ambassador's  brother-in-law,  the  near  connection  of 
a  family  dating  from  Charlemagne — he,  the  man  of 
nothing,  with  plebeian  written  on  his  front.  Up- 


SIGISMUND   FATELLO.  6L 

wards  of  half  a  million.  Seven  hundred  thousand,  I 
daresay.  I  had  reckoned  on  nearly  double,  and  now 
I  may  lose  both.  Well,  d  la  grace  du  diable.  I  will 
go  take  a  gallop." 

And  in  another  half  hour  the  aspirant  to  the  hand 
and  fortune  of  Sebastiana  Gonfalon  was  cantering 
round  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  followed  at  the  pre 
scribed  distance  by  Celestin,  who,  mounted  on  a  fine 
English  horse,  near  sixteen  hands  high,  bore  no  slight 
resemblance  to  an  ape  exalted  on  an  elephant. 

CHAPTER    IV. 

THE  CAPTAIN'S  ROOM. 

THE  hotel  of  the  Northern  Eagle,  situated  in  one 
of  the  most  respectable  of  the  numerous  small 
streets  between  the  Kue  St  Honore  and  the  Kue 
Neuve  des  Petits  Champs,  is  one  of  several  hundred 
establishments  of  the  class,  scattered  over  Paris, 
and  which,  although  bearing  the  ambitious  title  of 
"  hotel,""  differ  in  no  essential  respect  from  what  in 
London  are  styled  third  or  fourth  rate  lodging- 
houses.  It  is  a  tall,  narrow,  melancholy-looking 
edifice,  entered  through  an  archway,  which  devours 
a  great  part  of  the  ground-floor,  and  is  closed  at 
night  by  a  heavy  coach-door,  and  in  the  day-time 
by  a  four-foot  palisade,  painted  a  bright  green,  with 
a  gate  in  the  middle,  and  a  noisy  bell  that  rings 
whenever  the  gate  is  opened.  Under  the  archway, 
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and  in  the  little  paved  court  that  terminates  it, 
there  is  always  a  strong  smell  of  blacking  in  the 
morning,  and  an  equally  strong  smell  of  soup  in  the 
afternoon ;  the  former  arising  from  the  labours  of 
Jean,  a  strapping,  broad-shouldered  native  of 
Picardy,  who  makes  beds,  cleans  boots,  and  carries 
water  for  the  entire  hotel ;  the  latter  emanating 
from  a  small,  smoky  den,  not  unlike  a  ship's  ca 
boose,  where  a  dingy  cookmaid  prepares  the  diur- 
iial  pot-au-feu  for  the  mistress  of  the  hotel,  her  son 
and  husband,  and  for  a  couple  of  pensioners,  who, 
in  consideration  of  the  moderate  monthly  pay 
ment  of  fifty  francs  each,  are  admitted  to  share  the 
frugal  ragouts  of  Madame  Duchambre's  dinner-table. 
By  an  architectural  arrangement,  common  enough 
in  old  Paris  houses,  and  which  seems  designed  to 
secure  a  comfortable  gush  of  cold  air  through  the 
crevices  of  every  door  in  the  building,  the  foot  of 
the  staircase  is  in  the  court,  open  to  all  weathers — 
a  circumstance  most  painful  to  Jean,  who  takes 
pride  in  the  polish  of  his  stairs,  and  is  to  be  seen, 
whenever  his  other  avocations  leave  him  a  moment's 
leisure,  busily  repairing,  with  a  brush  buckled  on 
his  foot,  and  a  bit  of  wax  in  a  cleft  stick,  the 
damage  done  to  their  lustre  by  the  muddy  boots  of 
the  lodgers.  The  hotel  contains  about  five-and- 
twenty  rooms,  all  let  singly,  with  the  exception  of 
the  first  floor,  divided  into  two  "  appartemens"  of 
two  rooms  and  a  cupboard  each,  for  which  Madame 
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Duchambre  obtains  the  extravagant  rent  of  ninety 
and  one  hundred  francs  per  month.  Above  the 
first  floor  the  rooms  are  of  various  quality — from  the 
commodious  chamber  which,  by  the  French  system 
of  an  alcove  for  the  bed,  is  converted  in  the  day 
time  into  a  very  tolerable  imitation  of  a  parlour — 
to  the  comfortless  attic,  an  oven  in  summer,  an  ice 
house  in  winter,  dearly  paid  at  five  francs  a-week 
by  some  struggling  artisan  who  works  hard  enough 
in  the  day  to  sleep  anywhere  at  night. 

At  the  period  referred  to  by  this  narrative,  a 
room  upon  the  third  floor  of  the  hotel  of  the 
Northern  Eagle  was  occupied,  as  might  be  ascer 
tained  by  inspection  of  a  lithographed  visiting-card, 
stuck  upon  the  door  with  a  wafer,  by  Godibert 
Carcassonne,  captain  in  the  1st  African  Chasseurs, 
known  emphatically  amongst  the  permanent  ten 
ants  of  the  hotel  as  "  The  Captain."  Not  that 
military  occupants  were  a  rarity  under  the  wings 
of  the  Northern  Eagle ;  captains  were  common 
enough  there — majors  not  very  scarce — and  it  was 
upon  record  that  more  than  one  colonel  had  occu 
pied  the  yellow  salon  upon  the  first  floor.  But 
none  of  these  warriors  bore  comparison  with  Cap 
tain  Carcassonne  in  the  estimation  of  Madame 
Duchambre,  an  elderly  lady  with  a  game  leg,  and 
a  singularly  plain  countenance,  who  had  seen  better 
days,  and  had  a  strong  sense  of  the  proprieties  of 
life.  In  general  she  professed  no  great  affection  for 
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men  of  the  sword,  whom  she  considered  too  much 
addicted  to  strong  drink  and  profane  oaths,  and 
who  did  not  always,  she  said,  respect  la  pudeur  de 
la  maison.  The  captain,  however,  had  completely 
won  her  heart — not  by  any  particular  meekness  or 
abstinence,  for  he  consumed  far  more  cognac  than 
spring  water,  had  a  voice  like  a  deep-mouthed 
mastiff,  and  swore,  when  incensed,  till  the  very 
rafters  trembled.  Nevertheless  he  had  somehow  or 
other  gained  her  affections  ;  partly,  perhaps,  by 
the  regularity  with  which,  upon  all  his  visits  to 
Paris  during  the  previous  fifteen  years,  he  had 
lodged  in  her  house  and  paid  his  bills ;  partly, 
doubtless,  by  the  engaging  familiarity  with  which 
he  helped  himself  from  her  snuff-box,  and  addressed 
her  as  u  Mam  an  Ducharabre." 

It  was  eight  o'clock  at  night,  and,  contrary  to  his 
wont,  Captain  Carcassonne,  instead  of  contesting  a 
pool  at  billiards  in  his  accustomed  cafe,  or  occupy 
ing  a  stall  at  his  favourite  Palais  Eoyal  theatre, 
was  seated  in  his  room  alone,  a  coffee-cup  and  a 
bottle  on  the  table  beside  him,  the  amber  mouth 
piece  of  a  huge  meerschaum  pipe  disappearing  under 
his  heavy  dark  mustache,  smoking  steadily,  and 
reading  the  Sentinelle  de  TArmce.  He  was  a  power 
ful  active  man,  about  forty  years  of  age,  with  a  red- 
brown  complexion,  martial  features,  and  a  cavalier 
air,  in  whom  Algerine  climate  and  fatigues  had 
mitigated,  if  it  had  not  wholly  checked,  that  ten- 
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dency  to  corpulence  early  observable  in  many  French 
cavalry  officers,  for  the  most  part  a  sedentary  and 
full-feeding  race.  Of  a  most  gregarious  disposition, 
no  slight  cause  would  have  induced  the  captain  to 
pass  in  slow  solitude  those  evening  hours,  which, 
according  to  his  creed,  ought  invariably,  in  Paris, 
to  dance  merrily  by  in  the  broad  light  of  gas,  and 
in  the  excitement  of  a  theatre  or  coffee-house.  Nei 
ther  was  it,  in  his  eyes,  a  trifle  that  had  placed  him, 
as  he  expressed  it,  under  close  arrest  for  the  evening. 
He  was  paying  a  small  instalment  of  a  debt  of 
gratitude,  which  many  would  have  held  expunged 
by  lapse  of  time,  but  which  Carcassonne  still  remem 
bered  and  willingly  acknowledged.  Many  years 
previously — within  a  twelvemonth  after  his  promo 
tion  from  a  sergeantcy  in  a  crack  hussar  regiment 
to  a  cornetcy  in  a  corps  of  chasseurs,  newly  formed 
for  African  service,  and  in  which  he  had  since  sabred 
his  way  to  the  command  of  a  troop — Godibert  Car 
cassonne,  when  on  leave  of  absence  at  Paris,  had 
been  led,  by  thoughtlessness  and  by  evil  associates, 
rather  than  by  innate  vice,  into  a  scrape  which 
threatened  to  blast  his  prospects  in  the  army,  and 
consequently  in  life,  and  of  his  extrication  from 
which  there  was  no  possibility,  unless  he  could 
immediately  procure  five  thousand  francs.  The 
sum  was  trifling,  but  to  him  it  seemed  immense,  for 
he  estimated  it  by  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  it. 
Driven  to  desperation,  thoughts  of  suicide  beset 
8  s 
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him,  when  at  that  critical  moment  a  friend  came  to 
the  rescue.  By  the  merest  chance  he  stumbled 
upon  a  former  school-fellow,  a  native  of  the  same 
department  as  himself,  and  his  accomplice  in  many 
a  boyish  frolic.  They  had  not  seen  each  other  for 
years.  When  Carcassonne  was  taken  by  the  con 
scription,  his  schoolmate  had  already  departed  to 
seek  fortune  at  Paris,  the  Eldorado  of  provincials, 
and  there,  whilst  the  smart  but  penniless  young 
soldier  was  slowly  working  his  way  to  a  commis 
sion,  he  had  taken  root  and  prospered.  He  was  not 
yet  a  wealthy  man,  but  neither  was  he  a  needy  or  a 
niggardly  one  ;  for,  on  hearing  the  tale  of  his  friend's 
difficulties,  he  offered  him,  after  a  few  moments'  inter 
nal  calculation,  the  loan  of  the  sum  on  which  his  fate 
depended,  and  gruffly  cut  short  the  impetuous  ex 
pression  of  gratitude  with  which  the  generous  offer 
was  joyfully  accepted.  The  loan  was  in  fact  a  gift ; 
for  when,  sometime  afterwards,  Carcassonne  remitted 
to  his  friend  a  small  instalment  of  his  debt,  scraped 
together  by  a  pinching  economy  that  did  him  honour, 
out  of  his  slender  pay,  the  little  draft  was  returned 
to  him,  with  the  words,  "  You  shall  pay  me  when 
you  are  colonel."  And  as  all  subsequent  attempts 
were  met  by  the  same  answer,  the  money  was  still 
unpaid.  But  never  did  loan  bear  better  interest  of 
gratitude.  Carcassonne  had  never  forgotten  the 
obligation,  was  never  weary  of  seeking  opportunities 
of  requiting  it.  These  were  hard  to  find,  for  his 
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friend  was  now  a  rich  man,  and  there  was  little  th-e 
dragoon  could  do  for  him  beyond  choosing  his 
horses,  and  giving  his  grooms  valuable  veterinary 
hints,  derived  from  his  long  experience  of  the  cheval- 
ine  race  in  the  stables  of  the  1st  Chasseurs.  Once 
only  was  he  fortunate  enough  to  hear  his  benefactor 
slightingly  spoken  of  at  a  public  table  in  Paris. 
That  was  a  happy  day  for  Carcassonne,  and  a  sad  one 
for  the  offender,  who  was  taken  home  a  few  hours 
afterwards  with  a  pistol  bullet  in  his  shoulder. 

The  object  of  this  devoted  attachment,  on  the 
part  of  the  rough  but  honest-hearted  soldier,  was 
not  insensible  to  the  sincerity  and  value  of  such 
friendship,  and  returned  it  after  his  own  fashion, 
that  is  to  say,  somewhat  as  the  owner  of  a  noble 
dog  permits  its  demonstrations  of  affection,  and  re 
quites  them  by  an  occasional  caress.  When  Car 
cassonne  came  to  Paris,  which  he  did  as  often  as 
he  could  get  leave  of  absence  from  his  duties  in 
Africa,  his  first  visit  was  always  for  his  benefactor, 
who  invariably  got  up  a  dinner  for  him — not  at  his 
own  house,  which  the  dragoon  would  have  considered 
a  tame  proceeding,  but  at  some  renowned  restaur 
ant — a  regular  bamboche,  as  the  African  styled  it, 
where  champagne  corks  flew  and  punch  flamed  from 
six  in  the  evening  till  any  hour  after  midnight. 
Then,  the  civilian's  occupations  being  numerous,  and 
his  sphere  of  life  quite  different  from  that  of  the 
soldier,  the  two  saw  but  little  of  each  other,  except 
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through  a  casual  meeting  in  the  rich  man's  stables, 
or  on  the  boulevard,  or  when — but  this  was  very 
rare — Carcassonne  was  surprised  in  his  room,  at  the 
Northern  Eagle,  by  an  unexpected  but  most  wel 
come  visit  from  his  friend,  come  to  smoke  a  passing 
cigar,  and  have  ten  minutes'  chat  over  boyish  days 
and  reminiscences. 

These  visits  were  a  great  treat  to  the  captain  ; 
and  it  \vas  the  anticipation  of  one  of  them  that  now 
kept  him  in  his  room.  To  his  astonishment,  he  had 
received  that  morning  a  note  from  his  friend,  re 
questing  him  to  remain  at  home  in  the  evening,  as 
he  would  call  upon  and  crave  a  service  of  him. 
Carcassonne  was  delighted  at  the  intimation,  and 
not  feeling  quite  certain  when  evening  might  be 
said  to  begin,  he  shut  himself  up  in  his  room  at 
four  o'clock,  ordered  in  dinner  from  a  neighbouring 
traiteur,  sipped  his  coffee  in  contented  solitude,  and 
now  awaited,  with  the  dutiful  patience  of  a  soldier 
on  sentry,  the  promised  coming  of  his  friend.  At 
last  a  cough  and  a  heavy  footstep  were  heard  upon 
the  stairs  ;  the  captain  took  up  a  candle,  opened  the 
door,  and,  stepping  out  into  the  gloomy  corridor, 
the  light  fell  upon  the  tall  ungainly  figure  and 
sullen  features  of  Sigismund  Fatello. 

"  Come  in,  my  dear  fellow,"  cried  Carcassonne, 
in  his  stentorian  tones,  and  with  a  soldier's  oath. 
'*  I've  expected  you  these  three  hours.  What — 
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wet?  Snow?  Come  to  the  fire,  and  take  a  sup  of 
cognac  till  the  punch  is  made." 

It  snowed  heavily  out  side,  and  the  banker's  upper- 
coat  had  caught  a  few  large  flakes  in  crossing  the 
court.  He  heeded  them  not,  but  putting  clown, 
untasted,  the  glass  of  brandy  handed  to  him  by  the 
captain,  he  took  a  chair,  and  motioned  Carcassonne 
to  another. 

"  What  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  you,  Sigis- 
mund?"  said  the  captain,  looking  hard  at  his  friend. 
"Are  you  ill?" 

"  Better  than  I  have  for  a  long  time  been.  Fresh 
from  a  wedding." 

"  Oho  !"  said  Carcassonne.  "  I  thought  you  had 
not  put  on  full  dress  to  visit  your  old  comrade  in 
his  den  at  the  Northern  Eagle.  And  whose  wed 
ding  was  it?" 

"A  singular  one,"  replied  the  banker,  parrying 
the  question.  "  Strangely  brought  about,  certainly. 
Would  you  like  to  hear  its  history,  Carcassonne?" 

"  By  all  means,"  said  the  captain,  who  always 
liked  whatever  Fatello  proposed.  But  the  business 
you  came  about  ? — you  said  I  could  do  something 
for  you.  What  is  it?" 

"Plenty  of  time  for  that.  It  will  keep.  Let 
me  tell  you  of  this  marriage." 

"  Delighted  to  listen,"  said  Carcassonne,  settling 
himself  in  his  chair,  and  filling  his  pipe  from  a  huge 
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embroidered  bag,  once  the  property  of  an  Arabian 
Emir's  lady,  but  which  a  razzia  had  degraded  into 
a  raceptacle  for  tobacco. 

"  You  must  know,  then,  Carcassonne,"  said  Fa- 
tello,  "  that  a  friend  of  mine,  named  Oliver,  a  man 
of  middle  age,  more  calculated  to  shine  in  a  count 
ing-house  than  in  a  boudoir,  was  fool  enough,  not 
very  long  ago,  to  fall  in  love  with  a  beautiful  girl, 
twenty  years  younger  than  himself ;  and  as  he  was 
rich,  and  her  father  avaricious,  the  marriage  was 
brought  about,  although  not  altogether  with  her 
good  will." 

"  Bad,"  quoth  the  captain,  between  two  puffs  of 
his  pipe.  "  An  unwilling  bride  is  apt  to  prove  a 
sour  wife." 

"  Once  married,"  continued  Fatello,  without  heed 
ing  his  friend's  interruption,  "  Oliver,  who  knew  he 
had  not  his  wife's  love,  spared  no  pains  to  obtain 
her  friendship.  He  was  not  such  a  man,  either  by 
person,  manners,  or  temper,  as  women  are  apt  to 
fancy ;  but,  to  atone  for  his  deficiencies,  he  covered 
her  with  gold,  was  the  slave  of  her  caprices,  fore 
stalled  her  slightest  wish.  Her  amusement  and 
happiness  were  the  whole  study  of  his  life ;  and 
after  a  while  his  efforts  seemed  crowned  with  suc 
cess.  She  treated  him  as  a  friend,  and  appeared 
contented  with  her  lot.  This  was  all  he  had  dared 
to  hope,  and,  having  attained  this,  he  was  happy. 
His  existence,  from  boyhood  upwards,  had  been 
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agitated  and  laborious,  but  riches  had  rewarded  his 
toils,  and  he  could  now  look  forward  to  a  long  period 
of  happiness  and  repose.  At  the  very  moment  he 
indulged  these  visions  of  a  bright  future,  a  single 
word,  whispered  in  his  ear  by  a  physician  of  high 
repute,  crumbled  the  entire  fabric.  That  word  was 
Consumption,  and  when  he  heard  it  he  knew  his 
doom  was  sealed.  His  father,  his  elder  brother,  his 
sisters,  all  had  been  carried  off,  in  the  prime  of  their 
strength,  by  the  insidious  disease,  whose  germ,  im 
planted  in  their  system  before  they  saw  the  light, 
was  ineradicable  by  the  resources  of  art.  The  shock 
was  severe — it  could  not  be  otherwise — for  most  of 
the  things  were  his  for  which  men  prize  life.  But 
he  was  no  poltroon,  to  pine  at  the  approach  of 
death ;  and  he  nerved  himself  to  meet  like  a  man 
his  inevitable  fate.  Although  with  scarce  a  shadow 
of  hope,  he  neglected  no  means  of  combating  the 
deadly  malady ;  and,  enjoining  secresy  to  his  phy 
sician,  he  concealed  from  every  one  his  belief  that 
his  days  were  numbered  and  his  race  wellnigh  run. 
He  was  cairn  and  resigned,  if  not  hopeful,  when  he 
one  day  received  a  letter  that  chilled  his  very  soul. 
His  wife,  it  told  him,  loved  another,  whom  she 
would  meet  that  night  at  a  masquerade.  Although 
anonymous,  its  indications  were  so  precise,  that 
Oliver,  spurred  by  fiercest  jealousy,  disguised  him 
self  and  went  secretly  to  the  ball.  There  he  discov 
ered  his  wife,  in  the  company  of  a  foreign  fopling, 
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who,  for  some  time  previously,  had  been  a  frequent 
visitor  at  his  house.  He  kept  near  them,  occasionally 
catching  a  sentence  confirmatory  of  his  suspicions, 
until  they  withdrew  from  the  crowd,  and  sought  a 
retired  nook,  where  to  converse  uninterrupted.  He 
found  means  to  secrete  himself  in  their  vicinity, 
and  overheard — no  evidence  of  his  dishonour,  for 
then  he  had  stabbed  them  where  they  stood — but 
words  whence  he  gathered  the  existence  of  the  most 
heartless,  perfidious,  and  cold-blooded  calculation. 

"  The  wife  of  his  bosom,  to  gain  whose  affection 
he  had  squandered  millions,  and  changed  his  very 
nature,  impatiently  awaited  his  death  to  bestow  her 
hand,  and  the  fortune  he  should  bequeath  her,  on 
the  smooth-tongued  seducer  whose  arts  had  be 
guiled  her.  The  secret  of  his  fatal  malady  had  been 
divulged  by  the  physician,  to  whom  alone  it  was 
known,  in  the  hearing  of  this  foreign  adventurer, 
who,  ever  upon  the  watch  to  redeem  his  broken  for 
tunes  by  a  wealthy  marriage,  profited  by  the  disclo 
sure.  He  obtained  an  introduction  to  Oliver's  house, 
and  applied  every  art  and  energy  to  gain  his  wife's 
affections.  He  was  but  too  successful.  She  listened 
to  his  protestations,  and  on  learning  her  husband's 
impending  death,  pledged  herself  to  become  his, 
when  she  should  be  released  by  it  from  ties  she 
abhorred.  All  this,  and  more,  Oliver  gathered  from 
their  conversation,  to  which  he  had  the  courage  to 
listen  to  the  end,  although  each  sentence  went  to 
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his  heart  like  a  stab,  leaving  in  the  wound  the  venom 
of  hate  aiid  jealousy,  to  rankle  there  until  the  latest 
moment  of  his  life.  What  had  you  done,  Carcas 
sonne,  had  you  been  in  his  place?" 

"  Pardieu !"  said  the  captain,  who  had  listened 
with  profound  attention,  and  great  expenditure  of 
smoke,  to  his  friend's  narrative  ;  "I  can  hardly  say, 
Sigismund.  If  I  had  kept  my  hands  off  the  but 
terfly  scoundrel,  when  I  heard  him  courting  my  wife, 
I  should  have  followed  him  when  he  had  had  his 
chat  out,  and  requested  the  pleasure  of  crossing 
swords  with  him  at  his  earliest  convenience  ;  and 
had  I  got  one  good  cut  at  him,  he  should  not  have 
needed  another.  What  did  your  friend?." 

"  Very  nearly  what  you  have  said.  He  went 
home  and  destroyed  his  will,  and  made  another. 
Then  he  sought  his  enemy,  to  challenge  him  to  an 
instant  encounter.  The  mean  villain  denied  his 
treachery,  and  swore  that  she,  to  whom  his  vows  of 
love  were  addressed,  was  not  Oliver's  wife,  but  his 
sister-in-law.  Oliver  well  knew  this  to  be  a  lie, 
but  he  affected  to  believe  he  had  been  deceived  by 
similarity  of  dress  and  imperfect  hearing,  for  the 
subterfuge  had  suddenly  suggested  to  him  a  sure 
means  of  punishing  his  faithless  wife,  and  defeating 
her  seducer's  aim.  He  declared  himself  willing  to 
aid  the  views  of  the  foreigner — one  Baron  Steinfeld, 
an  Austrian  of  high  family,  but  ruined  fortunes— 
and  to  urge  his  sister-in-law  to  accept  his  hand. 
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Disagreeably  surprised  at  sucli  willingness,  where 
he  had  wished  and  expected  opposition,  Steinfeld 
strove  to  recede,  but  found  extrication  impossible 
from  the  trap  he  had  rushed  into.  Finally  he  was 
compelled  to  yield ;  the  less  unwillingly  because 
the  bride  thus  given  him  was  not  without  fortune, 
which  Oliver  exaggerated,  the  better  to  allure  him. 
So  that  when  Oliver  left  him,  it  was  to  convey  his 
formal  proposals  to  the  lady,  who  was  nothing  loath, 
and  to-day  they  were  married." 

"  To-day ! "  exclaimed  Carcassonne.  "  This,  then, 
is  the  wedding  you  come  from.  And  what  said  Ma 
dame  Oliver?" 

"  What  could  she  say?  Made  all  the  secret  op 
position  she  could,  no  doubt ;  and  then,  finding  it 
in  vain — for  her  sister  seemed  as  much  fascinated  by 
the  Austrian  Lothario  as  she  was  herself — she  took 
ill  and  kept  her  bed.  It  needed  all  her  woman's  pride 
and  her  fear  of  malicious  comment  to  carry  her 
calmly  through  to-day's  ceremonies  and  festivities." 

"  A  very  strange  tale  1 "  cried  the  captain.  "  And 
all  true,  eh?" 

"  To  the  letter.  But  that  is  not  all.  To-day, 
after  the  marriage,  Oliver  sought  five  minutes'  con 
versation  with  his  newly-made  brother-in-law ;  and 
his  first  act,  when  they  were  alone,  was  to  hand 
him  the  anonymous  letter  he  had  received  on  the 
day  of  the  masquerade,  in  which  was  mentioned  the 
colour  of  the  ribbons  worn  by  Madame  Oliver  at  the 
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ball,  as  a  sign  by  which  Steinfeld  was  to  distinguish 
her  amongst  the  crowd  of  dominoes." 

"  Good  I"  said  Carcassonne,  emphatically,  "  And 
what  said  the  Kaiserlic  ?" 

"  Denied  everything,  until  Oliver  recapitulated, 
word  for  word,  certain  phrases  of  the  conversation 
he  had  overheard.  This  struck  him  dumb  ;  but 
soon  he  recovered  his  effrontery,  and  expressed 
surprise  at  Oliver's  reviving  the  subject,  especially 
at  that  moment." 

"  '  Since  you  deemed  it  advisable  to  overlook  the 
offence  at  the  time,  and  to  promote  my  marriage 
witli  your  sister-in-law,'  he  said,  '  I  cannot  under 
stand  your  motive  for  now  raking  up  the  grievance.' 

"  '  I  will  explain,'  replied  Oliver.  '  I  married 
you  to  my  sister-in-law  that  you  might  never  be 
my  widow's  husband,  whether  I  die  a  few  months 
hence,  by  the  hand  of  God,  or  to-morrow  by  yours, 
in  the  duel  which  shall  no  longer  be  delayed.'  " 

"The  devil!"  shouted  the  captain,  at  this  an 
nouncement.  "  Your  friend  Oliver  is  the  wrong 
man  to  jest  with,  I  see  that.  But  will  he  really 
fight  his  sister's  husband?" 

"  He  really  will,"  replied  Fatello,  calmly.  "Should 
you  scruple,  in  his  place?" 

"  By  my  soul,  it's  hard  to  say,  till  one  is  tried. 
We  a,re  used  in  Africa  to  hear  fellows  reckoning  on 
our  boots  before  we  think  of  leaving  them  off.  But 
that  hurts  neither  us  nor  the  boots,  whilst  a  man's 


70  TALES  FKOM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

wife It  is  aggravating,  certainly,  particularly  to 

a  man  of  your  Oliver's  temper.  A  saint  or  a  priest 
might  not  approve,  but,  as  a  soldier  and  sinner,  I 
must  say  revenge,  in  such  a  case,  seems  sweet  and 
natural." 

"  Then,"  said  Fatello,  "  I  may  reckon  on  your 
assistance  to-morrow?" 

"  On  my  assistance  ! — I — you  !  What  the  devil 
do  you  mean?"  cried  Carcassonne,  dropping  his 
pipe,  and  starting  from  his  seat  in  extraordinary 
perturbation. 

"  Merely  that  my  friend  Oliver  and  your  friend 
Fatello  are  one  and  the  same  person,  whose  busi 
ness  here  to-night  is  to  ask  you  to  second  him  in 
his  duel  to-morrow  with  Baron  Ernest  von  Stein- 
feld,  married  this  morning  to  Mademoiselle  Sebas- 
tiana  Gonfalon/' 

CHAPTER  v. 

THE  DAY  AFTER  THE  WEDDING. 

IT  may  easily  be  imagined  that  Steinfeld,  bravo 
as  he  unquestionably  was,  did  not  feel  particularly 
pleased  at  finding  himself  called  upon  to  risk  his 
life  in  a  profitless  duel,  at  the  very  moment  when 
that  life  had  acquired  fresh  value  in  his  eyes, 
through  his  acquisition  of  a  pretty  wife  and  a  hand 
some  fortune.  The  former,  it  is  true,  the  baron, 
whose  utter  selfishness  made  him  incapable  of  love 
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in  the  higher  sense  of  the  word,  prized  only  as  a 
child  does  a  new  plaything,  or  an  epicure  a  fresh 
dish  presented  to  his  sated  palate.  Pretty  and 
attractive  as  his  bride  was,  her  personal  charms 
weighed  far  less  with  him  than  her  golden  ones. 
Even  in  these  he  had  been  somewhat  disappointed. 
Although  considerable,  they  were  less  than  Fatello' s 
round-numbered  generalities  had  led  him  to  expect; 
and,  moreover,  when  the  time  came  to  discuss  the  set 
tlements,  the  banker  fought  hard  to  secure  his  sis 
ter-in-law's  fortune  upon  her  own  head  and  that  of 
her  children.  This,  however,  Steinfeld  vigorously 
resisted,  urging  the  necessity  of  extricating  his 
estates  from  pawn ;  and  Sebastiana,  enamoured  of 
her  handsome  bridegroom,  and  whose  ardent  and 
jealous  imagination  drew  a  romantic  picture  of  a 
tete-a-tete  existence  in  a  secluded  chateau,  far  from 
the  rivalries  of  a  capital,  expressed  so  strongly  her 
will  to  apply  her  fortune  in  the  manner  Steinfeld 
desired,  that  Fatello,  after  much  opposition,  and 
with  no  good  grace,  was  compelled  to  yield  the 
point.  The  sum  thus  placed  in  the  Austrian's 
power,  although  less  than  he  had  anticipated,  was 
yet  so  large  to  a  man  in  his  position,  that  its  pos 
session  threw  a  pleasant  rose-coloured  tint  over  his 
existence,  of  which  the  prospect  of  poverty  and  the 
annoyances  of  duns  had  for  some  time  past  deprived 
it.  So  that  when,  upon  his  wedding-day,  Fatello 
fiercely  taxed  him  with  his  perfidy,  repeated  the 
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words  of  insult  lie  had  addressed  to  him  on  the 
morrow  of  the  masquerade,  and  insisted  upon  a 
duel,  the  baron  did  all  in  his  power  to  pacify  him, 
urging  their  new  but  near  connection  as  an  insu 
perable  obstacle  to  a  quarrel,  and  even  humbling 
himself  to  express  contrition  for  his  offence,  which 
he  persisted,  however,  would  have  been  viewed  as 
but  a  venial  one  by  any  but  so  morbid,  jealous,  and 
vindictive  a  person  as  Fatello,  and  which,  in  no 
case,  considering  the  relation  they  now  stood  in  to 
each  other,  could  be  held  to  justify  them  in  seeking 
each  other's  life.  But  to  his  expostulations,  apol 
ogies,  and  arguments,  Fatello  replied  with  such 
savage  invective  and  ungovernable  violence,  taunt 
ing  the  baron  with  cowardice,  and  threatening  him, 
if  he  refused  the  reparation  demanded,  with  public 
exposure  and  manual  chastisement  —  threats,  of 
whose  execution  Fatello's  intemperate  character 
and  colossal  frame  (the  latter  still  muscular  and 
powerful  in  spite  of  the  disease  mining  it)  allowed 
very  little  doubt — that  Steinfeld  saw  there  was  no 
alternative  but  to  accept  the  meeting ;  and,  assum 
ing  the  cold  and  haughty  tone  of  an  injured  man, 
he  briefly  arranged  with  Fatello  its  principal  con 
ditions.  To  avoid  scandal,  and  to  insure,  as  far  as 
possible,  the  safety  of  the  survivor,  the  duel  was  to 
take  place  in  the  grounds  of  a  country-house  be 
longing  to  the  banker,  at  about  a  league  from  Paris, 
and  the  seconds  and  surgeon  were  to  be  pledged  to 
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the  strictest  secresy.  Fatello  named  Captain  Car 
cassonne,  and  Steinfeld  the  Viscount  Arthur  de 
Mellay,  between  whom  the  details  of  the  affair  were 
to  be  settled. 

Both  the  principals,  however,  in  this  singular 
duel,  were  destined  to  experience  difficulties  from 
the  friends  they  had  fixed  upon  to  second  them. 
Captain  Carcassonne,  who  himself  cared  no  more 
for  a  duel  than  an  English  prizefighter  does  for  a 
round  with  the  gloves,  and  who  never  slept  a  wink 
the  fewer,  or  ate  a  mouthful  less  breakfast  before 
going  out  to  fight  one,  was  seized  with  a  sudden 
trepidation  when  he  learned  that  his  friend,  whom 
he  well  knew  to  be  unskilled  in  fence  and  fire,  was 
to  enter  the  field  with  a  man  reputed  expert  in  both. 
At  first  he  would  not  hear  of  the  meeting  taking 
place,  swearing,  in  direct  opposition  to  what  he  had 
just  before  said,  that  he  should  not  think  of  fighting 
for  such  a  trifle.  When  this  plea  was  overruled,  a 
bright  idea  struck  him.  He  would  pick  a  quarrel 
with  Steinfeld,  and  wing  him  with  a  pistol-shot,  or 
spoil  his  beauty  with  a  sabre  cut,  just  as  Fatello 
chose ;  ay,  would  kill  him  outright,  if  nothing  less 
would  satisfy  his  vindictive  friend.  But  Fatello, 
whose  morbid  desire  of  revenge  had  assumed  the 
character  of  a  monomania,  rejected  all  the  captain's 
plans  ;  and  Carcassonne,  whose  affection  and  defer 
ence  for  his  old  campanion  and  benefactor  were  un 
bounded,  ceased  to  make  objections,  and  fixed  his 
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thoughts  solely  upon  the  necessary  preliminaries. 
As  to  Fatello's  announcement  of  the  danger  his  life 
was  in  from  lurking  disease  (a  danger  more  remote, 
but  also  more  certain  than  that  he  would  incur  upon 
the  morrow),  it  would  deeply  have  grieved  the  wor 
thy  captain  had  he  attached  the  least  credit  to  it ; 
but  his  contempt  for  doctors  and  their  prognostica 
tions  prevented  his  dwelling  on  it  longer  than  to 
give  a  smile  to  the  credulity  of  his  friend.  Mean 
while  Steinfeld  had  some  trouble  with  de  Mellay. 
It  not  being  the  fashion  in  France  for  newly-mar 
ried  couples  to  escape  from  the  place  of  their  wed 
ding  as  fast  as  four  posters  can  carry  them,  the 
baron  had  taken  his  bride  to  his  house  in  the  Eue 
St  Lazare,  which  a  little  arrangement  had  adapted 
for  their  residence  during  the  few  days  that  were 
to  elapse  before  their  departure  for  Germany. 
There,  upon  the  evening  of  his  wedding-day,  he  had 
a  conference  with  the  viscount,  who,  startled,  like 
Carcassonne,  at  the  news  of  the  projected  duel,  in 
sisted  on  full  explanations  before  consenting  to  ren 
der  Steinfeld  the  service  required  of  him.  These 
explanations  Steinfeld  was  compelled  to  give ;  and 
although  he  spread  over  them  a  varnish  favourable 
to  himself,  de  Mellay  plainly  saw  that  the  part  the 
Austrian  had  played  in  the  whole  affair  did  him  no 
credit,  and  that  Fatello's  extraordinary  vindictive- 
ness,  if  not  justified,  was  in  some  degree  extenuated, 
by  his  adversary's  perfidious  manoeuvres  and  gross 
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breach  of  hospitality.  He  at  first  insisted  on  at 
tempting  a  reconciliation,  but  Steinfeld  having  con 
vinced  him  of  its  impossibility,  he  would  not  refuse 
to  stand  by  an  intimate  friend  and  companion,  who 
had  more  than  once  gone  upon  the  ground  with 
him.  He  suggested,  however  —  almost,  indeed, 
made  it  a  condition  —  that  the  baron  should  fire 
wide,  or  not  at  all,  the  first  time,  in  doing  which  he 
ran  little  risk,  for  Fatello  was  known  to  be  unskilled 
with  the  pistol.  De  Mellay  resolved  to  place  the 
duellists  as  far  apart  as  possible,  and  to  make  them 
fire  together.  He  made  sure  Fatello  would  miss 
the  first  shot,  and  that  then,  if  Steinfeld  had  not 
fired;  the  affair  could  easily  be  made  up. 

It  was  three  in  the  afternoon,  and  the  snow  lay 
thick  upon  the  ground,  when  Steinfeld  and  his 
second  entered  a  small  door  in  the  paling  of  the 
banker's  park,  at  a  short  distance  from  which  they 
had  dismissed  their  hackney  coach.  Fatello,  Car 
cassonne,  and  Dr  Pilori,  had  preceded  them  in  the 
banker's  carriage.  The  five  men  met  upon  a  bowl 
ing-green  surrounded  by  trees,  which,  although 
leafless,  were  so  thickly  planted  as  to  form  an  im 
pervious  screen.  More  for  form's  sake  and  the 
satisfaction  of  conscience,  than  with  hope  of  suc 
cess,  the  seconds  essayed  a  reconciliation.  The 
attempt  was  rendered  fruitless  by  Fatello's  firm 
determination  ;  and  after  a  brief  conference  between 
the  viscount  and  Carcassonne,  the  combatants  were 
8  T 
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placed  at  twenty  paces.  It  was  agreed  they  were 
to  fire  together,  when  six  had  been  counted.  The 
seconds  stepped  aside.  Carcassonne  counted.  When 
he  came  to  "5/0?,"  a  single  report  followed.  Stein- 
feld  staggered.  De  Mellay  ran  to  him. 

"  Nothing,"  said  the  baron.  "  My  dear  brother- 
in-law  shoots  better  than  I  thought,  that  is  all." 
And  he  showed  a  rent  made  by  Fatello's  bullet  in 
the  front  of  his  tightly-buttoned  surtout,  near  the 
waist.  A  button  had  been  cut  away,  and  the  ball 
had  grazed  the  skin,  but  without  drawing  blood. 

"  This  shall  not  avail  you,  sir,"  cried  Fatello,  in 
a  tone  of  indescribable  exasperation.  "  We  came 
to  fight,  not  to  play.  Fire,  sir !  "  And  he  stood 
sideways,  expecting  his  adversary's  bullet. 

Steinfeld  smiled  bitterly.  Then,  raising  his 
pistol,  he  took  aim  at  a  redbreast,  which,  scared 
from  the  bough  by  Fatello's  fire,  had  again  settled, 
tamed  by  cold  and  hunger,  upon  a  sapling  five-and- 
twenty  paces  off.  Bark  and  feathers  flew  at  the 
same  time,  and  the  unlucky  little  bird  lay  disem 
bowelled  upon  the  snow.  Carcassonne  and  de 
Mellay  exchanged  a  word  or  two,  and  advanced 
towards  Fatello. 

"  Enough  done,  my  dear  Sigismund,"  said  the 
captain.  "  After  the  baron's  forbearance,  this  can 
go  no  farther." 

Fatello's  reply  was  a  torrent  of  imprecations. 
His  eyes  were  bloodshot,  his  cheeks  pale  as  death ; 
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he  was  insane  with  passion.  The  captain  in  vain 
endeavoured  to  soothe  and  calm  him.  He  raged 
arid  stormed  like  a  madman. 

"  Monsieur  Fatello,"  said  de  Mellay  with  surprise 
— almost  with  disgust — "for  heaven's  sake  com 
pose  yourself.  This  persistence  is  unworthy  of  you. 
What  injury  have  you  received  to  justify  such  malig 
nity  ?  Neither  your  second  nor  myself  can  let  this 
affair  proceed,  otherwise  than  to  a  reconciliation." 

There  was  a  decision  in  the  young  man's  tone 
and  manner  that  seemed  to  strike  Fatello  and  check 
his  fury.  For  a  moment  or  two  he  gazed  silently 
at  the  viscount,  as  if  recalled  to  reason  by  his  re 
monstrance.  It  was  the  trick  of  the  maniac,  to  put 
the  keeper  off  his  guard.  Suddenly  pushing  Car 
cassonne  aside,  he  reached,  in  two  bounds,  a  pistol- 
case  that  lay  open  at  a  short  distance,  and,  seizing 
one  of  the  weapons,  levelled  it  at  Steinfeld.  With 
a  cry  of  horror,  de  Mellay  and  Carcassonne  threw 
themselves  before  the  baron. 

"This  is  murder!"  exclaimed  the  viscount. 

"  Stop ! "  said  Steinfeld,  pale,  but  quite  calm. 
"Wait  a  moment,  sir,  and  you  shall  be  satisfied. 
There  is  no  alternative,  my  dear  de  Mellay.  Mon 
sieur  Fatello  insists.  Give  me  the  other  pistol." 

De  Mellay  hesitated,  and  looked  at  the  captain. 

"Ma  foil"  said  Carcassonne,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  as  if  he  thought  a  bullet  more  or  less 
hardly  worth  so  much  discussion — "  if  they  will 
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have  it ! "  The  principals  resumed  their  ground, 
and  the  word  was  again  given.  This  time  both 
pistols  were  discharged.  Steinfeld  stirred  not,  but 
Fatello  fell  to  the  ground  and  lay  there  without 
motion.  Dr  Pilori  ran  forward,  arid,  kneeling  beside 
him,  unbuttoned  his  coat.  There  was  a  small  blue 
spot  on  the  breast,  from  which  oozed  a  drop  or  two 
of  blood.  The  doctor  seized  the  wrist  of  the  fallen 
man.  Steinfeld  and  the  seconds  gazed  anxiously 
in  his  face,  awaiting  his  verdict. 

"  I  aimed  at  his  arm/'  said  Steinfeld  gloomily, 
"  but  the  cold  made  my  hand  shake." 

Carcassonne  seemed  not  to  hear  the  remark.  De 
Mellay  glanced  at  the  baron,  and  then  at  the  bird 
that  lay  upon  the  blood-sprinkled  snow  more  than 
twenty  yards  off. 

ie  Quite  dead,"  said  Pilori,  letting  the  arm  fall. 
"  It  is  a  painful  thing  to  kill  a  man,"  added  the 
materialist  doctor  to  Steinfeld,  who  stood  regarding 
his  victim  with  a  moody  and  regretful  gaze.  "  It 
may  be  satisfactory  to  you  to  know  that  he  could 
not  have  lived  six  months  longer." 

In  France,  a  few  years  ago,  duels,  even  when 
fatal  in  result,  did  not  necessarily  entail  strict  judi 
cial  investigation,  unless  such  investigation  was 
provoked  by  the  friends  of  the  fallen  man.  In  the 
instance  here  recorded  no  one  thought  proper  to 
take  vindictive  steps.  Fatello's  coachman  was  in 
structed,  and  largely  bribed,  to  say  that  his  master 
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had  been  struck  with  apoplexy  in  his  carriage, 'and 
that,  on  discovering  his  condition,  he  had  at  once 
driven  him  to  Dr  Pilori.  The  physician's  arrival 
at  the  house,  in  company  with  the  corpse,  and  the 
absence  of  hemorrhage  from  the  wound,  rendered  it 
easy  to  conceal  the  latter,  and  gave  plausibility  to 
the  story,  which  found  general  credit.  It  was  not 
till  several  days  afterwards  that  a  report  spread  of 
the  real  cause  of  the  banker's  death.  Even  then  it 
attained  little  publicity,  and  by  many  was  looked 
upon  as  a  malicious  fabrication.  Before  it  got  wind, 
however,  the  survivors  of  the  domestic  drama  we 
have  narrated,  were  far  from  its  scene.  By  a  will 
made  a  month  before  his  death,  Fatello  had  left  the 
whole  of  his  great  riches,  with  the  exception  of 
some  munificent  donations  to  public  charities,  and 
of  an  ample  legacy  to  Captain  Carcassonne,  to  a 
cousin  of  his  own  name  in  Alsace.  But  he  could 
not  alienate  his  wife's  fortune,  or  deprive  her  of  the 
splendid  jointure  secured  to  her  by  her  father's 
cautious  greediness  ;  and  these  constituted  very 
large  wealth,  with  which  his  widow,  shortly  after 
his  death,  left  Paris  for  her  native  country.  Her 
Parisian  friends  and  acquaintances  were  edified,  in 
the  highest  degree,  by  the  grief  she  displayed  at 
Fatello's  decease.  She  was  disconsolate  ;  and,  for 
at  least  a  day  and  a  half,  "  cette  pauvre  Madame 
Fatello"  was  the  prevailing  topic  of  conversation, 
and  the  object  of  universal  sympathy.  Henpecked 
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husbands  held  her  up  as  a  model  of  conjugal  affec 
tion;  and  wicked  wives  secretly  wondered  at  the 
poignant  regret  shown  by  such  a  young,  rich,  and 
handsome  widow,  for  so  ugly,  unprepossessing,  and 
morose  a  man.  But  it  occurred  to  no  one  to  seek 
the  cause  of  her  excessive  grief  in  a  bridal  wreath 
instead  of  in  a  funeral  shroud ;  to  trace  the  source 
of  her  sorrow  to  the  loss  of  an  expected  husband 
whom  she  passionately  loved,  not  to  that  of  a 
departed  one,  whom  she  never  regretted. 

Although  little  apprehensive  of  persecution,  many 
motives  concurred  to  render  Paris  an  undesirable 
residence  for  the  survivor  of  the  duel  in  which 
Fatello  met  his  death.  The  day  after  the  fatal 
meeting,  a  travelling  carriage  left  Paris  by  the  road 
to  Brussels.  It  contained  Ernest  von  Steinfeld  and 
his  bride.  In  spite  of  some  practice  in  duelling, 
and  of  the  triple  armour  of  selfishness  in  which  he 
was  habitually  cased,  there  was  a  cloud  upon  the 
baron's  brow  which  change  of  scene  and  the  caresses 
of  his  young  wife  did  not  always  suffice  to  dissipate. 
And,  although  sensible  to  his  bride's  beauty  and 
fascination,  and  grateful,  as  far  as  it  was  in  his 
nature  to  be  so,  for  the  passionate  affection  she 
showed  him,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  he  would 
not  have  repulsed  her  endearments,  and  spurned 
her  from  him,  had  he  detected  a  secret  that  lay 
buried  in  the  innermost  recesses  of  her  heart — had 
he  recognised,  in  Sebastiana  Gonfalon,  the  writer  of 
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the  two  anonymous  letters  that  tended  so  materi 
ally  to  bring  about  her  marriage,  and  the  violent 
death  of  Sigismund  Fatello. 

As  it  was,  the  Baroness  von  Steinfeld  had  not 
long  to  congratulate  herself  on  the  success  of  her 
culpable  manoeuvres,  whose  sole  extenuation  was  to 
be  found  in  the  fiery  passions  of  her  race,  and  in 
a  moral  education  totally  neglected.  Doubtless, 
when  planning  and  carrying  out  her  guilty  scheme, 
the  possibility  of  so  terrible  a  result  never  occurred 
to  her ;  and  it  were  attributing  improbable  depravity 
to  one  so  young  to  doubt  that  she  felt  remorse  at 
the  catastrophe.  She  did  not  long  await  her  punish 
ment.  Bright  as  were  her  hopes  of  happiness  when 
led  to  the  altar  by  the  man  she  adored,  she  soon 
was  bitterly  convinced,  that  no  true  or  permanent 
felicity  could  be  the  consequence  of  a  union  achieved 
by  guilty  artifice,  and  sealed  with  a  brother's  blood. 
A  few  months  were  sufficient  to  darken  her  destiny 
and  blight  her  joys.  Her  fortune  swallowed  up  by 
Steinfeld's  debts  and  extravagance,  her  person 
speedily  became  indifferent  to  the  sated  and  cold- 
hearted  voluptuary ;  and  whilst  her  reckless  hus 
band,  faithful  to  nothing  but  to  his  hatred  of  matri 
monial  ties,  again  galloped  upon  the  road  to  ruin,  in 
the  most  dissipated  circles  of  the  Austrian  capital, 
she  saw  herself  condemned  to  solitude  and  unavail 
ing  regrets,  in  the  very  castle  where  she  had  anti 
cipated  an  existence  of  unalloyed  bliss. 
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SIR, — Tn  the  course  of  my  study  in  the  English 
language,  which  I  made  now  for  three  years,  I 
always  read  your  periodically,  and  now  think  myself 
capable  to  write  at  your  Magazin.  I  love  always 
the  modesty,  or  you  shall  have  a  letter  of  me  very 
long  time  past.  But,  never  mind.  I  would  well 
tell  you,  that  I  am  come  to  this  country  to  instruct 
me  in  the  manners,  the  customs,  the  habits,  the 
policies,  and  the  other  affairs  general  of  Great 
Britain.  And  truly  I  think  me  good  fortunate,  being 
received  in  many  families,  so  as  I  can  to  speak  your 
language  now  with  so  much  facility  as  the  French. 
But,  never  mind.  That  what  I  would  you  say,  is 
not  only  for  the  Englishes,  but  for  the  strangers, 
who  come  at  your  country  from  all  the  other  king 
doms,  polite  and  instructed ;  because,  they  tell  me, 
that  they  are  abonnements*  for  you  in  all  the  king 
doms  in  Europe,  so  well  as  in  the  Orientals  and 
Occidentals. 

*  Abonnements— subscriptions. 
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No,  sir,  upon  my  honour,  I  am  not  egotist.  I  not 
proud  myself  with  chateaux  en  Espagne.  I  am  but 
a  particular  gentleman,  come  here  for  that  what  I 
said ;  but,  since  I  learn  to  comprehend  the  language, 
I  discover  that  I  am  become  an  object  of  pleasantry, 
and  for  himself  to  mock,  to  one  of  your  comedians 
even  before  I  put  my  foot  upon  the  ground  at 
Douvres.  He  was  Mr  Mathew,  who  tell  of  some 
contretems  of  me  and  your  word  detestable,  Box. 
Well,  never  mind.  I  know  at  present  how  it  hap 
pen,  because  I  see  him  since  in  some  parties  and 
dinners ;  and  he  confess  he  love  much  to  go  travel 
and  mix  himself  altogether  up  with  the  stage-coach 
and  vapouring  *  boat  for  fun,  what  he  bring  at  his 
theatre. 

Well,  never  mind.  He  see  me,  perhaps,  to  ask  a 
question  in  the  paquebot — but  he  not  confess  after, 
that  he  goed  and  bribe  the  gallon  at  the  hotel  and 
the  coachman  to  mystify  me  with  all  the  boxes ; 
but,  very  well,  I  shall  tell  you  how  it  arrived,  so  as 
you  shall  see  that  it  was  impossible  that  a  stranger 
could  miss  to  be  parplexed,  and  to  advertise  the 
travellers  what  will  come  after,  that  they  shall  con 
verse  with  the  gentlemen  and  not  with  the  badin- 
structs. 

But  it  must  that  I  begin.  I  am  a  gentleman,  and 
my  goods  are  in  the  public  rentes,-!-  and  a  chateau 
with  a  handsome  propriety  on  the  bank  of  the 

*  Bateau  5,  vapeur— a  steamboat.        +  Rentes — public  funds. 
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JLoire,  which  I  lend  to  a  merchant  English,  who  pay 
me  very  well  in  London  for  my  expenses.  Very 
well  I  like  the  peace,  nevertheless  that  I  was 
force,  at  other  time,  to  go  to  war  with  Napoleon. 
But  it  is  passed.  So  I  come  to  Paris  in  my  proper 
post-chaise,  where  I  selled  him,  and  hire  one,  for 
almost  nothing  at  all,  for  bring  me  to  Calais  all 
alone,  because  I  will  not  bring  my  valet  to  speak 
French  here  where  all  the  world  is  ignorant. 

The  morning  following,  I  get  upon  the  vapouring 
boat  to  walk  so  far  as  Douvres.  It  was  fine  day — 
and,  after  I  am  recover  myself  of  a  malady  of  the 
sea,  I  walk  myself  about  the  shep,  and  I  see  a  great 
mechanic  of  wood,  with  iron  wheel,  and  thing  to 
push  up  inside,  and  handle  to  turn.  It  seemed  to 
be  ingenuous,  and  proper  to  hoist  great  burdens. 
They  use  it  for  shoving  the  timber,  what  come  down 
of  the  vessel,  into  the  place ;  and  they  tell  me  it 
was  call  "Jaques  in  the  box:1'  and  I  was  very 
much  please  with  the  invention  so  novel. 

Very  well.  I  go  again  promenade  upon  the  board 
of  the  vessel,  and  I  look  at  the  compass,  and  little 
boy  sailor  come  and  sit  him  down,  and  begin  to 
chatter  like  the  little  monkey.  Then  the  man  what 
turns  a  wheel  about  and  about  laugh,  and  say, 
"Very  well,  Jacques,"  but  I  not  understand  one 
word  the  little  fellow  say.  So  I  make  inquire,  and 
they  tell  me  he  was  "  box  the  compass."  I  was 
surprise,  but  I  tell  myself,  "well,  never  mind;'' 


THE  BOXES.  91 

and  so  we  arrive  at  Douvres.  I  find  myself  enough 
well  in  the  hotel,  but  as  there  has  been  no  tdble- 
cFhote,  I  ask  for  some  dinner,  and  it  was  long  time 
I  wait :  and  so  I  walk  myself  to  the  customary 
house,  and  give  the  key  to  my  portmanteau  to  the 
Douaniers,  or  excisemen,  as  you  call,  for  them  to 
see  as  I  had  not  no  smuggles  in  my  equipage. 
Very  well — I  return  at  my  hotel,  and  meet  one  of 
the  waiters,  who  tell  me  (after  I  stand  little  moment 
to  the  door  to  see  the  world  what  pass  by  upon  the 
top  of  a  coach  at  the  instant),  "  Sir,"  he  say,  "  your 
dinner  is  ready."  "Very  well,"  I  make  response, 
"where  was  it?"  "This  way,  sir,"  he  answer,  "I 
have  put  in  a  box  in  the  cafe  room."  "Well — 
never  mind,"  I  say  to  myself,  "  when  a  man  himself 
finds  in  a  stranger  country,  he  must  be  never  sur 
prised.  'Nil  admirari/  Keep  the  eyes  opened, 
and  stare  at  nothing  at  all." 

I  found  my  dinner  only*  there  there,  because  I 
was  so  soon  come  from  France  ;  but  I  learn  another 
sort  of  the  box  was  a  partition  and  table  particular 
in  a  saloon,  and  I  keep  there  when  I  eated  some 
good  sole  fritted,  and  some  not  cooked  mutton  cut 
let  ;  and  a  gentleman  what  was  put  in  another  box, 
perhaps  Mr  Mathew,  because  nobody  not  can  know 
him  twice,  like  a  cameleon  he  is,  call  for  the  "pepper 
box."  Very  well.  I  take  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  then 
all  my  hardes  and  portmanteau  come  with  a  wheel- 

*  L;\,  lit,  signifies  passable,  indifferent. 
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barrow ;  and,  because  it  was  my  intention  to  voyage 
up  at  London  with  the  coach,  and  I  find  my  many 
little  things  was  not  convenient,  I  ask  the  waiter 
where  I  may  buy  a  night  sack,  or  get  them  tie  up 
all  together  in  a  burden.  He  was  well  attentive  at 
my  cares,  and  responded,  that  he  shall  find  me  a 
box  to  put  them  all  into.  Well,  I  say  nothing  of 
all  but,  "Yes,"  for  fear  to  discover  my  ignorance; 
so  he  bring  the  little  box  for  the  clothes  and  things 
into  the  great  box  what  I  was  put  into ;  and  he  did 
my  affairs  in  it  very  well.  Then  I  ask  him  for  some 
spectacle  in  the  town,  and  he  send  boot-boy  with 
me  so  far  as  the  Theatre,  and  I  go  in  to  pay.  It 
was  shabby  poor  little  place,  but  the  man  what  set 
to  have  the  money,  when  I  say  "how  much,"  asked 
me  if  I  would  not  go  into  the  boxes.  "  Very  well," 
I  say,  "never  mind — oh  yes — to  be  sure;"  and  I 
find  very  soon  the  box  was  the  loge,  same  thing. 
I  had  not  understanding  sufficient  in  your  tongue 
then  to  comprehend  all  what  I  hear — only  one  poor 
maigre  doctor,  what  had  been  to  give  his  physic 
too  long  time  at  a  cavalier  old  man,  was  condemned 
to  swallow  up  a  whole  box  of  his  proper  pills. 
"  Very  well,"  I  say,  "  that  must  be  egregious.  It 
is  cannot  be  possible ;"  but  they  bring  little  a  box 
not  more  grand  nor  my  thumb.  It  seem  to  be  to 
me  very  ridiculous ;  so  I  returned  to  my  hotel  at 
despair  how  I  could  possibility  learn  a  language 
what  meant  so  many  differents  in  one  word. 
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I  found  the  same  waiter,  who,  so  soon  as  I  come 
in,  tell  me,  "  Sir,  did  you  not  say  that  you  would  go 
by  the  coach  to-morrow  morning  ?"  I  replied  "Yes 
— and  I  have  bespeaked  a  seat  out  of  the  side, 
because  I  shall  wish  to  amuse  myself  with  the 
country,  and  you  have  no  cabriolets*  in  your 
coaches."  "  Sir,"  he  say,  very  polite,  "  if  you  shall 
allow  me,  I  would  recommend  you  the  box,  and  then 
the  coachman  shall  tell  everything."  "Very  well," 
T  reply,  "  yes ;  to  be  sure — I  shall  have  a  box  then — 
yes  ; "  and  then  I  demanded  a  fire  into  my  chamber, 
because  I  think  myself  enrhumed  upon  the  sea,  and 
the  maid  of  the  chamber  come  to  send  me  in  bed  : 
but  I  say,  "  No  so  quick,  if  you  please  ;  I  will  write 
to  some  friend  how  I  find  myself  in  England.  Very 
well — here  is  the  fire,  but  perhaps  it  shall  go  out 
before  I  have  finish."  She  was  pretty  laughing 
young  woman,  and  say,  "  Oh  no,  sir,  if  you  pull  the 
bell,  the  porter,  who  sit  up  all  night,  will  come, 
unless  you  like  to  attend  to  it  yourself,  and  then 
you  will  find  the  coal-box  in  the  closet."  Well — I 
say  nothing  but  "  yes — oh  yes."  But  when  she  is 
gone,  I  look  direct  into  the  closet,  and  see  a  box 
not  no  more  like  none  of  the  other  boxes  what  I  see 
all  day  than  nothing. 

Well — I  write  at  my  friends,  and  then  I  tumble 

*  The  cabriolet  is  the  front  part  of  the  old  French  diligence, 
with  a  hood  and  apron,  holding  three  persons,  including  the 
guard,  or  "conducteur." 
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about  when  I  wake,  and  dream  in  the  sleep  what 
should  possible  be  the  description  of  the  box  what 
I  must  be  put  in  to-morrow  for  my  voyage. 

In  the  morning,  it  was  very  fine  time,  I  see  the 
coach  at.  the  door,  and  I  walk  all  round  before  they 
bring  the  horses  ;  but  I  see  nothing  what  they  can 
call  boxes,  only  the  same  kind  as  what  my  little 
business  was  put  into.  So  I  ask  for  the  post  of 
letters  at  a  little  boots  boy,  who  showed  me  by  the 
Quay,  and  tell  me,  pointing  by  his  finger  at  a  win 
dow — "  There  see,  there  was  the  letter-Z>oo?,"  and  I 
perceive  a  crevice.  "Very  well  —  all  box  again 
to-day,"  I  say,  and  give  my  letter  to  the  master  of 
postes,  and  go  away  again  at  the  coach,  where  I 
very  soon  find  out  what  was  coach- box,  and  mount 
myself  upon  it.  Then  come  the  coachman,  habili 
tated  like  the  gentleman,  and  the  first  word  he  say 
was — "Keep,  horses!  Bring  my  fow-coat!"  and 
he  push  up  a  grand  capote  with  many  scrapes. 

" But — never  mind,"  I  say  ;  "I  shall  see  all  the 
boxes  in  time."  So  he  kick  his  leg  upon  the  board, 
and  cry  "cheat!"  and  we  are  out  into  the  country 
in  lesser  than  one  minute,  and  roll  at  so  grand  pace, 
what  I  have  had  fear  we  will  be  reversed.  But 
after  little  times,  I  take  courage,  and  we  begin  to 
entertain  together :  but  I  hear  one  of  the  wheels 
cry  squeak,  so  I  tell  him,  "  Sir — one  of  the  wheel 
would  be  greased ; "  then  he  make  reply,  noncha- 
lancely,  "Oh — it  is  nothing  but  one  of  the  boxes 
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what  is  too  tight."  But  it  is  very  long'  time  after 
as  I  learn  that  wheel  a  box  was  pipe  of  iron  what 
go  turn  round  upon  the  axle. 

Well — we  fly  away  at  the  pace  of  charge.  I  see 
great  castles  many  •  then  come  a  pretty  house  of 
country  well  orriated,  and  I  make  inquire  what  it 
should  be.  "  Oh ! "  responsed  he,  "  I  not  remember 
the  gentleman's  name,  but  it  is  what  we  call  a  snug 
country  box" 

Then  I  feel  myself  abymed  at  despair,  and  begin 
to  suspect  that  he  amused  himself.  But,  still  I  tell 
myself,  "  Well — never  mind ;  we  shall  see."  And 
then  after  some  times,  there  come  another  house, 
all  alone  in  a  forest,  not  ornated  at  all.  "What, 
how  you  call  that?"  I  demand  of  him.  "Oh!" 
he  responded  again,  "  that  is  a  shooting  box  of  Lord 
Killfots."  "  Oh !  "  I  cry  at  last  out,  "  that  is  little 
too  strong;"  but  he  hoisted  his  shoulders  and  say 
nothing.  Well,  we  come  at  a  house  of  country 
ancient,  with  the  trees  cut  like  some  peacocks,  and 
I  demand,  "What  you  call  these  trees?"  "Box, 
sir,"  he  tell  me.  "  Devil  is  in  the  box!'1  I  say  at 
myself.  "  But — never  mind ;  we  shall  see."  So  I 
myself  refreshed  with  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  offer 
him,  and  he  take  very  polite,  and  remark  upon  an 
instant,  "  That  is  a  very  handsome  box  of  yours, 
sir." 

"  Morbleu ! "  I  exclaimed  with  inadvertencyness, 
but  I  stop  myself.  Then  he  pull  out  his  snuff-iojc, 


and  I  take  a  pinch,  because  I  like  at  home  to  be 
sociable  when  I  am  out  at  voyages,  and  not  show 
some  pride  with  inferior.  It  was  of  wood  beautiful 
with  turnings,  and  colour  of  yellowish.  So  I  was 
pleased  to  admire  very  much,  and  inquire  the  name 
of  the  wood,  and  again  he  say,  "Box,  sir  \3)  Well — I 
hold  myself  with  patience,  but  it  was  difficilly ;  and 
we  keep  with  great  gallop,  till  we  come  at  a  great 
crowd  of  the  people.  Then  I  say,  "  What  for  all 
so  large  concourse  ?" — "  Oh  I"  he  response  again, 
"there  is  one  grand  boxing  match — a  battle  here 
to-day."— "Peste!"  I  tell  myself,  "a  battle  of 
boxes  !  Well,  never  mind !  I  hope  it  can  be  a  com 
bat  at  the  outrance,  and  they  all  shall  destroy  one 
another,  for  I  am  fatigued." 

Well — we  arrive  at  an  hotel,  very  superb,  all  as 
it  ought,  and  I  demand  a  morsel  to  refresh  myself. 
I  go  into  a  salon,  but,  before  I  finish,  great  noise 
come  into  the  passage,  and  I  pull  the  bell's  rope  to 
demand  why  so  great  tapage  ?  The  waiter  tell  me, 
and  he  laugh  at  same  time,  but  very  civil  no  less, 
"  Oh,  sir,  it  is  only  two  of  the  women  what  quarrel, 
and  one  has  given  another  a  box  on  the  ear." 

Well — I  go  back  on  the  coach-box,  but  I  look, 
as  I  pass,  at  all  the  women  ear,  for  the  box ;  but 
not  none  I  see.  "  Well,"  I  tell  myself  once  more, 
"  never  mind,  we  shall  see ;"  and  we  drive  on  very 
passable  and  agreeable  times  till  we  approached  our 
selves  near  London;  but  then  come  one  another 
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coach  of  the  opposition  to  pass  by,  and  the  coach 
man  say,  "No,  my  boy,  it  shan't  do  !"  and  then  he 
whip  his  horses,  and  made  some  traverse  upon  the 
road,  and  tell  to  me,  all  the  times,  a  long  explica 
tion  what  the  other  coachmen  have  done  otherwhiles, 
and  finish  not  till  we  stop,  and  the  coach  of  opposi 
tion  come  behind  him  in  one  narrow  place.  Well — 
then  he  twist  himself  round,  and  with  full  voice, 
cry  himself  out  at  the  another  man,  who  was  so 
angry  as  himself,  "  I'll  tell  you  what,  my  hearty ! 
if  you  comes  some  more  of  your  gammon  at  me,  I 
shan't  stand,  and  you  shall  yourself  find  in  the 
wrong  box."  It  was  not  for  many  weeks  after  as  I 
find  out  the  wrong  box  meaning. 

Well— we  get  at  London,  at  the  coaches  office, 
and  I  unlightened  from  my  seat,  and  go  at  the 
bureau  for  pay  my  passage,  and  gentleman  very 
polite  demanded  if  I  had  some  friend  at  London. 
I  converse  with  him  very  little  time  in  voyaging, 
because  he  was  in  the  interior ;  but  I  perceive  he 
is  real  gentleman.  So,  I  say,  "  No,  sir,  I  am 
stranger/'  Then  he  very  honestly  recommend  me 
at  an  hotel,  very  proper,  and  tell  me,  "  Sir,  because 
I  have  some  affairs  in  the  Banque,  I  must  sleep  in 
the  City  this  night ;  but  to-morrow  I  shall  come  at 
the  hotel,  where  you  shall  find  some  good  attentions 
if  you  make  the  use  of  my  name."  "  Very  well," 
I  tell  myself,  u  this  is  best."  So  we  exchange  the 
cards,  arid  I  have  hackney-coach  to  come  at  my 
8  U 


98  TALES   FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

hotel,  where  they  say,  "  No  room,  sir, — very  sorry, 
— no  room."  But  I  demand  to  stop  the  moment, 
and  produce  the  card  what  I  could  not  read  before, 
in  the  movements  of  the  coach  with  the  darkness. 
The  master  of  the  hotel  take  it  from  my  hand,  and 
become  very  polite  at  the  instant,  and  whisper  to 
the  ear  of  some  waiters,  and  then  come  at  me,  and 
say,  "  Oh  yes,  sir,  I  know  Mr  Box  very  well.  Worthy 
gentleman,  Mr  Box.  Very  proud  to  incommode  any 
friend  of  Mr  Box — pray  inlight  yourself,  and  walk 
in  my  house."  So  I  go  in,  and  find  myself  very 
proper,  and  soon  come  so  as  if  I  was  in  my  own 
particular  chamber ;  and  Mr  Box  come  next  day, 
and  I  find  very  soon  that  he  was  the  right  Box,  and 
not  the  wrong  box.  Ha,  ha ! — You  shall  excuse 
my  badinage, — eh  ?  But  never  mind — I  am  going 
at  Leicestershire  to  see  the  foxes  hunting,  and  per 
haps  will  get  upon  a  coach-box  in  the  spring,  and 
go  at  Edinburgh ;  but  I  have  fear  I  cannot  come  at 
your  "  Noctes,"  because  I  have  not  learnt  yet  to 
eat  so  great  supper.  I  always  read  what  they 
speak  there  twice  over,  except  what  Monsieur 
Le  "Shepherd"  say,  what  I  read  three  time; 
but  never  could  comprend  exactly  what  he  say, 
though  I  discern  some  time  the  grand  idea,  what 
walk  in  darkness  almost  "  visible,"  as  your  divine 
Milton  say.  I  am  particular  fond  of  the  poetry. 
I  read  three  books  of  the  " Paradise  Lost"  to  Mr 


THE   BOXES.  99 

Box,  but  lie  not  hear  me  no  more — lie  pronounce 
me  perfect. 

After  one  such  compliment,  it  would  be  almost 
the  same  as  ask  you  for  another,  if  I  shall  make 
apology  in  case  I  have  not  find  the  correct  ideotism 
of  your  language  in  this  letter  ;  so  I  shall  not  make 
none  at  all — only  throw  myself  at  your  mercy,  like 
a  great  critic.  But,  never  mind — we  shall  see.  If 
you  take  this  letter  as  it  ought,  I  shall  not  promise 
if  I  would  not  write  you  one  other  some  time. 

I  conclude  in  presenting  at  you  my  compliments 
very  respectful.  I  am  sorry  for  your  gout  and 
crutchedness,  and  hope  you  shall  miss  them  in  the 
spring. 

I  have  the  honour  of  subscribe  myself, 

SIR, 
Your  very  humble  and  much 

obedient  Servant, 

Louis  LE  CHEMINANT. 

P.  S—  Ha,  ha!— It  is  very  droll !— I  tell  my 
valet,  we  go  at  Leicestershire  for  the  hunting  fox. — 
Very  well. — So  soon  as  I  finish  this  letter,  he  come 
and  demand  what  I  shall  leave  behind  in  orders 
for  some  presents,  to  give  what  people  will  come  at 
my  lodgments  for  Christmas  Boxes. 
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